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C  niiilnimr. 


CYMBELTNE  appeara  to  have  boon  written  in  the  full 

billed    to   tin-  year    IC>(>."»,    ami  id    In   h:i\e    Ixni   «•  >m j ». .-.  . I    mum  / 

brio ro  Macbeth.      \i     m  h  ;i  period  of  Shall  i  life,  he  oould  ^iva  to  the  irorld  oWe 

production,  and  we  oonsequentlj    And  tins  plaj   to  be  full  of  exq 

tlu«  sweetest   and  most   tender  female  character  ever  drawn,   si 

Cj/infxliiif,  a   lingular  confusion   of  times  and   customs,   ami   the  play    ii  full   ol 

rude  indent    Britona  of  t h*>  time  <»r  A.ugu         I  soar  ire  pictured  as  possessing  the  dmoosvi  and 

luxuries  of  the   Elizabethan   period.     The  polished  court  ol  Cymbeline  ii  altogether  out  of  ; 

Britain  at  such  b  time     it  is  an  incredibility  ;   so  also  is  the  description  of  In  with 

its  tapestry   of  ails  and  ailrer  bo  "rarely  and  exactly  wrought;"  and  the  chinu 

carving  of  M  chaste   Diana  bathing,"  its  ornaments  of  silTer,  and  the  golden 

she  roof  is   fretted.      Such  things  were  seen   hi    England   in   Bhaksp<  time;    l>ut 

dreamed  of  in  Augustus  Osbsot's.      In  the  Bfth  sot   also,  Posthumus,  when  condemned  to  d 

told  by  bis  gaoler  that  u  he  shall  fear  no  more  tavern  bills."      Bchlegel  makes  a  graceful 

i'or  these  errors;   but  it  does  not  greatly  mend  the  matter  to  argue  the  \  tufts  into  beam 

In   Shokspere,  as   a    poet    and    philosopher,    we    have    implicit    faith;    but   very   little,   a~>   an    antiquarian 

ov  "historian.      He  lias  too  luxuriant  ami  wild  on  imagination   to  be  bound  by  tin-  rigid 
historic  truth.      It   may   be  said  that    King  Lear  is  equally  open  to  these  objections;   but   Lear  is 
scarcely  more  than  a  creature  of  the  poet's  imagination,  only  connected  with  history  by  <lim 
remote  traditions;    and  the   time  of  Cymbeline   is   one   of  which   we   have   mure  ample  and   far  more 
Certain  records.     It  is  not  worthy  of  the  critic,  or  honourable  to  the   memory  of  the  illustrious  poet, 
to  point  out  bis  beauties  only,  and  remain  for  ever  silent  respecting  the  blemishes  in  h  I   work-; 

by  following  Buch  a  course,  a  false  school  oi'  criticism  and  feeling  is  nursed  into  active  b. ang,  and 
the  errors  of  the  dead  are  reproduced  in  the  writings  of  the  Irving j  for  men  are  gradually  led  to 
imitate  that  which  they  have  been  taught  blindly  to  reverence.  The  vision  of  Posthumus  in  his 
prison  is  not  only  inconsistent  with  the  rest  of  the  play,  but  feebly  written,  and  not  worthy  of  the 
genius  of  Shakspere.  Let  those  who  would  accuse  me  of  heresy  in  this  remark,  turn  to  and  peruse  it 
at  once;  it  is,  however,  just  to  the  poet  to  say,  that  it  has  been  suspected  of  being  an  interpol at 
by  some  other  band,  and  Mr.  Collier  thinks  it  possible  that  the  vision  is  part  of  some  older  play 
upon  the  same  subject,  which  Shakspere  adopted  and  placed  in  his  production  entire. 

Our  poet's  object,  however,  in  writing  this  play  was  a  noble  one  ;  the  vindication  of  the  cha- 
racter of  woman  from  the  lewd  aspersions  of  thoughtless  and  unprincipled  men.  It  is  not  Imogen  alone, 
whom  tbe  Italian  profligate,  Iachimo,  slanders — it  is  her  whole  sex ;  of  his  attempt  upon  her  chastity, 
he  says  to  her  husband : — "  I  durst  attempt  it  against  any  lady  in  the  world."  Impossible  as  it  may 
appear  to  pure  and  innocent  minds,  men  still  live  who  are  ignorant  and  sensual  enough  to  make 
the  same  vile  boast.  Among  the  pleasure-seeking  gallants  of  that  lascivious  age,  when  seduction  aud 
duelling  were  by  a  large  number  of  that  class  considered  mere  venial  vices,  if  not  graceful  accom- 
plishments, such  unbelievers  in  the  purity  of  woman  were,  perhaps,  not  uncommon ;  and  in  this  play  the 
bard  read  them  a  stern  reproof  from  the  stage. 
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CYMBELINE. 

Imogen  is  a  personification  of  woman ;  woman  enthroned  in  the  holy  temple  of  her  pure  and 
chaste  affections,  rejecting  the  tempter  of  her  honour  with  the  bitterest  scorn  and  loathing,  and 
enduring  wrong  and  suffering  with  the  most  touching  patience  and  sweetness.  The  gentler  sex 
should  be  always  grateful  to  the  memory  of  our  great  Shakspere,  for  his  genius  did  sweet  homage  to 
their  character ;  he  invests  his  female  creations  with  all  that  is  most  pure  and  generous  in  humanity, 
picturing  them,  indeed,  as  beautiful  to  the  eye,  but  a  thousand  times  more  acceptable  to  the  heart. 
There  is  a  moral  dignity  about  his  women,  a  holy  strength  of  affection,  which  neither  suffering  nor 
death  can  pervert,  that  elevates  them  above  the  sterner  nature  of  man,  placing  them  on  an  equality 
with  angels.  The  adventures  of  Imogen  are  like  a  beautiful  romance ;  her  flight  after  her  banished 
husband,  her  wretchedness  and  forlorn  condition  when  informed  that  he  believes  her  false  and  has 
given  order  for  her  death ;  her  assumption  of  boy's  attire,  in  which  disguise  she  wanders  among  the 
mountains,  at  point  to  perish  from  hunger ;  her  meeting  with  her  disguised  brothers  in  the  cave  ; 
her  supposed  death,  and  recovery,  and  finally,  her  discovery  of  her  repentant  husband,  and  throwing 
herself,  without  one  reproach,  upon  his  bosom — are  all  beautifully  portrayed.  Imogen  is,  indeed,  a 
pattern  of  connubial  love  and  chastity. 

Posthumus  is  an  irritable  and  impatient  character;  his  love  for  Imogen  is  rather  a  selfish  one, 
or  he  would  not  have  been  so  easily  persuaded  that  she  was  false ;  it  undergoes  some  purification  in 
his  trouble,  and  we  scarcely  sympathise  with  him  until  his  repentance  of  his  rashness.  He  then 
doubts  his  own  worthiness,  and  feeling  that  he  has  wickedly  presumed  to  direct  the  wrath  of  Heaven 
and  punish  its  offenders,  exclaims  : — 

Gods  !  if  you 
Should  have  ta'en  vengeance  on  my  faults,  I  never 
Had  lived  to  put  on  this. 

A  reflection  we  all  might  advantageously  make,  when  contemplating  revenge  for  any  real  or  supposed 
injury. 

Iachimo  is  an  unconfirmed  villain,  as  dishonest  as  Iago,  but  not  so  devilish,  for  he  has  the  grace  to 
repent  of  his  treachery ;  he  tries  to  compound  with  his  conscience,  and  satisfy  it  with  Jesuitical 
sophistries.  He  is  ready  to  attest  the  truth  of  his  false  assertions  with  an  oath,  and  does  absolutely 
swear  to  Posthumus  that  he  had  the  jewel  from  the  arm  of  Imogen,  which  is  literally  true,  but 
morally  a  perjury,  because  he  stole  the  bracelet,  and  led  the  husband  to  suspect  that  it  was  given 
him  in  the  gratification  of  an  infamous  affection.  Iachimo  equivocates ;  Iago  would  have  had  no 
compunction  about  the  matter,  but  have  sworn  to  any  falsehood,  however  injurious  and  diabolical, 
without  mental  reservation.  Iachirao's  confession  in  the  last  scene  is  too  wordy  and  tediously  pro- 
longed, and  the  humility  of  it  is  scarcely  in  accordance  with  his  character,  as  portrayed  in  the  earlier 
scenes  of  the  play, 

These  three  characters  are  the  principal  ones  of  that  group  to  which  the  attention  is  chiefly 
attracted ;  Cymbeline,  himself,  i3  represented  as  weak  and  vacillating — a  mere  tool  of  his  wicked 
queen,  who  says :  "  I  never  do  him  wrong,  but  he  does  buy  my  injuries ;"  rewards  her  for  them,  as 
if  they  were  benefits :  this  woman  is  utterly  villanous  without  any  redeeming  quality,  unless  affection 
for  her  foolish  and  unprincipled  son  be  called  one;  it  is  seldom  that  Shakspere  draws  such  characters, 
for  he  loves  rather  to  elevate  than  to  depress  humanity,  and  to  paint  in  sunbeams,  than  to  people 
twilight  with  forms  of  darkness.  Perhaps  she  is  introduced  to  bring  the  sweet  character  of  the 
pure  and  loving  Imogen  into  greater  prominence,  by  the  power  of  contrast.  The  conduct  of  Cymbeline 
is  unaccountable,  save  in  a  timid  and  wavering  mind;  having  beaten  the  Romans  by  accident,  ho 
is  amazed  at  his  own  temerity,  and,  in  the  very  triumph  of  victory,  makes  a  peace,  and  promises  to  pay 
to  Cxsar  the  tribute  which  he  had  gone  to  war  to  avoid. 

Cloten  has  been  said  to  be  so  singular  a  character,  and  possessed  of  qualities  so  contradictory, 
that  he  has  been  supposed  to  form  an  exception  to  Shakspere's  usual  integrity  in  copying  from  nature. 
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LINK 

I    |    i  ii  m  •(        ••-     in     w  h:il 
fool    111    tm     i     i.. 

■  ii.ill\       Nothi  bo  tin]  I 

i  in   hide  i  he    nn   from  u    s  "  P  put   i  '• 

1 1 ■  •  1 1 1  .  «  I  .      ii .  no  mon    ti  ib  I  \ 

OOJ   ( 'lot  i    of  sen  -••.  but    hi  II--        i .  - ■ 

li.ilf  mii  jt.:i!   ;i  I'uiih  i  lii'imti  to  him  i  If,  Ii  '  M#U} 

I  In-     |. null. ii  I     t  h.il     clllll 

encroaching  on  \\  i  dom  ,    in  '  -loten,  il   i    fol 

flcal  ion   i"  i  he  ob  on  ing  mind  ,  fen  men 

mill  of  \\  hom  we  hai  «•  anj  record,  are  I 

linn-  mis-spent    in  voluptuous  abandonment       I   doubt    nol    t  •  • 

model;         julnrities,  in  works  of  fiction,  nerallj  copied   from 

moat  authors  to  take  without   precedent.     !.'■    pecting  the  chai  l  11 

M  thai  folli  is  as  often  owii  want  of  pn  atimenU 

In  tin'  delineation  of  the  two  prim       G    iderius  and    \  trine 

which  will  find  mam  opponents  in  the  presenl  daj  :  he  inf< 

:i  sovereignty   in  blood  in  those  born  of  s  kinglj  stock;  and  the  young  princes  brought  mple 

rustics,  and  born  of  a  weak  uxorious  father,  are  represented  their  I  rth  so 

that  it  impels  them  to  acta  of  heroism.     Belariu  : — 

i  int 
The  roofa  i>t"  palaces;  -»i"l  nature  prompt!  them, 
lu  simple  and  low  things,  to  prince  it  much 
ml  the  trick  <>t'  others. 

Their  old  protector  is  s  rout-tier,  turned  hermit  from  an  acute  sense  of  wrong  and  ■ 
disgusi  of  civilised  life,  and  his  language  is  thai  of  one  who  has  seen  the  world  t  is  full  <jf 

bitter  reflections  on  princes  and  their  courts,  where  «>ft  s  man  gains  ill  report  for  doing  well, 
oourt'sey  at  the  censure.'1     He  bears  some  resemblance  to  the  moralising  Jaquee,  aD   natural  ob 
suggest   to  li i in  lofty  and  religious  reflections,  and  the  Low-roofed   cave  which  makes   him  bow  as  he 
issues  from  it  to  greet  the  rising  Bun,  i     tracts  him  to  adore  its  great  Creator.     Jaques  had  been  a  .. 
tine  in  his  youth,  and   Belarius  is  guilty  of  a  dishonourable  and  wicked  -ringing  up  the 

BOns   of   Cymbeline   as   rustics  ;   the   father  had   injured   him,  but    lie   had    rubbed    the    children  of  their 
birthright. 

That  part  of  the  plot  which  relates  to  the  adventures  of  Imogen  was  suggested  t  3  .spere  by 
"the  tale  told  by  the  fishwife  of  Stand  on  the  Green,"  in  an  old  story-book  entitled  Westward  for 
Smelts,  in  which  the  story  is  given  in  an  English  dress,  and  the  original  of  Imogen  is  Dorrill, 

who,  in  the  language  of  the  author,  was  M  a  creature  moat  beautifull,  so  that  in  her  time  there  wen- 
found  that   matched  her,  (none  at   all  that  excelled  her,)  so  excellent  were  the  gifts   that   nature   had 
bestowed  on  her.     In  body  she  was  not  ouely  so  rare,  and  unparalleled,  but  also  in  her  gifts  of  minde ; 
so  that  this  creature  it  seemed  that  Grace  and  Nature  strove  who  should  excell  each  other  in  their  _ 
toward  her."      This  story  was  in  its  turn  taken  from  the  Decameron  of  the  Italian  novelist  Boeeacio. 

According  to  Holinshed,  Cymbeline,  or  Kimbeline,  began  his  reign  in  the  nineteenth  year  of  that 
of  Augustus  Csssar,  and  the  play  commences  in  or  about  the  twenty-fourth  year  of  Cymbeline' s  reign, 
which  was  the  forty-second  of  that  of  Augustus,  and  the  sixteenth  of  the  Christian  era. 

IL.  T. 


T.  2    H 


PERSONS     REPRESENTED. 


Cymbeline,  King  of  Britain. 

Ajyears,  Act  I.  sc.  2.     Act  II.  sc.  3.     Act  III.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  5. 
A,  t  IV.  sc.  3.     Act  V.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3  ;  sc.  5. 

Cloten,  Son  to  the  Queen  by  a  former  Husband. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc  3.     Act  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  3.     Act  III.  sc.  1  ; 
sc.  5.     Act  IV.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2. 

Leonatus  Posthumus,  a   Gentleman  of  Britain, 

Husband  to  Imogen. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  5.    Act  II.  sc.  4  ;  sc.  5.     Act  V. 
sc.  1  ;  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3  ;  sc.  4  ;  sc.  5. 

Belarius,   a   banished  Lord,  disguised  under  the 
name  of  Morgan. 

Appears,  Act  III.  sc.  3  ;  sc.  6.     Act  IV.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  4.  Act  V. 
sc.  2  ;  sc.  3  ;  sc.  5. 


n  \  Sons  of  Cymbeline,  disguis 

GrUIDERIUS,    I        ae    names       ,  pol    dore    , 


ised  under 
of  Polydore  and  Cad- 
Artiragus,  j      ^cy\}  supposed  Sons  to  Belarius. 

Appear,  Act  III.  sc.  3  ;    sc.  6.     Act  IV.  sc.  2  ;    sc.  4. 
Act  V.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3  ;  sc.  5. 

Philabio,   a   Roman    Gentleman   and   Friend  to 

Posthumus. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  5.     Act  II.  sc.  4. 

Iachimo,   an   Italian    Gentleman   and   Friend   to 
Philario. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  5  ;  sc.  7.     Act  II.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  4.     Act  V. 
sc.  2  ;  sc.  5. 

A  French  (xi;ntli;m  vn,  Friend  to  Philario. 
Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  5. 

Caius  Lucius,  Ambassador  from  Rome,  afterwards 
General  of  the  Roman  forces. 

Appears,  Act  III.  sc.  1 ;  sc.  5.     Act  IV.  sc.  2.     Act  V.  sc.  2  ; 

sc.  5. 

A  Soothsayer,  attending  on  Lucius. 
Appears,  Act  IV.  sc.  2.     Act  V.  sc.  5. 

A    Eton  13  I  'am  \i  v 
Appears,  Act  IV.  sc.  2. 


Two  British  Captains. 

Appear,  Act  V.  sc.  3. 

Pisanio,  Servant  to  Posthumus. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2;  sc.  4  ;  sc.  6  ;  sc.  7.  Act  II.  sc.  3. 
Act  III.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  4  ;  sc.  5.  Act  IV.  sc.  3.  Act  V. 
sc.  3  ;  sc.  5. 

Cornelius,  a  Physician. 
Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  6.     Act  V.  sc.  5. 

Two  Gentlemen. 

Appear,  Act  I.  sc.  1. 

Two  Lords,  Companions  to  Cloten. 
Appear,  Act  I.  sc.  3.     Act  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  3. 

Another  Lobd. 

Appears,  Act  IV.  sc.  3.     Act  V.  sc.  3. 

Two  Roman  Senatobs  and  Tbibunes. 
Appear,  Act  III.  sc.  7. 

TWO  GrAOLERS. 
Appear,  Act  V.  sc.  4. 

Jupiter,  and  other  Apparitions. 
Appear,  Act  V.  sc.  4. 

Queen,  Wife  to  Cymbeline. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2 ;  sc.  6.     Act  II.  sc.  3.     Act  III.  sc.  1  ; 

sc.  5. 

Imogen,  Daughter  to  Cymbeline  by  a  former  Queen. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2;  sc.  4;  sc.  7.  Act  II.  sc.  2;  sc.  3. 
Act  III.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  4  ;  sc.  6.  Act  IV.  sc.  2.  Act  V.  sc.  2; 
sc.  5. 

Helen,  an  Attendant  on  Imogen. 
Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Musicians,   Officers,   Captains,  Sol- 
diers, Messengers,  and  other  Attendants. 

SCENE  —  Sometimes    in    Britain,    sometimes    in 

Italy. 


d' 


II 


ACT    I 


SCENE  l      Brit  mm      I      G  ind 

< '\  mbeline'a  Pala 

I  'lir   Two  <  !«'iil  I. -1111-11 
Iti   (fin/.    You  do  ii"l    intit    I    man,  but     l'r<> 

our  blood  i 
No  more  obei  the  heavens,  khan  our  courtii 
Si  ill  seem,  m  dooi  i  be  king's.1 
2nd  Gent.  Bui  what  '■  the  matter  J 

l.sV  Gtaf.  His  daughter,  and  the  heir  of  his  I 

dom,  whom 
lie  purpos'd  to  bii  wife's  sole  son,  (i  widow, 
That  Late  be  married))  batb  referr'd  herself 
Onto  a  poor  but  worth  y  gentleman  i  She's  wedded] 
Her  husband  banish'd;  she  imprison'd :  all 

Is  outward  sorrow  ;    thoughj   1   think,  the    king 

Be  touch'd  at  rerj  heart . 
2nd  Gent.  None  but  the  kin 

Itt  Gent.   He,  thai  hath  lost  ber,  too:  so  is  the 
queen, 
That  most  deair'd  the  match:   But  no1  a  courtier, 
Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 
Of  the  king's  looks,  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 
Glad  at-  the  thing  they  scowl  at. 

2nJ  Gent.  And  why  so? 

1st  Gent.  Ho  that  hath  miss'd  the  princess,  is 
a  thing 
Too  bad  i'ov  bad  report  :  and  be  that  hath  herj 
(1  mean,  that  married  her, — alack,  good  man! — 
And  therefore  banish'd)  is  a  creature  such 
As.  to  seek  through  the  regions  of  the  earth 
For  one  his  like,  there  would  be  something  tailing 
In  him  that  should  compare.     I  do  not  think, 
Si  lair  an  outward,  and  such  stuff  within, 
Endows  a  man  but  he. 

2/t J  Gait.  You  speak  him  far. 

1st  Gent.  I  do  extend  him,  sir,  within  himself;- 
Crash  him  together,  rather  than  unfold 
His  measure  duly. 

Ind  Gent.  What 's  his  name,  and  birth  ? 

[si  Gent.  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root:  His 
father 
Was  call'd  Sieilius,  who  did  join  his  honour, 


\  •  the  B  I 

•  bad  h 
II-     en  M  w  it  I 

iin'il  1 1  i 

\  ad  had,  '  M, 

i  ■  "  other  i  bo,  in  I 

1 1  •  d  with  th.  d  band    I 

fa! 
(Thru  ..Id  and  fond  of 

That  be  quit  being ;  and  1 

Big  of  this  gentleman,  our  therm 

\  -  be  was  born.     The  king;  be  I 
To  bis  protection]  calls  him  Poethnmaaj 

ds  him,  ami  makes  him  of  his  beoVcham] 
Puts  him  to  all  the  learnings  that  hi 

Could  make  him  th  ifj   which  he  took, 

\»  We  do  air.  fast  as  '•  |  ;   and 

In  his  spring  became  a  ham  «t  :    Liv'd  in  court. 
I  Which  rare  it   is  to  do,)  most  prai>'d.  toOft  sOI 

\     unple  to  the  young 

A  glass  that  feated  them  ;   arc 

A  child  that  guided  dotard.-  :    i<>  bii  mist:- 

For  whom  he  now   is  banish'd.— h.-r  own  price 

Proclaims  how  em'd  him  and  his  virtue; 

By  her  election  may  be  truly  read, 

What  kind  of  man  he  is. 

2//./  Gent.  I  honour  him 

Even  out  of  your  report.     Bat,  'pray  you,  tell  me. 
Is  she  sole  child  to  the  kins  ? 

1st  Gent.  \\l<  only  child. 

He  had  two  sons,  (if  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 
1  lark  it,)  the  eldest  of  them  at  t  rs  old, 

I'  the  swathing  clothes  the  other,  from  their  nur> 
Were  stolen;  and  to  this  hour,  no  guess  in  know- 
ledge 
Which  way  they  went. 

2nd  Gent.  How  long  is  this  ag.    - 

1st  Gent.  Some  twenty  years. 

2nd  Gent.  That  a  king's  children  should  be    - 
convey' d ! 
So  slackly  guarded  !    And  the  search  so  slow, 
That  could  not  trace  them  ! 

1st  Gent.  How- .e'er  'tis  strange, 
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Dr  that  the  negligence  may  well  be  laugh' d  at, 

Yet  is  it  true,  sir. 
'2;id  Gent.  I  do  well  heliere  you. 

1st  Gent.   We   must   forbear:   Here   comes   the 
queen,  and  princess.  [  Exettnt. 

SCENE  II.— The  Same. 

Enter  the  Queen,  Potshumus,  and  Imogen. 

Queen.  No,  be  assur'd,  you  shall  not  find  me, 
daughter, 
After  the  slander  of  most  step-mothers, 
Kvil-ey'd  unto  you:  you  are  my  prisoner,  but 
Your  gaoler  shall  deliver  you  the  keys 
That  lock  up  your  restraint.     For  you,  Posthiimus, 
So  soon  as  I  can  win  the  offended  king, 
T  will  be  known  your  advocate :  marry,  yet 
The  fire  of  rage  is  in  him ;  and  'twere  good, 
You  lean'd  unto  his  sentence,  with  what  patience 
Your  wisdom  may  inform  you. 

Post.  Please  your  highness, 

I  will  from  hence  to-day. 

Queen.  You  know  the  peril : — 

I  '11  fetch  a  turn  about  the  garden,  pitying 
The  pangs  of  barr'd  affections  ;  though  the  king 
Hath  charg'd  you  should  not  speak  together. 

[Exit  Queen. 
Imo.  O 

Dissembling  courtesy  !  How  fine  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  she  wounds  ! — My  dearest  hus- 
band, 
I  something  fear  my  father's  wrath ;  but  nothing, 
(Always  reserv'd  my  holy  duty,)  what 
His  rage  can  do  on  me :   You  must  be  gone ; 
And  I  shall  here  abide  the  hourly  shot 
Of  angry  eyes  ;  not  comforted  to  live, 
But  that  there  is  this  jewel  in  the  world. 
That  I  may  see  again. 

Post.  My  queen!  my  mistress! 

O,  lady,  weep  no  more ;  lest  I  give  cause 
To  be  suspected  of  more  tenderness 
Than  doth  become  a  man !  I  will  remain 
The  loyal'st  husband  that  did  e'er  plight  troth. 
My  residence  in  Rome  at  one  Philario's ; 
Who  to  my  father  was  a  friend,  to  me 
Known  but  by  letter:  thither  write,  my  queen, 
And   with    mine  eyes   I'll    drink    the  words  you 

send, 
Though  ink  I)-  made  of  gall, 

/,'    en  in. 

Queen.  Be  brief,  I  pray  you  : 

If  the  kin<_r  OOme,  1  thai]  incur  I   know  not 
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How  much  of  his  displeasure: — Yet  I'll  move  him 

[Aside. 
To  walk  this  way  :  I  never  do  him  wrong, 
But  he  does  buy  my  injuries,  to  be  friends; 
Pays  dear  for  my  offences.  [Exit. 

Post.  Should  we  be  taking  leave 

As  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live, 
The  loathuess  to  depart  would  grow  :  Adieu 

Imo.  Nay,  stay  a  little  : 
Were  you  but  riding  forth  to  air  yourself, 
Such  parting  were  too  petty.     Look  here,  love 
This  diamond  was  my  mother's :  take  it,  heart ; 
But  keep  it  till  you  woo  another  wife, 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

Post.  How  !  how  !  another  ? — 

You  gentle  gods,  give  me  but  this  I  have, 
And  sear  up  my  embracements  from  a  next 
With  bonds  of  death  !3 — Remain  thou  here 

[Putting  on  the  Ring. 
While  sense  can  keep  it  on  ?  And  sweetest,  fairest, 
As  I  my  poor  self  did  exchange  for  you, 
To  your  so  infinite  loss ;  so,  in  our  trifles 
I  still  win  of  you  :  For  my  sake,  wear  this  ; 
It  is  a  manacle  of  love  ;  I  '11  place  it 
Upon  this  fairest  prisoner. 

[Putting  a  Bracelet  on  her  Arm. 

Imo.  O,  the  gods  ! 

When  shall  we  see  again  ? 

Enter  Ctmbeli^e  and  Lords. 

Post.  Alack,  the  king ! 

Cym.  Thou  basest  thing,  avoid !  hence,  from  my 
sight ! 
If,  after  this  command,  thou  fraught  the  court 
With  thy  unworthiness,  thou  diest :  Away  ! 
Thou  art  poison  to  my  blood. 

Post.  The  gods  protect  you ! 

And  bless  the  good  remainders  of  the  court ! 
I  am  gone.  [Exit. 

Imo.  There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 

More  sharp  than  this  is. 

Cym.  O  disloyal  thiiiLT, 

That  should'st  repair  my  youth  ;  thou  heapest 
A  year's  age  on  me!4 

Imo.  I  beseech  you,  sir. 

Harm  not  yourself  with  your  vexation  ;  I 
Am  s<'ii«'lc-<s  of  your  wrath;  a  touch  more  rare 
Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears. 

Cym.  Past  grace  ?  obedience? 

hut).    Past   hope,  and  in  despair;   that  way,  past 
Lo-ace. 

Cym.  That  might' fit  have  had  the  sole  son  of  my 


queen 


Mil 


I       MHI  I  i 


Tmo,  < >  bles  »M,   that    I    mi^hl    nol  !    I   • 

A  ml   ill. I  i    (nil  I ... 

(  'i/iii      Tin. i|    I  .  .  M  iilllll'  • 

iu\  throne 

A   Mat    for   I'  i    ■  iii'mh. 

I  inn  NO  |     I    ill  ll©r  :nl'l.  .I 

\  In  i  iv  to  it 
'     >i.  < >  i  hou  \  il<"  one  I 

/mo.  Sir, 

1 1  i .  \ .  ..-  '  mil  i  li.ii  I  li.n  e  loi  '•!  Po  it  hum 
\  on  bred  him  as  mj  plaj  ■follow  ;  and  h< 

A    man   worth  :ni\    u   hii.ui  ,    overbuys  iim 

A  I  most  i  he  Bum  he  ps 
(  'i/i/i.  \\        I     art  t hou  mad ' 

Imo.    \  Imost .  lir  i   I  [eai  ei  me  I      V\  ould 

1  were 

A  neat-herd's  daughter!  and  mi   Leonatua 

( > » 1 1 -  neighbour  shepherd's  son  ! 


tier  Qi  i  i  tr. 


(V/m/. 


Thou  fooliflh  thing  ' 


They  were  again  togel  her    3  on  have  done 

/'  ?&  Qxrxiir. 
Not  after  our  command.     Away  with  her, 
Ami  pen  her  up. 

Queen,  'Beseech  your  patience :     Peace, 

Dear  lady  daughter,  peace  j-  -Sweet  sovereign, 
Leave  us  to  ourselves;   and  make  yourself  some 

comfort 
Onl  of  your  best  advice.8 

()/m.  Nay,  lot  her  languish 

A  drop  of  blood  a  day  ;  and,  being  aged, 
Die  of  this  folly!  [J&pfc 

Enter  PiSAJfio. 

Queen.  Fye! — you  must  give  way  : 

Here  is  your  sorvant. — How  now,  sirr  What  news? 

Pis.  My  lord  your  son  drew  on  my  master. 

Queen,  Ha ! 

No  harm,  I  trust,  is  done  ? 

P/.s\  There  might  have  been, 

But  that  my  mast  or  rather  play'd  than  fought, 
And  had  no  help  of  anger:  they  were  parted 
By  gentlemen  at  hand. 

Queen.  I  am  very  glad  on't. 

Imo.  Your  son's  my  father's  friend;    he  takes 
his  part. — 
To  draw  upon  an  exile  ! — O  brave  sir  ! — 
I  would  they  were  in  Africk  both  together ; 
Myself  by  with  a  needle,  that  I  might  prick 
The  goer  back. — Why  came  you  from  your  master  ? 

Pie.  On  his  command :   He  would  not  suffer  me 


I  I  I 
When  i»  j 

1 

I I  • 

1 

/ 

1 1 

I 

OBNB  HI       I 

/         l 

Is//  I  ffc   a 

shirt  ;   the  i iolence  of 
a-  a  sacrifice  i   \V h<  "•  1  ■ 
there  '■  none  abroad   so  wl  . 

vent. 

('In.  If  mv  shirt 

II  1    hurt   him  f 

2nd  Lord.   No,   faith  ;    xi •  >  1 
tien< 

lit   I  Hurt   him  ?    hi- 

i,  if  he  be  n<>t  hurt  1  it  is  a  t 
stool,  if  it  be  not  hurt. 

2nd  Lord.   II  -  rteel  was  in  debt;   it 
backside  the  town.  [A? 

Clo.   The  villain  would  not  stand  mo. 

2nd  Lor>L   Xo  ;   but  ho  A  vard 

\  our  foe  [And* 

lei  Lord.  Stand  you  !   You  have  Ian  jh  of 

your  own:  but  he  added  to  your  hav 
some  ground. 

2nd  Lord.  As  many  inch.'  u  have  oc» 

Puppies !  [A- 

Clo.  I  would,  they  had  not  come  between 

2nd  Lord.  So  would  I,  till  you  had  measured 
how  long  a  fool  you  were  upon  the  ground. 

I  ■ 

Clo.  And  that  she  should  love  this  fellow,  and 
refuse  me ! 

2nd  Lord.  If  it  be  a  sin  to  make  a  true  election, 
she  is  damned.  [Aside. 

1st  Lord.  Sir,  as  I  told  you  always,  her  beauty 
and  her  brain  go  not  together :  She  's  a  good  sign, 
but  I  have  seen  small  reflection  of  her  wit. 

2nd  Lord.  She  shines  not  upon  fools,  lest  the 
reflection  should  hurt  her.  [Aside. 

Clo.  Come,  I  '11  to  my  chamber :  ' ATould  there 
had  been  some  hurt  done ! 
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2nd  Lord.  I  wish  not  so  ;  unless  it  had  born  the 
fall  of  an  ass,  which  is  no  great  hurt.  [Aside. 

Ch.  You  '11  go  with  us  ? 
1st  Lord.   I'll  attend  your  lordship. 
Cio.  Nay,  come,  let  's  go  together. 
"2nd  Lord.  Well,  my  lord.  |  Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— J  room  in  Cymbeline's  Palace. 

Enter  Imogen  and  Pisanio. 

Imo.  1   would  thou  grew'st  unto  the  shores  o' 
the  haven, 
And  question'dst  every  sail:  if  he  should  write, 
And  I  not  have  it,  'twere  a  paper  lost, 
As  offer' d  mercy  is.7     What  was  the  last 
That  he  spake  to  thee  ? 

Pis.  'Twas,  "  his  queen,  Ins  queen!" 

Imo.  Then  wav'd  his  handkerchief? 

Pis.  And  kiss'd  it,  madam. 

Imo.  Senseless  linen !  happier  therein  than  I ! — 
And  that  was  all  ? 

Pis.  No,  madam ;  for  so  long 

As  he  could  make  me  with  this  eye  or  ear 
Distinguish  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  deck,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief, 
Still  waving,  as  the  fits  and  stirs  of  his  mind 
Could  best  express  how  slow  his  soul  sail'd  ou, 
How  swift  his  ship. 

Imo.  Thou  should'st  have  made  him 

As  little  as  a  crow,  or  less,  ere  left 
To  after-eye  him. 

Pis.  Madam,  so  I  did. 

Imo.    I    would    have    broke    mine    eye-strings ; 
crack'd  them,  but 
To  look  upon  him  ;  till  the  diminution 
Of  space  had  pointed  him  sharp  as  my  needle 

follow'd  him,  till  he  had  melted  from 
The  smallness  of  a  gnat  to  air  ;  and  then 
Have  ttun'd  mine  eye,  and  wept. — But,  good  Pi- 

sanio, 
When  shall  we  hear  from  him  ? 

P**«  Be  assur'd,  madam, 

With  his  next    "van!: 

Imo.  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
ftloffl  pretty  things  to  say:  ere  I  could  tell  him, 
How  I  would  think  on  him,  at  certain  hours, 

Jits,  and  such;    or  I   could   make   him 
ear 

ily  should  not  betr 
.Miiir  interest,  and  his  honour;  or  bare  char&'d  him 

\t   the  sixth  hour  of  morn,  at  noon.  ;i!   midnight, 
To  encounter  me  with  then 

I  am  in  heaven  for  him;  or  ere  I  could 
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Give  him  that  parting  kiss,  which  I  had  set 
Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  father 
And,  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  north, 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.  The  queen,  madam. 

Desires  your  highness'  company. 

Imo.  Those  things  I  bid  you  do,  get  them  des- 
patch'd. — 
I  will  attend  the  queen. 

Pis.  Madam,  I  shall.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. — Borne.     An  Apartment  in  Philario's 

House. 

Enter  Philario,  Jachimo,  a  Frenchman,  a 
Dutchman,  and  a  Spaniard. 

lach.  Believe  it,  sir  :  I  have  seen  him  in  Britain  : 
he  was  then  of  a  crescent  note ;  expected  to  prove 
so  worthy,  as  since  he  hath  been  allowed  the  name 
of :  but  I  could  then  have  looked  on  him  without 
the  help  of  admiration  ;  though  the  catalogue  of 
his  endowments  had  been  tabled  by  his  side,  and  I 
to  peruse  him  by  items. 

Phi.  Tou  speak  of  him  when  he  was  less  fur- 
nished, than  now  he  is,  with  that  which  makes  him 
both  without  and  within. 

French.  I  have  seen  him  in  Prance :  we  had 
very  many  there,  could  behold  the  sun  with  as  firm 
eyes  as  he. 

Iach.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  king's  daugh- 
ter, (wherein  he  must  be  weighed  rather  by  her 
value,  than  his  own,)  words  him,  I  doubt  not,  a 
great  deal  from  the  matter.9 

French.  And  then  his  banishment : 

Iach.  Ay,  and  the  approbation  of  those,  that 
weep  this  lamentable  divorce,  under  her  colours, 
are  wonderfully  to  extend  him ;  be  it  but  to  for- 
tify her  judgment,  which  else  an  easy  battery  might 
lay  Hat,  for  taking  a  beggar  without  more  quality. 
But  how  comes  it,  he  is  to  sojourn  with  you  ?  How 
creeps  acquaintance  ? 

Phi.  His  father  and  I  were  soldiers  together ;  to 
whom  I  have  been  often  bound  for  no  less  than  my 
life  : 

Enter  Postiiumus. 

Sere  comes  the  Briton  :  Let  him  be  so  entertained 
amongst  you,  as  suits,  with  gentlemen  of  your 
knowing,  to  a  stranger  of  his  quality. — I  beseech 
you  all,  be  better  known  to  this  gentleman  ;  whom 
I  commend  to  you,  as   a  noble  friend  of  mine  : 


c\  sim  i 


I  I  -      V     Will  I  ll\     111      I     ,     I     U  ill     I 

nil  In  i-  i  li  in    torj  him  in  hi    o  ■  n  h    i 

French    Sir,  wi  0 

/*.  a' hon    I    lut v <    In .  M   1 1.  I»i.  i 

ourt<    i<    .  which  I  will  be  evei  to  | 
pay  ftill 

French,  Sir,  you  r  kindix         I 

r        !  hi  I  did  atone  m)  count  rj  man  and 
h.nl  boon  pity,  )  on  ihuuld  ha\  t  b<  on  put  to 
w  ii  h  ...  nun  t.il  ;i  |)tn'|)«i  .•,  :i  .  ill.  ii  .  ;uli  lii  ii  •  .  upon      un| 


i 

l»ni  i 

/ 

/'  I 

\ 


imp<  o  >li';lii  and  i  n\  ial  n  nal  u  '  he  i 

Pott,   \\\  your  pardon,    Lrt  I   vm  then  ■  youi  plial 

traveller     rather    hunned  to  go  even  with  whal   I 
heard,  than  in  mj   ever)   action  i"   bo  guided   bj 


if,  in  i  he  holdin  r  or  1  ml. 

I  i    ll.il  llli 

withstandin     I 
Pat     l 

with    al]     1 1 1  v     In.  i 

Bignor,  I  thank  him,  d 


others'  oxporienci  i  ."'  but,  upon  mj  mended 

incut ,   (  if    1    (illcinl    UOl     to      a  J     it     Lfl    mended, )    iu\ 

quarrel  was  not  altogether  slight. 

French,  '  Faith,  yea,  to  be  put  i<>  the  arbitrament 
of  iworda ;  and  bj  auch  two,  that  would,  bj  all 
Likelihood,  have  confounded  om  bhcr,  or  have 

fallen  both. 

Tack,  Can  we,  with  manners,  aak  what  wu  the  are  familiar  at  Hi 

difference?  I    h.  With  ti \ « -  times  s<»  mo                            i 

i'lcitch.  Safely,  1  think:  'twas  a  contention  in  ihouldget  ground  <>f  your  fair  mi>tn-s* :  in 

public,  which  may,  without  contradiction,  Buffer  the  ur,)  back,  eren  to  the  yielding;  had  I 

report.     It  was  much  like  an  argument    that   fell  and  opportunity  to  friend. 

out  last  night,  where  each  of  ua  fell  in  praise  of  !       P        N<  .  on. 

our  country  mistreaaes:   Thia  gentleman  at  that  /    ;/.  L  dare,  thei 

timo  vouching,  (and  upon  warrant  of  bloody  affirm-  =  estate  to  your  ring;    which,  in  my  opinion, 

ation,)  hia  to  be  more  fair,  virtuous,  wise,  chaste,  \  values  it  something:   Bui  I  make  my  wager  rat 

constant-qualified,  and  loss  attemptible,  than  any  against  your  confidence,  than  her  reputation : 

the  rarest  of  our  ladies  in  Prance.  to  bar  your  offence  herein  too,  I  durst              t  it 

<■//.  That  lady  is  not  now  Living;  or  this  gen-  against  any  lady  in  the  world. 

tleman's  opinion,  by  this,  worn  out.  '.  You  are  a  great  deal  abused12  in  too  I 

.'.  She  holds  her  virtue  still,  ami  1  my  mind.  :  a  persuasion  ;  and  1  doubt   •                 intain  a 

Tack.  You  must  not  so  tar  prefer  her  'fore  ours  i   you're  worthy  of,  bj  your  attempt. 

of  Italy.  Inch.  What 'a  thai 

Pott.   Being  so  far  provoked  as  I  was  in  France,  \       Post.  A  repulse:  Though  your  attempt,  a->  you 

1  would  abate  her  nothing;  though  I  profess  my-  call  it.  deserve  more  \  a  punishment  too. 

self  her  adorer,  not  her  friend.  Phi.  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this  :  it  came  in 

loch.  As   fair,   ami  as  good,   (a  kind  of  hand-in-  suddenly;   let   it  die  as  it  was  bora,  and,  I  | 

hand  comparison,)    had  been  something   too    fair,  '  you,  be  better  acquainted. 

and  too  good,  for  any  lady  in  Britany.     If  she  went  |       Iach.   'Would  I   had   put   my  estate,  and   niy 

before  others  I  have  seen,  as  that  diamond  of  yours  I  neighbour's,  on  the  approbation  of  what  I   have 

out-lustres  many  1  have  beheld,  I  could  not  but  be-  \   spoke. 

lieve  she  excelled  many :   but  I  have  not  seen  the  \       Post.  "What  lady  would  you  choose  to  assail  r 

most  precious  diamond  that  is,  nor  you  the  lady.  Iach.  Tours;    whom    in   cons               you   think, 

Post.  I  praised  her  as  I  rated  her:   so  do  I  my  \   stands  so  safe.     I  will  lay  you  ten  thousand  du 

stone.  \  to  vour  rimr,  that,  commend  me  to  the  court  where 

Iach.  What  do  yojl  esteem  it  at  ?  \  your  lady  is.  with  no  more  advantage  than  the  op- 

Post.  More  than  the  world  enjoys.  j   port  unity  of  a  second  conference,  and  I  will  b: 

Iach.  Either  your  unparagoned  mistress  is  dead,  j  from  thence  that  honour  oi'  hers,  which  you  ima 

or  she's  ouipriz'd  by  a  trifle.  \  gine  so  reserved. 
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Post.  I  will  wage  against  your  gold,  gold  to  it: 

my  ring  1  hold  dear  M  my  finger;   'tis  part  of  it. 

/  ".  You  are  ■  tViiMnl.  and  therein  the-  wiser.M 
[f  you  buy  Ladies1  floss  at  a  million  a  dram,  you 
cannot  preserve  it  from  tainting :  But,  I  see,  you 
have  some  religion  in  you,  that  you  fear. 

Post.  This  is  but  a  custom  in  your  tongue  ;  you 
hear  a  grSTBT  purpose,  1  hope. 

Inch.  *L  am  the  master  of  my  speeches  ;  and 
would  undergo  what 's  spoken,  I  swear. 

Post.  AY  ill  you  r — I  shall  but  lend  my  diamond 
till  your  return  : — Let  there  be  covenants  drawn 
between  us :  My  mistress  exceeds  in  goodness  the 
hugeness  of  your  unworthy  thinking :  I  dare  you 
to  this  match  :  here  's  my  ring. 

Phi.  I  will  have  it  no  lay. 

Iach.  By  the  gods  it  is  one : — If  I  bring  you  no 
sufficient  testimony  that  I  have  enjoyed  the  dearest 
bodily  part  of  your  mistress,  my  ten  thousand 
ducats  are  yours  ;  so  is  your  diamond  too.  If  I 
come  off,  and  leave  her  in  such  honour  as  you  have 
trust  in,  she  your  jewel,  this  your  jewel,  and  my 
gold  are  yours: — provided,  I  have  your  commen- 
dation, for  my  more  free  entertainment. 

Post.  I  embrace  these  conditions ;  let  us  have 
articles  betwixt  us : — only,  thus  far  you  shall  an- 
swer. If  you  make  your  voyage  upon  her,  and 
give  me  directly  to  understand  you  have  prevailed, 
I  am  no  further  your  enemy,  she  is  not  worth  our 
debate  :  if  she  remain  unseduced,  (you  not  making 
it  appear  otherwise,)  for  your  ill  opinion,  and  the 
assault  you  have  made  to  her  chastity,  you  shall 
answer  me  with  your  sword. 

lack.  Your  hand  ;  a  covenant :  We  will  have 
these  things  set  down  by  lawful  counsel,  and 
straight  away  for  Britain ;  lest  the  bargain  should 
catch  cold,  and  starve :  I  will  fetch  my  gold,  and 
have  our  two  wagers  recorded. 

Post.  Agreed.  [Exeunt  Post,  and  Iach. 

French.  Will  this  hold,  think  you  ? 

Phi.  Signior  Iachimo  will  not  from  it.    Pray,  let 
; low 'in.  [Exeunt. 

><   i:\E  VI.— Britain.     A  Boom  M  Cymbeline's 

/''/lace. 

Enter  Queen,  Ladies,  and  Cornelius. 

Quot  ,i.    Whiles  yet  the  dew's  oa  ground,  gather 
those  flowers  ; 

:  who  has  the  note  of  them  ? 
1st  Ln<1)j.  I,  madam. 

Quooh,   Despatch. [Exeunt  Ladies. 

a,  master  doctor;  have  you  brought  tin.  M  drugs? 
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Cor.  Pleaseth  your  highness,  ay  :  here  they  are, 
madam  ;  [Presenting  a  small  Box. 

But  I  beseech  your  grace,  (without  offence  ; 
My  conscience  bids  me  ask ;)  wherefore  you  have 
Commanded    of  me    these    most   poisonous    com- 
pounds, 
Which  are  the  movers  of  a  languishing  death ; 
But,  though  slow,  deadly  ? 

Queen.  I  do  wonder,  doctor, 

Thou  ask'st  me  such  a  question  :  Have  I  not  been 
Thy  pupil  long  ?  Hast  thou  not  learn' d  me  how 
To  make  perfumes  ?  distil  ?  preserve  ?  yea,  so, 
That  our  great  king  himself  doth  woo  me  oft 
For  my  confections  ?  Having  thus  far  proceeded, 
(Unless  thou  think'st  me  devilish,)  is  't  not  meet 
That  I  did  amplify  my  judgment  in 
Other  conclusions  ?  I  will  try  the  forces 
Of  these  thy  compounds  on  such  creatures  as 
We  count  not  worth  the  hanging,  (but  none  hu- 
man,) 
To  try  the  vigour  of  them,  and  apply 
Allayments  to  their  act ;  and  by  them  gather 
Their  several  virtues,  and  effects. 

Cor.  Your  highness 

Shall  from  this  practice  but  make  hard  your  heart  : 
Besides,  the  seeing  these  effects  will  be 
Both  noisome  and  infectious. 

Queen.  O,  content  thee. — 

Enter  Pisanio. 

Here  comes  a  flattering  rascal ;  upon  him     [Aside 
Will  I  first  work :  he  's  for  his  master, 
And  enemy  to  my  son. — How  now,  Pisanio  ? — 
Doctor,  your  service  for  this  time  is  ended; 
Take  your  own  way. 

Cor.  I  do  suspect  you  madam  ; 

But  you  shall  do  no  harm.  [Aside. 

Queen.  Hark  thee,  a  word. — 

[To  Pis. 

Cor.  [Aside. .]  I  do  not  like  her.    She  doth  think, 
she  has 
Strange  lingering  poisons  :  I  do  know  her  spirit, 
And  will  not  trust  one  of  her  malice  with 
A  drug  of  such  damu'd  nature  :  Those  she  has, 
Will  stupify  and  dull  the  sense  awhile  : 
AVhich  first,  perchance,  she  '11  prove  on  cats,  and 

dogs; 
Then  afterward  up  higher;  but  there  is 
No  danger  in  what  show  of  death  it  makes, 
More  than  the  locking  up  the  spirits  a  time, 
To  be  more  fresh,  reviving.     She  is  fool'd 
With  a  most  false  effect ;  and  I  the  truer, 
So  to  be  false  with  her. 
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I    luinbly  I 

/ 
v, 

I  In  nit ,  in  1 1  n  if 
a  ill  not  quench  .  and  lol  ii 
\\  li.ii-  folh  now  poHm  I  >a  i  linn  iroi 

\\  In  ii  1 1 1. "i  shall  b  •  word,  she  loi  in, 

I'll  till  i  lir.-.  on  t  In-  instant ,  t  liou  &ii  i  boo 
\ 
1 1 1    fori  inn  !  all  hi-  '■;><.  .Mi    i,  and  hi 

Iv'i  i  hi  ii  In-  « .iiiin'1 ,  nor 
( 'mil  iiiur  w  lirii    he  i  •     I"  shift  In  I  I"   I,,1  k 
[■to  exchange  om   mi  < t\  w it h  anot !  • 
Ami  r\cn  ila\ ,  t  hat  com*  •.  com< 
A  day's  work  in  him  :   What  shall  thou  i 
To  I"'  depender  on  b  t  hing  t  hal  leans  \ 

Who  cannot   It  new   built  ;    nor  has  no  frit-mis, 

[77/*  ivh  i  i  n  drops  a  />'<>. r:   Pisa,  take*  it  up. 
Bo  mnofa  as  bul  to  prop  him?    Thou  tak'sl  up 
Thou  know'tl  not  what;  bul  take  it  for  thy  Labour: 
It  is  a  thing  1  made,  which  hath  the  king 
Five  times  redeemed  from  death:   I  do  qoI  know 
What  is  more  cordial:     Nay,  1  pr'ythee,  take  it  \ 
It  is  mi  earnest  of  a  further  good 
That  1  mean  to  thee.     Tel)  tbj  mistress  how 
The  case  stands  with  her;  do'tL  as  from  thyself. 
Think  what  a  chance  thou  changes!  on  ;  but  think 
Thou  hast  thy  mistress  still ;  to  boot,  my  son, 
Who  shall  take  notice  of  thee:  I  '11  move  the  king 
To  any  Bhape  of  thy  preferment,  such 
A>  thou'lt  desire;  ami  then  myself,  1  chiefly, 

That  sot  thro  on  to  this  desert,  am  hound 
To  Load  thy  merit  richly.     Call  my  women  : 
Think  on  my  words.   [Exit  Pisa.]— A  sly  and  cou- 
nt knave ; 
Not  to  be  shak'd  :  the  agenl  i'ov  his  master; 
And  the  remembrancer  o\^  her,  to  hold 
The  hand  fast  to  her  lord. — 1  have  given  him  that, 
Which,  if  he  take,  shall  quite  unpeople  her 
Of  Liegers  for  her  sweet  ;  and  which  she,  after, 
Except  she  bend  her  humour,  shall  be  assur'd 

Re-enter  Pisa>~io,  and  Ladies. 

To  taste  of  too. — So,  so  ;— well  done,  well  done: 
The  violets,  cowslips,  and  the  primroses. 
Rear  to  my  closet  : — Fare  thee  well,  Pisauio  ; 
Think  ou  my  words.     [Exeunt  Queen  and  Ladies. 

P/>.  And  shall  do  : 

But  when  to  my  good  lord  I  prove  untrue, 
I  'U  choke  myself:   there  's  all  I  11  do  for  yon. 

lE.vit. 
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The  worth}   I . 

Ami  !•  hi^hn  Ty. 

/ 

/ 
vi      i  are  kindly  welcODQ 

/   ch.    All  of  her,  that 

I  f  she  h  ■  fnrniah'd  with  ■  mil 

,s  alone  the   \        in  bird  . 
Have  Lost  the  wager.      W 
Arm  me,  audacity,  from  head  I 
Or,  like  the  Parthian,  1  shall  i!  ._'ht; 

Bather,  directly  fly. 

/  MOf  th«*  noblwt  ■  whose 

■dndneaBd  I  BSD  nosl  infinite!]  upon  him  accord- 

ingly. M  you  valiu-  JQUM  tn. 

I. 

So  far  I  read  aloud  : 

But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  le 

La  wsrm'd  by  the  rest,  and  takes  it  thankful 

You  are  as  welcome,  worthy  sir.  as  I 

Have  words  to  bid  you  ;  and  shall  find  it 

In  all  that  I  can  do. 

Iach.  Thanks,  fairest  lady. — 

What !  are  men  ma  I  \    II  ith  nature  given  them  I 
To  see  this  vaulted  arch.,  and  the  rich  crop 
Of  sea  and  land,  which  can  distinguish  'twixt 
The  fiery  orbs  above,  and  the  twinn'd  stones 
Upon  the  number' d  beach  ?w  and  can  we  n 
Partition  make  with  spectacles  so  precious 
Twixt  fair  and  foul  ? 

Imo.  What  makes  your  admiration  ? 

Iach.  It  cannot  be  \  the  eye  ;  for  apes  and  mon- 
key 
'Twixt  two  such  shes,  would  chatter  tliLS  way.  snH 
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I     ntemn  with  mows  the  other:   Nor  L'tke  judg- 
ment ; 
For  idiots,  in  this  case  of  favour,  would 
Be  wiselj  definite:  Nor  i' the  appetite ; 
Sluttery,  to  sium  neal  excellence  oppos'd 
Should  make  desire  vomit  emptiness, 
Nol  bo  allur'd  to  feed. 

Imo.  What  is  the  matter,  trow  ? 

Iach.  The  cloyed  will, 

(Thar  satiate  yet  unsatisfied  desire, 
That  tub  both  fill'd  and  running,)  ravening  first 
The  lamb,  longs  after  for  the  garbage. 

Imo.  What,  dear  sir, 

Thus  raps  you  ?  Are  you  well  ? 

Iach.  Thanks,  madam;  well: — 'Beseecb,  you,  sir, 
desire  [To  Pis. 

My  man's  abode  where  I  did  leave  him  :  be 
Is  strange  and  peevish.18 

Pis  I  was  going,  sir, 

To  give  him  welcome.  [Exit  Pis. 

Imo.  Continues  well   my  lord  ?  His  health,  'be- 
seecb you  ? 

Iach.  "Well,  madam. 

Imo.  Is  he  dispos'd  to  mirth  ?  I  hope,  be  is. 

Iach.  Exceeding  pleasant ;  none  a  stranger  there 
So  merry  and  so  gamesome :  he  is  call'd 
The  Briton  reveller. 

Imo.  When  he  was  here, 

He  did  incline  to  sadness  ;  and  oft-times 
Not  knowing  why. 

Iach.  I  never  sawr  him  sad. 

There  is  a  Frenchman  his  companion,  one 
An  eminent  monsieur,  that,  it  seems,  mucb  loves 
A  Gallian  girl  at  home :  he  furnaces 

The  thick  sighs  from  him  ;  whiles  the  jolly  Briton       With  labour ;)  then  lie  peeping  in  an  eye, 
ur  lord,  I   mean,)    laughs   from 's  free  lungs,  \  Base  and  unlustrous  as  the  smoky  light 

cries,  "  O  !  \  That's  fed  with  stinking  tallow  ;  it  were  fit, 

I      i  my  sides  hold,  to  think,  that  man, — who  knows      That  all  the  plagues  of  hell  should  at  one  time 
By  history,  report,  or  his  own  proof,  Encounter  such  revolt. 


In  you, — which  I  count  his,  beyoud  all  talents, — 
Whilst  I.  am  bound  to  wonder,  I  am  bound 
To  pity  too. 

Imo.  What  do  you  pity,  sir  ? 

Iach.  Two  creatures,  heartily. 

Imo.  Am  I  one,  sir  ? 

You  look  on  me  ;  What  wreck  discern  you  in  me, 
Deserves  your  pity  ? 

Iach.  Lamentable  !  What ! 

To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  sun,  and  solace 
I'  the  dungeon  by  a  snuif  ? 

Imo.  I  pray  you,  sir, 

Deliver  with  more  openness  your  answers 
To  my  demands.     Why  do  you  pity  me  ? 

Iach.  That  others  do, 

I  was  about  to  say,  enjoy  your But 

It  is  an  office  of  the  gods  to  venge  it, 
Not  mine  to  speak  on  't. 

Imo.  You  do  seem  to  know 

Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me ;  'Pray  you, 
(Since  doubting  things  go  ill,  often  hurts  more 
Than  to  be  sure  they  do  :  Eor  certainties 
Either  are  past  remedies  ;  or,  timely  knowing, 
The  remedy  then  born,)  discover  to  me 
What  both  you  spur  and  stop.17 

Iach.  Had  I  this  cheek 

To  bathe  my  lips  upon ;  this  hand,  whose  touch, 
Whose  every  touch,  would  force  the  feeler's  soul 
To  the  oath  of  loyalty ;  this  object,  which 
Takes  prisoner  the  wild  motion  of  mine  eye, 
Fixing  it  only  here  :  should  I  (damn'd  then,) 
Slaver  with  lips  as  common  as  the  stairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol ;  join  gripes  with  hands 
Made  hard  with  hourly  falsehood  (falsehood,  as 


What  woman  is,  yea,  whal  she  cannot  choose 
musl  be, — will  his  free  hours  languish  for 
\       vet]  bondage  r" 
Tmo,  Wi  I  my  lord  say  so  ? 


Imo.  My  lord,  I  fear, 

Has  forgot  Britain. 

Iach.  And  himself.     Not  I, 

Inclin'd  to  this  intelligence,  pronounce 


Iach.  Ay,  madam;  with   his  eyes  in  flood  with      The  beggary  of  his  change ;  but 'tis  your  graces 


laughter. 
i  ,i>  ion  to  1"-  1>\ . 

i  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman:  But,  heavens 
know, 
Borne  men  are  much  to  blame. 

Not  he,  I  hope. 
/  eh.  Not  he:   Bui  yd  heaven's  bounty  towards 
him  might 
B  •  ui  d  more  thankfully.     Jn  himself,  'tis  much 


That,  from  my  mutest  conscience,  to  my  tongue, 
Charms  this  report  out. 

Tmo.  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

'/.   ( )  dearest  soul !  your  cause  doth  strike  my 
heart 
With  pity,  that  doth  make  me  sick.     A  lady 
So  lair,  and  fasten'd  to  an  empery,18 
Would  make  the  great'st  king  double!   to  be  part- 
cer'd 
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\\  M  |,  torn  bo  j   .  hii  'd  *  ith  tli  \\ 

\V lin  h  j •  on n  ooffi  m  jrii  Id  I  n itli  di 

i  i.i 

|.|.i\    w  it  li  nil   iiilirnui 
\\  !  LI  •■mi.  .    in     I. mi 

hi  Mil', 

\        w  r\\    in  I  "III     (' i    |  11 

Or  she,  thill  boro  you,  was  no  queen,  and  \  -"i 
•  il  fn mi  your  i*tvix\ 

III:  I.'  d   ' 

I  Inn    ihoilld    I    DC  n  \.  n  I 

i  \     I  i  iv ,     mil  .1  l>.  ni ,  i  li.ii  bol  li  mil 
Mui  not  in  haste  abu  -  .  i  if  il  I ■• 
1 1..<\  should  I  bo  i 

/././/.  should  he  1 1 1 .iK < •  me 

Live  like  I  liana's  prie  i\ .  bol  w  i\i  cold 
Whiles  he  is  rault  ing  variable  ramps, 
[n  tout  il«  spite,  upon  \  our  pur  le  i     R  il . 

1  dedicate  mj  self  i"  3  our  swe<  1  pli 
More  noble  than  thai  runagate  to  your  bed  . 
And  will  continue  fast  to  your  affection, 
Still  close,  as  sure. 

Imo.  What  ho,  Pisanio  ! 

Tack.  Lei  me  my  service  tender  on  your  lips. 

Tmo.   \\\a\  !     1    do   condemn   mine   ears,   thai 
hare 
So  long  attended  thee,     It' thou  werl  honourable, 
Thou  would'st  have  told  this  tale  for  virtue,  not 
Por  Buch  an  end  thou  seek'sl  ;  as  base,  as  Btran 
Thou  wrong'al  a  gentleman,  who  is  as  far 
From  thy  report,  as  thou  from  honour;  and 
Solicit'st  here  s  lady,  thai  disdains 
Thee  and  the  devil  alike. — What  ho,  Pisanio!  — 
The  king  my  father  shall  be  made  acquainted 

Of  thy  assault  :    it*  ho  shall  think  it  tit, 

A  Baucy  stranger,  in  his  court,  to  mart 
As  in  a  Romish  stow,  and  to  expound 
His  beastly  mind  to  us;  he  hath  a  court 
He  little  cares  for,  and  a  daughter  whom 
He  not  respects  at  all. — What  ho,  Pisanio! 

lack.  O  happy  Leonatus  !  I  may  say  ; 
The  credit,  that  thy  lady  hath  of  thee, 
Deserves  thy  trust ;  and  thy  most  perfect  goodnt  98 
Her  assur'd  credit ! — Blessed  live  you  long  ! 
A  lady  to  the  worthiest  sir,  that  ever 
Country  calTd  his !  and  yon  his  mistress,  only 
For  the  most  worthiest  tit!   Give  me  your  pardon. 
I  have  spoke  this,  to  know  if  your  affiance 
Were  deeply  rooted  ;  and  shall  make  your  lord, 
That  which  he  is,  new  o'er  :  And  he  is  one 
The  truest  manner1  d ;  such  a  holy  witch, 
That  he  enchants  societies  unto  him: 
Half  all  men's  hearts  are  his. 
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/  M     humble  t  hanks.     I 

1       ntreal  3  our  grace  I 
I    i  \  <t  of  moment  t< 
5      ir  lord  ;   m\  self,  and  oi 
pari  in?™  in  the  hii 

/ 

/    ;/.  Some  dozen  Roman 
( The  besl  feather  of  <»ur  w  ing)  1 
I  1  I » 1 1  \  a  present  I  r ; 

Which  I,  the  factor  for  the  n 
In  Prance :  'Tis  plate, 

(  \i  rich  and  exquisite  form  :   their  val 
And  I  am  something  our1 
1      have  them  in  - 

To  take  them  in  protectio 

Imo.  \\   Uingry  ; 

And  pawn  mine  honour  for  their 

.My  lord  hath  interest  in  ih<    ..  I   a  ill  keep  them 
In  my  bed-chamber. 

Inch.  Th(  trunk, 

Attended  by  my  men:    I  will  make  bold 

nd  them  to  \  on.  only  for  this 
I  must  aboard  to-morrow. 

Imo.  no,  no. 

Iach.  Yes,  I  beseech  ;  or  I  shall  short  mv  word, 
Bv  length'ning  my  return.     From  Gallia 
I  cross'd  ti      -    .  -  on  purpose,  and  on  promi- 
To  see  your  grace. 

Imo.  I  thank  you  for  your  pai 

But  not  away  to-morrow  ? 

Inch.  O,  I  must,  madam  : 

Therefore,  I  shall  beseech  you.  if  you  pit 
To  greet  your  lord  with  writing,  do  't  to-night : 
I  have  outstood  my  time  :  which  is  material 
To  the  tender  of  our  present. 

Imo.  I  will  write. 

Send  your  trunk  to  me  ;  it  shall  safe  be  kept 
Aud  truly  yielded  you  :   You  are  very  welcome. 

\_Ex> 
243  ~ 


ACT  TI. 


CTMBELINE. 


SCEXE  T. li. 


ACT    II. 


SCENE  I. — Court  "before  Cymbeline's  Palace. 

Enter  Clote>~,  and  Two  Lords. 

Clo.  Was  there  ever  man  hud  such  luck!  when 
1  kissed  the  jack  upon  an  up-cast,  to  be  hit  away!21 
1  had  a  hundred  pound  on 't:  And  then  a  whoreson 
jackanapes  must  take  me  up  for  swearing  ;  as  if  I 
borrowed  mine  oaths  of  him,  and  might  not  spend 
them  at  my  pleasure. 

1st  Lord.  What  got  he  by  that  ?  Tou  have  broke 
his  pate  with  your  bowl. 

2nd  Lord.  If  his  wit  had  been  like  him  that  broke 
it,  it  would  have  ran  all  out.  {Aside. 

Clo.  When  a  gentleman  is  disposed  to  swear,  it 
is  not  for  any  standers-by  to  curtail  his  oaths:  Ha? 

2nd  Lord.  No,  my  lord ;  nor  {Aside.']  crop  the 
ears  of  them. 

Clo.  Whoreson  dog! — I  give  him  satisfaction?  j 
'Would,  he  had  been  one  of  my  rank ! 

2nd  Lord.  To  have  smelt  like  a  fool.22       {Aside. 

Clo.  I  am  not  more  vexed  at  anything  in  the 
earth, — A  pox  on't!  I  had  rather  not  be  so  noble 
as  I  am  ;  they  dare  not  fight  with  me,  because  of 
the  queen  my  mother  :  every  jack-slave  hath  his 
belly  full  of  fighting,  and  I  must  go  up  and  down 
like  a  cock  that  nobody  can  match. 

2nd  Lord.  Tou  are  a  cock  and  capon  too ;  and 
you  crow,  cock,  with  your  comb  on.~3  {Aside. 

Clo.  Sayest  thou  ? 

1st  Lord.  It  is  not  fit,  your  lordship  should  un- 
dertake every  companion  that  you  give  offence  to. 

Clo.  No,  1  know  that :  but  it  is  fit,  I  should 
commit  offence  to  my  inferiors. 

2nd  Lord.  Ay,  it  is  fit  for  your  lordship  only. 

Clo.  Why,  so  I  say. 

1st  Lord.  Did  you  hear  of  a  stranger,  that's 
come  to  court  to-night  ? 

Clo.  A  stranger!  and  I  not  know  on  't! 

2nd  Lord.  He's  a  strange  fellow  himself,  and 
knows  it  not.  {Aside. 

1st  Lord.  Tin-re's  an  Italian  come;  and,  'tis 
thought,  one  of  Leonatus'  friends. 

Clo.  Leonatus!  a  banished  rascal;  and  he 'a  ano- 
ther, whatsoever  lie  be.  Who  told  you  of  this 
stranger  ? 

1st  Lord.  One  of  your  Lordship's  pages. 

Clo.  Is  it  fit,  I  went  to  look  upon  him  ?  Is  there 
no  derogai  ion  in  't  ? 

1  .sV  Lord.   Eon  cannol  derogate,  my  lord. 
24  ! 


Clo.  Not  easily,  I  thiuk. 

2nd  Lord.  Tou  are  a  fool  granted ;  therefore 
your  issues  being  foolish,  do  not  derogate.    {Aside. 

Clo.  Come,  I  Tl  go  see  this  Italian :  What  I 
have  lost  to-day  at  bowls,  I  '11  win  to-night  of  him. 
Come,  go. 

2nd  Lord.  I  Tl  attend  your  lordship. 

{Exeunt  Clo.  and  first  Lord. 
That  such  a  crafty  devil  as  is  his  mother 
Should  yield  the  world  this  ass  !  a  woman,  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain  ;  and  this  her  son 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart, 
And  leave  eighteen.     Alas,  poor  princess, 
Thou  divine  Imogen,  what  thou  eudur'st ! 
Betwixt  a  father  by  thy  step-dame  govern' d  ; 
A  mother  hourly  coining  plots  ;  a  wooer, 
More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulsion  is 
Of  thy  dear  husband,  than  that  horrid  act 
Of  the  divorce  he'd  make  !  The  heavens  hold  firm 
The  walls  of  thy  dear  honour;  keep  unshak'd 
That  temple,  thy  fair  mind  ;  that  thou  may'st  stand, 
To  enjoy  thy  banish' d  lord,  and  this  great  land  ! 

{Exit. 

SCENE  II. — A  Bed-chamber;  in  one  Part  of  it 
a  Trunk. 

Imogen  reading  in  her  Bed;  a  Lady  attending. 

Lmo.  Who  's  there  ?  my  woman  Helen  ? 
Lady.  Please  you,  madam. 

Imo.  What  hour  is  it  ? 

Lady.  Almost  midnight,  madam. 

Imo.  I  have  read  three  hours  then  :  mine  eyes 
are  weak  : — 
Fold  down  the  leaf  where  I  have  left :"  To  bed  : 
Take  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  burning ; 
And  if  thou  canst  awake  by  four  o'  the  clock, 
I  pr'ythee,  call  me.     Sleep  hath  seiz'd  me  wholly. 

{Exit  Lady. 
To  your  protection  I  commend  me,  gods  ! 
From  fairies,  and  the  tempters  of  the  night, 
Guard  me,  beseech  ye! 

{Sleeps.     I sVCii.,  from  (lie  Trunk, 
lack.  The  crickets  sing,  and  man's  o'er-labour'd 
sense 
Repairs  itself  by  rest :  Our  Tarquin  thus 
Did  softly  press  the  rushes,  ere  he  waken'd 
\  The  chastity  he  wounded. — Cytherea, 

How  bravely  thou  becom'st  thy  bed  !  fresh  lily  ! 
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The  adornment  of  her  bed  ;     The  an 
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story,— 
\  li.  I»iii  tome  nil  oral  nol  i  i  aboui  her  bodi , 
\ lu.\ e  inn  i housand  meaner  mo> oabli 
Would  tcsl  tfy,  to  onrich  mine  inventory  i 
()  sleep,  thou  ape  of  death,  Lie  dull  upon  her! 
A  ml  In-  her  sense  bul  as  s  monument , 
Tims  in  a  chapel  lying!— Come  off,  come  oil". 

Taking  <;//'/"  r  1 9   ■  ■!■■(. 
\    slippery,  a-^  the  Gordian  knot  was  hard  ! — 
'Tismine;  and  this  will  witness  outwardly, 
\    strongly  as  the  conscience  does  within, 
To  the  madding  of  her  lord.     On  her  lefl  breast 
A  mole  cinque-Bpott<  d,  like  tin'  crimson  drops 
['the  bottom  of  a  cowslip:   Sere's  a  voucher, 
Stronger  than  ever  law  could  make:  this  Becret 
Will    force    him   think  1  haw  pick'd  the   lock,  ami 

ta'en 

The  treasure  of  her  honour.     No  more.   -To  what 
end  ? 

Why  should  1  write  this  down,  that  's  rivetted, 
Screw'd  to  my  memory  ?    She  hath  boon  reading 

late 
The  tale  oi'  Tereus  ;-"'  here  the  leafs  turn'd  down, 
Where  Philomel  gave  up; — I  have  enough: 
To  the  trunk  again,  and  shut  the  Bpring  of  it. 
Swift,    swift,   you   dragons   of    the    night  ! — that 

dawning 
May  bare  the  raven's  eye:   I  lodge  in  tear; 
Though  this  a  heavenly  angel,  hell  is  here. 

[Clock  strikes. 
One,  two,  three, — Time,  time  !':G 

lOot's  into  the  Trunk       The  Scene  closes. 

SCEXE  III. —  An  Antt-Chamber  adjoining 
Imogen's  Apartment, 

Enter  Clotex  and  Lords. 

1st  Lord.  Your  lordship  is  the  most  patient  man 

in  loss,  the  most  coldest  that  ever  turned  up  a 

Clo.  It  would  make  any  man  cold  to  lose. 
t  2 12 
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KBJELEETI  and  <  J I  U 

2nd  Lord,    [\vi\-  cumes  tlie  k 

Clo.  I  am  glad,  I  was  up  so  late  ;  for  that  's  the 
reason  I  was  up  so  early  :  He  cannot  choose  but 
take  this  service  I  have  done,  fatherly. —  Good  mor- 
row to  your  majesty,  and  to  my  gracious  mother. 

Cy/n.    Attend  you    here    the   door   of  our   stern 
daughi 
\Vill  she  not  forth  ? 

Clo.  I  have  assailed  her  with  music,  but  she 
vouchsafes  no  notice. 

Ci/m.  The  exile  of  her  minion  is  too  iic 
She  hath  not  yet  forgot  him :  some  more  time 
Must  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  out, 
And  then  she  'a  yours. 

Queen.  You  are  most  bound  to  the  king; 

Who  lets  s;o  bv  no  vantages,  that  mav 
Prefer  you  to  his  daughter  :  Frame  yourself 
To  orderly  solicits  ;  and  be  friended 
AVith  aptness  of  the  season  :  make  denials 
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Increase  your  services  :  so  seem,  as  if 
Yuu  were  inspir'd  fco  do  those  duties  which 
You  tender  to  her;  that  you  iu  all  obey  her, 
Save  when  command  to  your  dismission  tends. 
And  therein  you  art*  sense] 

clo.  Senseless  ?  not  so. 

Enter  aenger. 

M''ss.  So  like  you.  sir,  ambassadors  from  Rome  ; 
The  one  is  Caius  Lucius. 

Cym.  A  worthy  fellow, 

Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpose  now; 
But  that 's  no  fault  of  his :  We  must  receive  him 

ording  to  the  honour  of  his  sender ; 
And  towards  himself  his  goodness  forespent  on  U3 
We  must  extend  our  notice. — Our  dear  son, 
When   you    have    given    good    morning    to   your 

mistress, 
Attend  the  queen,  and  us;  we  shall  have  need 
To  employ  you  towards  this  Roman. — Come,  our 

queen. 

[Exeunt  Cym.,  Queen",  Lords,  and  Mess. 
Clo.  If  she  be  up,  I  '11  speak  with  her  ;  if  not, 
Let  her  lie  still,  and  dream. — Byr  your  leave  ho ! — 

[Knocks, 
I  know  her  women  are  about  her ;  What 
If  I  do  line  one  of  their  hands  ?  'Tis  gold 
Which    buys    admittance ;    oft  it   doth ;   yea,   and 

makes 
Diana's  rangers  fake  themselves,  yield  up 
Their  deer  to  the  stand  of  the  stealer ;  and  'tis 

gold 
Which  makes  the  true  man  kill'd,  and  saves  the 

thief; 
Nay,  sometime,  hangs  both  thief  and  true  man: 

What 
Can  it  not  do,  and  undo  ?  I  will  make 
One  of  her  women  lawyer  to  me  ;  for 
I  yet  not  understand  the  case  myself. 
By  your  leave.  [Knoc/cs. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.    Who  's  there,  that  knocks  ? 

A  gentleman. 

JSro  more  ? 


do. 


i .  ■■///. 

Clo.    Y<  .-,  and  a  gentlewoman's  son. 
Lady.  That's  more 

Thin  some,  whose  tailors  arc  as  dear  as  yours, 
Can  justly  boast  of:   What 's  your  Lordship's   plea- 
sure ? 

ladj  'a  person  :  Is  she  n  sdy  ? 
£  ,J.'/-  \y, 

ber  chamber* 
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Clo.  There's  gold  for  you;  sell  me  your  gooa 

report. 
Lady.    How!    my  good   name?    or   to   report  of 

you 

What  I  shall  think  is  good? — The  princess 

Enter  Imogen. 

Clo.  Good-morrow,   fairest   sister :   Your  sweet 
hand. 

Two.  Good-morrow,  sir:  You  lay  out  too  much 
pains 
;  For  purchasing  but  trouble :  the  thanks  I  give, 
Is  telling  you  that  I  am  poor  of  thanks, 
And  scarce  can  spare  them. 

Clo.  Still,  I  swear,  I  love  you. 

Imo.  If  you  but  said  so,  'twere  as  deep  with  me : 
If  you  swear  still,  your  recompense  is  still 
That  I  regard  it  not. 

Clo.  This  is  no  answrer. 

Lao.  But  that  you  shall  not  say  I  yield,  being 
silent, 
I  would  not  speak.    I  pray  you,  spare  me  :  1'  faith, 
I  shall  unfold  equal  discourtesy 
To  your  best  kindness  ;  one  of  your  great  knowing 
Should  learn,  being  taught,  forbearance. 

Clo.  To  leave  you  in  your  madness,  'twrere  my 
sin : 
I  will  not. 

Imo.  Fools  are  not  mad  folks. 

Clo.  Do  you  call  me  fool  ? 

Imo.  As  I  am  mad,  I  do : 
If  you  '11  be  patient,  I  '11  no  more  be  mad ; 
That  cures  us  both.     I  am  much  sorry,  sir, 
You  put  me  to  forget  a  lady's  manners, 
By  being  so  verbal :  and  learn  now,  for  all, 
That  I,  which  know  my  heart,  do  here  pronounce, 
By  the  very  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for  you  ; 
And  am  so  near  the  lack  of  charity, 
(To   accuse   myself)    I    hate   you:    which   I   had 

rather 
You  felt,  than  make  't  my  boast. 

Clo.  You  sin  against 

Obedience,  which  you  owe  your  father.     For 
The  contract  you  pretend  with  that  base  wretch, 
(One,  bred  of  alms,  and  foster'd  with  cold  dishes, 
With  scraps  o'  the  court,)  it  is  no  contract,  none  : 
And  though  it  be  allow'd  in  meaner  parties, 
(Yet  who,  than  he,   more  mean  ?)   to   knit    their 

souls 
(On  whom  there  is  no  more  dependency 
But  brats  and  beggary)  in  sell-ligur'd  knot  J 
Yet  you  are  curb'd  from  that  enlargement  by 
The  consequence  o'  the  crown  ;  and  must  not  soil 
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Enter  Pisaxio. 

(  7.».     Mi-       ii-iii'-nl  ;        \n\\  .   t  lie  dr\  il — 

/    o,  To  Dorothy,  m j  woman,  hie  thee  presently 
I     '.    Ilia  garment  r 

10,  I  am  Bprightcd  w  il  n  a  fo  I 

Flighted,  and  anger'd  worse  i     <i*»,  bid  mv  woman 
Search  for  a  jewel,  that  boo  casually 
Elatk  left  mine  arm ;  it  wasthj  master's:  'shrew  me, 
ll'  I  would  lose  it  for  b  revenue 

Of  an_\  king's  in  Europe,     1  do  think, 
1  >aw  't  this  morning:  oonfidenl  1  am, 

Last   night  'twas  on  mine  arm;    I   kiss'd  it  : 

1  hope,  it  be  not  gone,  to  tell  my  lord 
That  i  kiss  aught  but  he. 

Pfr.  'Twill  not  be  1 

lmo.  1  hope  so:  go,  and  search.  Exit.  Pis. 

( 7o.  You  have  abus'd  me:  — 

His  meanest  garment  ? 

Tmo.  A\  ;  1  said  so,  sir. 

[fyou  will  make'i  an  action,  call  witness  to 't. 

(7o.  I  will  inform  your  father. 

Ii  Your  mother  too  ■ 

She's  my  good  lady;  and  will  ooneeive,  I  hope, 
But  she  worst  of  me.     So  1  leave  you,  sir, 
To  the  worst  of  discontent.  [Exit. 

Clo.  I  '11  be  reveng'd  : — 

His  meanest  garment '  ?— "Well.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IX.— Eome.     An  Apartment  in  Phiiario's 

Souse. 

Enter  PosTnuMrs  and  Philario. 

Post.    Fear  it  not,  sir:  I  would,  I  were  so  sure 
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P  ft.   1  hope,  the  brie 
The  Bpeediness  of  your  return. 

Iach.  Your  1 

Lie  the  fairest  that  I  have  look'd  upon. 
Post.    And,   therewithal,    the    beat  ;    ur    let 

beauty 

Look  through  a  easement  to  allu: 
And  be  false  with  them. 

Iach.  Sere  are  I  m. 

lost.   Their  teneur  good,  I  trust. 

Iach.  -  very  1:  . 

Phi.  Was  Cains  Lueius  iu  the  Britain  eourt, 
When  you  were  the* 

Iach.  lie  was  expected  thv 

But  not  approaeh'd. 

Poet,  All  is  well  yet. — 
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Sparkles  this  Btone  as  it  was  wont  ?  or  is  't  not. 
Too  dull  tor  your  good  wearing  ? 

lack.  If  1  have  Lost  it, 

T  should  have  lost  the  worth  of  it  in  gold. 
I  '11  make  a  journey  twice  as  far,  to  enjoy 
V  second  night  of  such  Bweet  shortness,  which 
Was  mine  in  Britain  ;   for  the  ring  is  won. 

Punt.  The  Btone  's  too  hard  to  come  by. 

/  ,'■//.  2Sot  a  whit, 

1'our  lady  being  so  easy. 

Punt.  Make  not,  sir, 

Your  loss  your  sport :   I  hope,  you  know  that  we 
Must  not  continue  friends. 

Iach.  Good  sir,  we  must, 

Tf  you  keep  covenant  :   Had  I  not  brought 
The  knowledge  of  your  mistress  home,  I  grant 
We  were  to  question  further  :  but  I  now 
Profess  myself  the  winner  of  her  honour, 
Together  with  your  ring  ;  and  not  the  wronger 
Of  her,  or  you,  having  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  wills. 

Post.  If  you  can  make  't  apparent 

That  you  have  tasted  her  in  bed,  my  hand, 
And  ring,  is  yours  :  If  not,  the  foul  opinion 
You  had  of  her  pure  honour,  gains,  or  loses, 
Your  sword,  or  mine ;  or  masterless  leaves  both 
To  who  shall  find  them. 

loch.  Sir,  my  circumstances, 

Being  so  near  the  truth,  as  I  will  make  them, 
Must  first  induce  you  to  believe :  whose  strength 
I  will  confirm  with  oath ;  which,  I  doubt  not, 
You  '11  give  me  leave  to  spare,  when  you  shall  find 
You  need  it  not. 

Post.  Proceed. 

lack.                               First,  her  bed-chamber, 
(Where,  I  confess,  I  slept  not :  but,  profess, 
Had  that  was  well  worth  watching,)  It  was  hang'd 
With  tapestry  of  silk  and  silver ;  the  story 
Proud  Cleopatra,  when  she  met  her  lloman, 
An.l  Cydnus  swell'd  above  the  banks,  or  for 
The  press  of  boats,  or  pride  :  A  piece  of  work 
So  bravely  done,  so  rich,  that  it  did  strive 
In  workmanship,  and  value;  which,  I  wonder' d, 
Could  be  so  rarely  and  exactly  wrought, 
ee  the  true  life  on't  was 

Post.  This  is  true  ; 

1  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me, 
Or  I  other. 

loch.  Bri  >re  particulars 

.   I  justify  my  know  Ledge. 

So  they  must, 
Or  d«>  your  honour  injury. 

/  The  chimney 


Is  south  the  chamber;  and  the  chimney-piece, 
Chaste  Dian,  bathing:  never  saw  I  figures 
So  likely  to  report  themselves :  the  cutter 
Was  as  another  nature,  dumb ;  outwent  her, 
Motion  and  breath  left  out. 

Post.  Tin's  is  a  thing, 

Which  you  might  from  relation  likewise  reap  ; 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  spoke  of. 

Iach.  The  roof  o'  the  chamber 

With  golden  cherubins  is  fretted:  Tier  andirons 
(I  had  forgot  them,)  were  two  wiuking  Cupids 
Of  silver,  each  on  one  foot  standing,  nicely 
Depending  on  their  brands. 

Post.  This  is  her  honour! — 

Let  it  be  granted,  you  have  seen   all  this,   (and 

praise 
Be  given  to  your  remembrance,)  the  description 
Of  what  is  in  her  chamber,  nothing  saves 
The  wager  you  have  iaid. 

Iach.  Then,  if  you  can, 

[Pulling  out  the  Bracelet. 
Be  pale  ;32  I  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  jewel :  See  ! — 
And  now  'tis  up  again :  It  must  be  married 
To  that  your  diamond  ;  I  '11  keep  them. 

Post.  Jove ! — 

Once  more  let  me  behold  it :  Is  it  that 
Which  I  left  with  her  ? 

Iach.  Sir,  (I  thank  her,)  that : 

She  stripp'd  it  from  her  arm  ;  I  see  her  yet ; 
Her  pretty  action  did  outsell  her  gift, 
And  yet  enrich' d  it  too  :    She   gave  it  me,    and 

said, 
She  priz'd  it  once. 

Post.  May  be,  she  pluck' d  it  off, 

To  send  it  me. 

Iach.  She  writes  so  to  you  ?  doth  she  r 

Post.  O,  no,  no,  no ;  'tis  true.     Here,  take  this 
too  ;  [Gives  the  Bine/. 

It  is  a  basilisk  unto  mine  eye, 
Kills  me  to  look  on  't : — Let  there  be  no  honour, 
Where  there  is  beauty ;    truth,  where  semblance ; 

love, 
Where  there's  another  man :  The  vows  of  women 
Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  they  are  made. 
Than  they  are  to  their  virtues  ;  which  is  nothing  : — 
O,  above  measure  false ! 

Phi.  Have  patience,  sir, 

And  take  your  ring  again  ;   'tis  not  yet  won  : 
It  may  be  probable,  she  lost  it ;  or, 
Who  knows  if  one  of  her  women,  being  corrupted, 
1  lath  stolen  it  from  her. 

Post.  Very  true ; 

And  so,  I  hope,  he  came  by't: — Back  my  ring; — 
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bit,     alio  li.it  Ii   bought   tin    tin i   .■.  hi 

di  H  l\  .-— 
There,  tnko  tliy  liii  of  lioll 

I  )\\  nlr  I  In  :  ,  i  you  I 

Tin  i  is  qoI  onough  ti»  bo  b<  lio\  '«l 

( )|  imic  nor  uudi  -I  u»  II  "i    — — 

I','Sf.  \  i    \  i    r    LlIK    nil 

She  liatli  luvn  coltcd  bj  him 

Ltrh.  Il'\ 

For  furl  her  sat  i  fying,  under  her  bn  b 
v  Worl hy  t In-  prea  ling,)  lii  -  a  mo  proud 

Of  thai  mosl  delicate  lodging;    Bj  mj  Life, 
I  kiss*d  it  ;  and  \\  g  \\  e  Die  preaenl  hunger 
Po  feed  again,  though  full.     Xou  do  remember 
This  stain  upon  her  P 

l\>st.  \ i ,  and  it  <l"t h  oonfirm 

Another  stain,  ai  big  as  hell  oan  hold, 
Were  there  no  more  bul  it. 

Took,  W"  ill  yi  u  hear  moi 

r  st.  Spare  your  arithmetic:   never  count  the 

turns  ; 

Once,  and  ■  million ! 

/  <7/.  I  '11  bo  sworn, 

Poxt.  N<>  swearing. 

[fyou  will  swear  you  have  not  done't,  you  lie; 

Ami  1  will  kill  thee,  if  thou  dost  deny 

Thou  hast  made  me  cuckold. 

lack.  I  will  deny  nothii 

Fast.  O,  that  I  had  hoi-  here,  to  tear  her  limb- 
meal  ! 

1  will  go  thoro,  and  do 't ;  i'  the  court ;  before 

Her  father: — I'll  do  something 

Phi,  Quite  besides 
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Tho  nonpareil  of  tl  U 
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,ht  well  urm'd  o 
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This  yellow  [achimo,  in  an  hour,    -wa 

<  >r  le 

Like  a  full-acorn'd  1 1 

( 'r\  '•!,  oh  I   and  mounl 

w hat  he  look'd  tor  should  opj 

Should  lVom  enroll'  <        .     .    I 

The  woman's  pari  in  me  I    For  tl 

That  tends  to  rice  in  man.      I  I  affirm 

It  is  the  woman's  pari  i   Be  it  U  i.  it, 

The  woman's;  flattering,  here;  d< 

Ambition-,  coTetingB,  change  ofpridt  on, 

Nice  longings,  slanders,  mutabil.- 

All  faults  that  may  be  nam'd,  nay,  that  h»-ll  I 

Why,  hers,  in  part,  or  all  ;   but,  rather,  all: 

:•  ev'n  to  \  i 
They  arc  not  constant,  but  are  cha  -till 

One  vice,  but  of  a  min  i  for  one 

Not  half  so  old  as  that.      I'll  \vr. 
Detest  them,  eurse  them: — Yet  'tifl  greafc 
lu  a  true  hate,  to  pray  they  have  their  will: 
The  very  devils  cannot  plague  them  better. 
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ACT    III. 


MBELENTE. 


SCENE  T. 


ACT    111. 


ENE  I. — Britain.      A  Iioom  qj  State  in  C\  nibe- 
line's  Palace, 

Enter  Cymbelixe,  Queen,  Cloten,  and  Lords. 
at  one  Door;  and  at  another,  OaIUS  Lucius, 
and  Attendants. 

'        .    Now    say,    what    would    Augustus    Cajsar 
with  us  'i 

Lue.  When  Julius  Ca>sar  (wliose  remembrance 
yet 
Lives  in  men's  eyes  ;  and  will  to  ears,  and  tongues, 
Be  theme,  and  hearing  ever,)  was  in  this  Britain, 
And  conquer' d  it,  Cassibelan,  thine  uncle, 
( Famous  in  Caesar's  praises,  no  whit  less, 
Thau  in  his  feats  deserving  it,)  for  him, 
And  his  succession,  granted  Koine  a  tribute, 
\<arly  three    thousand    pounds;    which    by  thee 

lately 
Is  left  untender'd. 

Queen.  And,  to  kill  the  marvel, 

Shall  be  so  ever. 

Clo.  There  be  many  Caesars, 

Ere  such  another  Julius.     Britain  is 
A  world  by  itself;  and  we  will  nothing  pay, 
For  wearing  our  own  noses. 

Queen.  That  opportunity, 

Which  then  they  had  to  take  from  us,  to  resume 
AVe  have  again. — Remember,  sir,  my  liege, 
The  kings  your  ancestors  ;  together  with 
The  natural  bravery  of  your  isle ;  which  stands 
As  Neptune's  park,  ribbed  and  paled  in 
With  rocks  uuscaleable,  and  roaring  waters  ; 
With  sands,  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies'  boats, 
But   suck   them   up  to  the   top-mast.     A  kind  of 

conquest 
Caesar  made  here ;  but  made  not  here  his  brag 
Of,  came,  and  saw,  and  overcame :  with  shame 
(The  first  that  ever  touch'd  him,)  he  was  carried 
From  off  our  coast,  twice  beaten;   and  his  ship- 
ping, 
(Poor  ignorant  baubles  !)  on  our  terrible  seas, 

Like  egg-shells  mov'd  upon  their  surges,  crack' d 
As  easily  'gainst  our  rocks:  For  joy  whereof, 
The  fam'd  Cassibelan,  who  was  once  at  point 
(<),  giglot  fortune!)  to  master  Ciesar's  sword,33 
Blade  Lud's  town  with  rejoicing  fires  bright, 
And   Britons  Btrut  with  courage. 

ch>.  Come  there's  do  more  tribute  to  be  paid: 
IT  kingdom  is  stronger  than  it  was  at  that  time  ; 


and,  as  I  said,  there  is  no  more  such  Caesars  :  other 
of  them  may  have  crooked  noses ;  but,  to  owe  such 
straight  arms,  none. 

Cj/m.  Son,  let  your  mother  end. 

Clo.  We  have  yet  many  among  us  can  gripe  as 
bard  as  Cassibelan :  I  do  not  say,  I  am  one ;  but  I 
have  a  hand. — Why  tribute?  why  should  we  pay 
tribute  ?  If  Caesar  can  hide  the  sun  from  us  with  a 
blanket,  or  put  the  moon  in  his  pocket,  we  will 
pay  him  tribute  for  light ;  else,  sir,  no  more  tribute, 
pray  you  now. 

Cym.  You  must  know, 
Till  the  injurious  Romans  did  extort 
This  tribute  from  us,  we  were  free  :    Caesar's  am- 
bition, 
(Which  swell' d  so  much,  that  it  did  almost  stretch 
The  sides  o'  the  world,)  against  all  colour,  here 
Did  put  the  yoke  upon  us ;  which  to  shake  off, 
Becomes  a  warlike  people,  whom  we  reckon 
Ourselves  to  be.     We  do  say  then  to  Caesar, 
Our  ancestor  was  that  Mulmutius,  which 
Ordain'd  our  laws ;  (whose  use  the  sword  of  Caesar 
Hath  too  much  mangled;  whose  repair,  and  fran- 
chise, 
ShaU,  by  the  power  we  hold,  be  our  good  deed, 
Though  Home  be  therefore  angry  ;)    Mulmutius, 
Who  was  the  first  of  Britain,  which  did  put 
His  brows  within  a  golden  crown,  and  call'd 
Himself  a  king. 

Luc.  I  am  sorry,  Cymbeline, 

That  I  am  to  pronounce  Augustus  Caesar 
(Caesar,  that  hath  more  kings  his  servants,  than 
Thyself  domestic  officers,)  thine  enemy  : 
Receive  it  from  me,  then : — War,  and  confusion, 
In  Caesar's  name  pronounce  I  'gainst  thee :  look 
For  fury  not  to  be  resisted : — Thus  defied, 
I  thank  thee  for  myself. 

Cym.  Thou  art  welcome,  Cains. 

Thy  Caesar  knighted  me ;  my  youth  I  spent 
Much  under  him  ;  of  him  I  gather' d  honour ; 
Which  he,  to  seek  of  me  again,  perforce, 
Behoves  me  keep  at  utterance;  I  am  perfect,'1 
That  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians,  for 
Their  liberties,  are  now  in  arms  :  a  precedent 
Which,  not  to  read,  would  show  the  Britons  cold 
So  Caesar  shall  not  find  them. 

Luc.  Let  proof  speak. 

Clo.  His    majesty   bids    you    welcome.       Make 
uastime   with    us  a  day,    or  two,  longer:    If  you 
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leek  n  i  nil'  I  In  i  i  ihnll  I 

In  our    iii  '  i' . 

iii    pom       If  you  Ail  1  in  1 he  ad  • 
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/  ■       How  I   of  adultery  1      Wlioi 
iim! 
W  hat  mon  t<  r'a  hi  i  I 

( ),  in  i  iter  I  \n  hal  n  i  m 

[i  fallen  into  I  hj  i  ir  I      W  hat  fal  i    1 1 
i  \    poi    inoua  tonj  handed,  ' )  hal  li  prevnil'd 
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Bhe*i  punish' d  for  her  i  rut  li ;  and  undi 
More  godd*     dike  than  wife-like,  such  assaults 
\~  would  take  in  some  virtue.     0,  mj  master! 
Tli\  mind  t o  her  is  now  m  lo* ,  u  n ere 
Tin  fortunes.     1 1  <  »w  I  that  I  should  murder  hei 
Upon  tlif  Love,  .* n i « 1  truth,  and  vows,  which  I 
1  Li\r  made  to  thj  command  r     I ,  herf     her  blooi 
It"  it  be  so  to  do  good  Ben  toe,  nei  i  r 
Let  me  be  counted  seiriceable.     1 1 < •  w  Look  I. 
Thai  I  Bhould  Beem  to  lack  humanity, 
So   much  as  this  fart   comes  feoJ      "  Do*t:   The 
letter  Reading, 

That  1  have  Bent  her,  bj  her  own  command 
shall  give  thee  opportunity:" — 0,  damn'd  paper! 
Black  as  the  ink  that's  on  thee  I    Benseli  bb  bauble, 
An  thou  a  feodarj  for  this  act,8*  and  look'sl 
3o  virgin-like  without  ?     Lo,  here  Bhe  comes 

Enter  Imoi.i  N 

I  boo  ignorant  in  what  1  am  commanded.8' 

/.■wo.   How  now,  Pisanio  ? 

Pis.  Madam,  here  is  a  Letter  from  my  lord. 

Imo.  WhoP    thy  lord?  that   is  my  lord?    Leo- 
natus  ? 
O,  loarn'd  indeed  were  that  astronomer, 
That  know  the  stars,  as  I  his  characters ; 
He'd  lay  the  future  open. — You  good  gods, 
Lei  what  is  here  contain' d  relish  of  love, 
Of  my  lord's  health,  of  his  content, — yet  not, 
That  we  two  are  asunder,  let  that  grieve  him, — 
(Some    griefs    are    med'emable  ;)    that    is    one    o'l 

them, 
For  it  doth  physic  love; — of  his  content, 
All  but  iu  that !— Good  wax,  thv  leave  : — Bless' d  be 
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plod  it  in  ■  w<- 
( Jlid<-  t  hither  in  a 
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1  I   let  me '  buol  ,  - 
Bui  in  a  fainter  kind  i     I  I 

For  mine's  !>••;. ond  I- 

mill  till  1 
I   i  itherin  : 

T.i  llii-*  -.mi--  hh-.M.srd   Milf.»rd:    And,  by  t 

Tell  me  bow  W.il- 

To  inherit   BUch  B  havm  :    I ' 

How  we  may  steal  from  hi 
That  we  shall  make  in  feu 

And   our   return,   l 

hem 
Why  Bhould  excuse  be  horn  i  t? 

We  '11  talk  of  that  her  IV  ■•  I  dc, 

I  [ow  many  book  of  miles  maj 

'Twixt  hour  and  hour  r 

Pig,  <  >      Boon  ran  and  sun, 

Madam,  's  enough  for  yon  ;  and  too  much  too. 

Imo.  Why,  one  that  rods  to  his  execution,  man, 
Oould  never  go  so  slow:  I  have  heard  of  ri: 

wag 
Where  horses  have  been  nimbler  than  tl. 

That    run    i'  the    clock's    behalf: But    thi^    ■ 

foolery  : — 
Go,  bid  my  woman  feign  a  BJeknem 
She  Tl  home  to  her  father :  and   provide  me,  \ 

sently, 
A  rid  in  ix  suit ;  no  eostlier  than  would  fit 
A  franklin's  housewife 

Fit.  Madam,  you're  best  consider. 

Imo.  I  see  before  me,  man,  uor  here,  nor  here 
Nor  what  ensues  :   but  have  a  i'o^  iu  them, 
That  I  cannot  look  through.     Away,  I  nr'ythee: 
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ACT  TTT. 


CYMBELINE. 


SCRNE  III. 


Do  as  I  bid  thee  :  There  'a  do  more  to  Bay  ; 
A-Ccessihls  is  none  but  Milford  way.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. — Wales.     A  mountainous  Count?'?/, 
with  a  cave. 

Enter  BlLABD  8,  (i  rinruirs,  and  AliVIItAGUS. 

Bel.  A  goodly  day  not  to  keep  bouse,  with  such 
Wl.  -  aa  low  as  ours!  Stoop,  boys:  This 

gate 
Instructs  you  bow  to  adore  the  heavens  ;  and  bows 

you 
To  morning's  holy  office  :  The  gates  of  monarchs 
Are  arch'd  so  high,  that  giants  may  jet  through 
And  keep  their  impious  turbands  ou,40  without 
Good  morrow  to  the  sun. — Hail,  thou  fair  heaven ! 
We  house  V  the  rock,  yet  use  thee  not  so  hardly 
A  -  prouder  livers  do. 

Gui.  Hail,  heaven! 

Arv.  Hail,  heaven ! 

Bel.  Xow,  for  our  mountain  sport :  Up  to  yon 

hill, 
Tour  legs  are  young ;  I  '11  tread  these  flats.     Con- 
sider, 
When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  crow, 
That  it  is  place,  which  lessens,  and  sets  off. 
And  you  may  then  revolve  what  tales  I  have  told 

you, 
Of  courts,  of  princes,  of  the  tricks  in  war  : 
This  service  is  not  service,  so  being  done, 
But  being  so  allow' d :  To  apprehend  thus, 
Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  see : 
And  often,  to  our  comfort,  shall  we  find 
The  sharded  beetle  in  a  safer  hold 
Than  is  the  full-wing' d  eagle.     O,  this  life 
Is  nobler,  than  attending  for  a  check ; 
Richer,  than  doing  nothing  for  a  babe  ;41 
Prouder,  than  rustling  in  unpaid- for  silk : 
Such  gain  the  cap  of  him,  that  makes  them  fine, 
}  et  keeps  his  book  uncross'd:  no  life  to  ours. 
Gui.    Out  of  your  proof  you  speak :    we,  poor 

unfledg'd, 
Have    never    wing'd    from    view   o'  the   nest ;  nor 

know  not 
What  air  's  from  home.     Haply,  this  life  is  best, 
If  quiet  life  be  best :  sweeter  to  you, 
That  have  a  sharper  known  ;  well  corresponding 
With  your  stiff  age  :   but,  unto  us,  it  is 
A  cell  of  ignorance ;  travelling  abed ; 
A  prison  for  a  debtor,  i  hat  nol  da 
To  stride  a  Limit 

*  /  Wliat  should  we  apeak  "I". 

Wl  you?  wl  M  hear 


The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  December,  how, 
In  this  our  pinching  cave,  shall  we  discourse 
The  freezing  hours  away  ?  We  have  seen  nothing : 
We  are  beastly  ;  subtle  as  the  fox,  for  prey ; 
Like  warlike  as  the  wolf,  for  what  we  eat : 
Oik*  valour  is,  to  chace  what  flies  ;  our  cage 
We  make  a  quire,  as  doth  the  prison  bird, 
And  sing  our  bondage  freely. 

Bel.  How  you  speak  ! 

Did  you  but  know  the  city's  usuries, 
And  felt  them  knowingly :  the  art  of  the  court, 
As  hard  to  leave,  as  keep  ;  whose  top  to  climb 
Is  certain  falling,  or  so  slippery,  that 
The  fear's  as  bad  as  falling  :  the  toil  of  the  war, 
A  pain  that  only  seems  to  seek  out  danger 
I'  the  name  of  fame,  and  honour  ;  which  dies  i'  the 

search  ; 
And  hath  as  oft  a  slanderous  epitaph, 
As  record  of  fair  act ;  nay,  many  times, 
Doth  ill  deserve  by  doing  well ;  what 's  worse. 
Must   court' sey   at   the   censure : — O,   boys,  this 

story 
The  world  may  read  in  me  :  My  body  's  marked 
With  Eoman  swords  ;  and  my  report  was  once 
First  with  the  best  of  note :  Cymbeline  lov'd  rae  ; 
And  when  a  soldier  was  the  theme,  my  name 
Was  not  far  off:  Then  was  I  as  a  tree, 
Whose  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit :    but,  in  one 

night, 
A  storm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will, 
Shook  down  my  mellow  hangings,  nay,  my  leaves, 
And  left  me  bare  to  weather. 

Gui.  Uncertain  favour ! 

Bel.  My  fault  being  nothing  (as  I  have  told  you 

oft,) 
But  that  two  villains,  whose  false  oaths  prevail' d 
Before  my  perfect  honour,  swore  to  Cymbeline, 
I  was  confederate  with  the  Romans :  so, 
Follow' d  my  banishment ;  and,  this  twenty  years, 
This   rock,    and   these   demesnes,   have   been   my 

world : 
Where  I  have  liv'd  at  honest  freedom ;  paid 
More  pious  debts  to  heaven,  than  in  ail 
The  fore-end  of  my  time. — But,  up  to  the  moun- 
tains ; 
This  is  not  hunters'  language  : — He,  that  strikes 
The  venison  first,  shall  be  the  lord  o'  the  feast ; 
To  him  the  other  two  shall  minister ; 
And  we  will  fear  no  poison,  which  attends 
In   place  of  greater  state.     I'll  meet  you  in  the 

valleys.  [Exeunt  Gui.  and  Art. 

I  low  hard  it  is  to  hide  the  sparks  of  nature! 

These  boy8  know  little,  the)  are  sons  to  the  king: 
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\ ml  i hui  I   "i  in\  fool  mi  bii  nock  ,"  «  \ en  t hon 
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Thai  aol    mj  arords,    The  younger  brothi  r,  Cadwal, 
I  ( >i  Hi-.   \  i  \  1 1 .  i  mi  i, )  iii  ;i-  like  ;i  figure, 
Strikes  life  mt<>  m)  speech,  and  shows  much  more 
His  own  conceiving.     Hark!  the  rous'd  ! — 

()  Cymbelinel  heaven,  and  mj  oonacience,  knoi 
Thou  didst  unjustly  banish  me:  whereon, 

\t  three,  and  two  yean  old,  I  stole  these  bab 
Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  succession, 
Thou  resist'sl  me  of  raj  lands.     Euriphile, 
Thou  wast   their  nurse]  thej   took  thee  for  their 
in. >i  her, 

\inl  everj  <la_\  do  honour  to  her  gravi 
Myself,  Belarius,  thai  am  Morgan  oall'd, 
They  take  for  natural  Gather.    The  game  is  up. 

Exit, 

SCENE  IV.— Kear Milford  Haven. 

Filter  Pis  vn  to  and  I  Mm.  in. 

Imo.  Thou  told'st  me,  when  we  came  from  horse, 

the  place 
Was  near  at  hand  : — Ne'er  long'd  my  mother  so 
To  see  me  first,  as  I  have  now: — Pisanio!  Man! 
Where  is  IVsthumus  ?    What  is  in  thy  mind, 
That   makes  thee   Btare  thus  ?      Wherefore  breaks 

that  sigh 
From  the  inward  of  thee?     One,  but  painted  thus, 
Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 
Beyond  self-explication:  Put  thyself 
Into  a  haviour  of  less  fear,  ere  wildness 
Vanquish  my  st aider  senses.     What  's  the  matter  ? 
Why  tender's!  thou  that  paper  to  me,  with 
A  look  untender  r    If  it  be  summer  news, 
Smile  to  't  before:  if  winterly,  thou  need'st 
But  keep  that    countenance  still. — My  husband's 

hand  ! 
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All    corners   of   the    world:    ki  i«*ens,    i 

Maids,  matrons,  nag .  i  ■ 

This  viperous  slander  enters. 

da 

/    >,   False  to  his  bi  I  '   Whi  I 
To  lie  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  hi 
To  weep  'tuixt  clock  an 

nature, 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  •!;•■  am  of  him, 
And  cry  myself  aw  to  his  1 

Is  it?  * 

Pit.  Alas,  good  la 

Imo.  1  false  ':  Thy  conscience  witness  i — Iachirao, 
Thou  didst  accuse  him  of  incontinency  ; 
Thou  then  look'dst  like  a  villain  ;  now,  methiu'. 
Thy  favour's  good  enough. — Son:  f  Italy, 

Whose  mother  was  her  painting, B  hath  betr.. 

him  : 
Poor  I  am  stale,  a  garment  out  of  fashion ; 
And,  for  I  am  richer  than  to  hang  by  the  walls, 
1  must  be  ripp'd  : — to  pieees  with  me  ! — O, 
Men's  vows  are  won.  All  good  seem- 

By  thv  revolt,  0  husband.  shaL  be  thought 
Put  on  for  villany  j  not  born,  where' t  grt 
But  worn,  a  bait  for  ladies. 

J? is.  d  madam,  hear  me. 
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ACT  III. 


(YMBELINE. 


SCENE  IV. 


Imo.  True   honest  men   being    beard,    like    false 
..Eneas. 

Were,  iu   his   time,  tliought   false:    and   Sinon's 

weeping 
Did  scandal  many  a  holj  tear;  took  pity 

m  moal   true  wretchedness:  So,  thou,  Postlni- 


nms 


Wilt  lay  the  leaven  on  all  proper  men  ; 

Goodly,  and  gallant,  shall  be  false,  and  perjur'd, 

From    thy    great    fail.  —  Come,   fellow,   be   thou 
honed  : 

Do  thou  thy  master's  bidding :  "When  thou  see'st 
him, 

A  little  witness  my  obedience  :  Look  ! 

I  draw  the  sword  myself:  take  it;  and  hit 

The  innocent  mansion  of  my  love,  my  heart : 

F<  ar  not ;  'tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  grief: 

Thy  master  is  not  there ;  who  was,  indeed, 

The  riches  of  it :  Do  his  bidding ;  strike. 

Thou  may'st  be  valiant  in  a  better  cause; 

But  now  thou  seem'st  a  coward. 

Pig,  Hence,  vile  instrument ! 

Thou  shalt  not  damn  my  hand. 

Imo.  Why,  I  must  die  ; 

And  if  I  do  not  by  thy  hand,  thou  art 

No  servant  of  thy  master's  :  Against  self-slaughter 

There  is  a  prohibition  so  divine, 

That  cravens  my  weak  hand.     Come,  here's  my 
heart ; 

Something's  afore't : — Soft,  soft ;  we'll  no  defence  ; 

Obedient  as  the  scabbard. — What  is  here  ? 

The  scriptures  of  the  loyal  Leonatus, 

All  turn'd  to  heresy  ?  Away,  away, 

Corrupters  of  my  faith  !  you  shall  no  more 

Be  stomachers  to  my  heart !  Thus  may  poor  fools 

Believe  false  teachers :  Though  those  ffliat  are  be- 
tray'd 

Do  feel  the  treason  sharply,  yet  the  traitor 

iids  in  worse  case  of  woe. 
And  thou,  Posthumus,  thou  that  did'st  set  up 
My  disobedience  'gainst  the  king  my  father, 
And  make  me  put  into  contempt  the  suits 
Of  princely  fellows,  shalt  hereafter  find 
It  is  no  act  of  common  passage,  but 
A  strain  of  rareness:  and  I  grieve  myself, 
X  i  think,  when  thou  shalt  be  disedg'd  by  her 
That  now  thou  tir'st  on,4"1,  how  tliy  memory 
Will  then  be  pang'd  by  me. — IVythee,  despatch  : 
The  lamb   entreats    the    butcher:    Where's    tin 

knife? 
Thou  art   tOO  slow  to  do  thy  master's  bidding, 

When  1  desire  it.  too. 

Pit.  O  gracious  lad} , 
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Since  I  receiv'd  command  to  do  this  business, 
I  have  not  slept  one  wink. 

Imo.  Do  't,  and  to  bed  then. 

Pis.  I  '11  wake  mine  eye-balls  blind  first. 
Imo.  Wherefore  then 

Didst  undertake  it?  Why  hast  thou  abus'd 
So  many  miles,  with  a  pretence  ?  this  place  ? 
Mine  action,  and  thine  own  ?  our  horses'  labour  ? 
The  time  inviting  thee  ?  the  perturb' d  court, 
For  my  being  absent ;  whereunto  I  never 
Purpose  return  ?  Why  hast  thou  gone  so  far, 
To  be  unbent,  when  thou  hast  ta'en  thy  stand, 
The  elected  deer  before  thee  ? 

Pis.  But  to  win  time 

To  lose  so  bad  employment :  in  the  which 
I  have  consider' d  of  a  course  ;  Good  lady, 
Hear  me  with  patience. 

Imo.  Talk  thy  tongue  weary ;  speak : 

I  have  heard,  I  am  a  strumpet ;  and  mine  ear, 
Therein  false  struck,  can  take  no  greater  wound, 
Nor  tent  to  bottom  that.     But  speak. 

Pis.  Then,  madam, 

I  thought  you  would  not  back  again. 

Imo.  Most  like ; 

Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me. 

Pis.  Not  so,  neither: 

But  if  I  were  as  wise  as  honest,  then 
My  purpose  would  prove  well.     It  cannot  be, 
But  that  my  master  is  abus'd : 
Some  villain,  ay,  and  singular  in  his  art, 
Hath  done  you  both  this  cursed  injury. 
Imo.  Some  Roman  courtezan. 
Pis.  No,  on  my  life. 

I  '11  give  but  notice  you  are  dead,  and  send  him 
Some  bloody  sign  of  it ;  for  'tis  commanded 
I  should  do  so :  You  shall  be  uiiss'd  at  court, 
And  that  will  well  confirm  it. 

Imo.  Why,  good  fellow, 

What  shall  I  do  the  while  ?  Where  bide  ?    How 

live  ? 
Or  in  my  life  what  comfort,  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  husband  ? 

Pis.  If  you'll  back  to  the  court, — 

Imo.  No  court,  no  father ;  nor  no  more  ado 
With  that  harsh,  noble,  simple,  nothing : 
That  Cloten,  whose  love-suit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearful  as  a  siege. 

Pis.  If  not  at  court, 

Then  not  in  Britain  must  you  bide. 

Imo.  Where  then  ? 

Hath  Britain  all  the  sun  that  shines?  Day,  night, 
Arc  they  not  but  in  Britain P  I'thc  world's  volume 
Our  Britain  seems  as  of  it,  but  not  in  it; 
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\\  i  II  i In  n,  bore  '  •  the  poiul  i 
Eon  "in  il  for  •'  t  to  bo  a  w om an  ;  chnu 
( lommand  into  obedience  ;  fear,  and  nicom 
(The  handmaids  of  all  women,  or,  more  truly, 
\\  >man  its  prel \\  self, )  to  a 
Lieadj  in  gibes,  quick-answer'd,  saucy,  and 
As  quarrellous  as  the  woasol ;  nay,  \  <>u  musl 
Forget  thai  rarest  treasure  of  your  cheek, 
Exposing  it  (but,  0,  t lu*  harder  bearl  ! 
Ala.lv  tin  remedj  ')  to  the  greed v  touch 
( tf  common-kissing  Titan  ;  and  for 
Your  labouraome  and  daintj  trims,  when  in 
STou  made  greal  Juno  angrj . 

Imo.  N;u ,  be  bru  f: 

1  see  into  tin  end,  and  am  almost 

A  man  already  . 

Pt#,  First,  make  yourself  but  like  one. 

Pore-thinking  this,  1  have  already  lit, 
('Tis  in  my  cloak-bag,)  doublet,  hat,  hose,  all 
That  answer  to  them:  Would  you,  in  their  serving, 
Ami  with  what  imitation  you  can  borrow 
From  youth  of  such  a  Beason,  'fore  noble  Lucius 
Present  yourself,  desire  his  service,  tell  him 
Wherein  von  are  happy,46  (which  you  '11  make  him 

know, 
[fthal  his  head  have  oar  in  music.)  doubtless, 
With  joy  he  will  embrace  you  ;  for  he  *S  honourable, 
And,  doubling  that,  most  holy.   Your  means  abroad 
You  have  me,  rich;  and  I  will  never  fail 
Beginning,  nor  supplyment. 

Imo.  Thou  art  all  the  comfort 

The  gods  will  diet  me  with.     Pr'ythee,  away : 
There  's  more  to  be  consider' d  ;  but  we  '11  even 
All  that  good  time  will  give  us  .  This  attempt 
1  'm  soldier  to,  and  will  abide  it  with 
A  prince's  courage.     Away,  I  pr'ythee. 


i'is,    U 

I 

■ 

»l   MO, 

W 

I 

/  I  ..Il    t }»<•«•      '   l',Jr 

!  \  I.  \        i  ; 

i         I 

I 

'         i 

/  I  mr. 

M     <  mperor  bal  h  I  m  hem 
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I'd 
Appear  unkiuglike. 

/.  [  desire  of  you 

A  conduct  over  land,  I  Laren.— 

.Madam,  all  joy  ImT.iI  yOUX 

('//i/i.  My  Lords,  you  are  appointed  far  that  office; 
Tin-  dm-  of  honour  m  no  point  omit  ■ — 
farewell,  noble  L 
Lue. 

C/o.    Iv'  ot  ive    it    friendly 
forth 
1  wear  it  as  your  enemy. 

Luc 
!-  yet  to  name  the  winner:    1  i  well. 

.    Leave  not   the  worthy  Lueius,   good  my 
Lords, 

Till  he  ha\  is'd  the  Severn. —  Bap] 

an  J  L" 
Queen,  lie  goes  hence  frowning:  but  it  honours 

That  we  have  given  him  CSAU 

Clo.  'Tis  all  the  better; 

Your  valiant  Britons  have  their  wishes  in  it. 

Cym.  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  emperor 

How  it  goes  here.      It  tits  us  therefore,  ripelvr 
Our  chariots  and  our  horsemen  be  in  readiness : 
The  powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia 
AVill    soon   be    drawn    to    head,  from  whence   he 

moves 
His  war  for  Britain. 

Zoo 


hand,  my  lord, 
but    from   t 


ACT  III. 


CYMBEL1NE. 


SCENE  V. 


Queen.  'Tis  not  sleepy  business  ; 

But  must  be  look'd  to  speedily,  and  strongly. 

Cym.  Oar  expectation  th.n  it  would  be  thus, 
Hath  made  us  forward.  But,  my  gentle  queen, 
"Where  is  our  daughter  ?  She  hath  not  appeared 

ire  the  Etonian,  nor  to  us  hath  tender' d 
The  duty  of  the  day  :  She  looks  us  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  malice,  than  of  duty: 
We  have  noted  it. — Call  her  before  us;  for 
We  have  been  too  slight  in  sufferance. 

[Exit  an  Attend. 

Queen.  Royal  sir, 

Since  the  exile  of  Posthumus,  most  retir'd 
llath  her  life  been;  the  cure  whereof,  my  lord, 
'Tis  time  must  do.     'Beseech  your  majesty, 
Forbear  sharp  speeches  to  her  :  She  's  a  lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  strokes, 
And  strokes  death  to  her. 

Re-enter  an  Attendant. 

Cym.  "Where  is  she,  sir  ?    How 

Can  her  contempt  be  answer' d  ? 

At  ten.  Please  you,  sir, 

Her  chambers  are  all  loek'd;  and  there's  no  answer 
That  will  be  given  to  the  loud'st  of  noise  we  make. 

Queen.  My  lord,  when  last  I  went  to  visit  her, 
She  pray'd  me  to  excuse  her  keeping  close ; 
Whereto  constrain' d  by  her  infirmity, 
She  should  that  duty  leave  unpaid  to  you, 
Which  daily  she  was  bound  to  proffer  :  this 
She  wish'd  me  to  make  known;  but  our  great  court 
Made  me  to  blame  mi  memory. 

Cym.  Her  doors  loek'd  ? 

Not  seen  of  late  ?  Grant,  heavens,  that,  which  I 

fear 
Prove  false  !  [Exit. 

Queen.  Son,  I  say,  follow  the  king. 

Clo.  That  man  of  hers,  Pisanio,  her  old  servant, 
I  have  not  seen  these  two  days. 

Queen.  Go,  look  after. —  [Exit  Clo. 

Pisanio,  thou  that  stand'st  so  for  Posthumus  ! — ■ 
He  hath  a  drug  of  mine  :  I  pray,  his  absence 
Proceed  by  swallowing  that ;  for  he  believes 
It  is  a  thing  most  precious.     But  for  her, 
Where  is  she  gone?  Haply,  despair  hath  seiz'd  her; 
Or,  wing'd  with  fervour  of  her  love,  she  's  flown 
To  her  desir'd  Posthumus :   Gone  she  is 
To  death,  or  to  dishonour  ;  and  my  end 
1      i  make  good  use  of  either:  She  being  down, 
I  have  the  placing  of  the  British  crown. 

Re-enter  Cloten. 

How  now,  my  son  ? 
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Clo.  'Tis  certain,  she  is  fled  : 

Go  in,  and  cheer  the  king ;  he  rages  ;  none 
Dare  come  about  him. 

Queen.  All  the  better  :  May 

This  night  forestall  him  of  the  coming  day  ! 48 

[Exit  Queen. 

Clo.  I   love,   and   hate   her:  for   she's  fair  and 
royal  ; 
And  that  she  hath  all  courtly  parts  more  exquisite 
Than  lady,  ladies,  woman  ;49  from  every  one 
The  best  she  hath,  and  she,  of  all  compounded, 
Outsells  them  all :  I  love  her  therefore ;  But, 
Disdaining  me,  and  throwing  favours  on 
The  low  Posthumus,  slanders  so  her  judgment, 
That  what  's    else   rare,   is   chok'd ;    and,   in  that 

point, 
I  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay,  indeed, 
To  be  reveng'd  upon  her.     Por,  when  fools 

Enter  Pisanio. 

Shall — Who   is   here  ?    What !   are   you   packing, 

sirrah  ? 
Come  hither :  Ah,  you  precious  pandar  !  Villain, 
Where  is  thy  lady  ?  In  a  word  ;  or  else 
Thou  art  straightway  with  the  fiends. 

Pis.  O,  good  my  lord  ! 

Clo.  Where  is  thy  lady  ?  or,  by  Jupiter 
I  will  not  ask  again.     Close  villain, 
I  '11  have  this  secret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it.     Is  she  with  Posthumus  ? 
Prom  whose  so  many  weights  of  baseness  cannot 
A  dram  of  worth  be  drawn 

Pis.  Alas,  my  lord, 

How  can  she  be  with  him?  When  was  she  miss'd  ? 
He  is  in  Home. 

Clo.  Where  is  she,  sir  ?  Come  nearer  ; 

No  further  halting :  satisfy  me  home, 
What  is  become  of  her  ? 

Pis.  O,  my  all- worthy  lord  ! 

Clo.  All-worthy  villain ! 

Discover  where  thy  mistress  is,  at  once, 
At  the  next  word, — No  more  of  worthy  lord, — 
Speak,  or  thy  silence  on  the  instant  is 
Thy  condemnation  and  thy  death. 

Pis.  Then,  sir, 

This  paper  is  the  history  of  my  knowledge 
Touching  her  flight.  [Presenting  a  Letter. 

Clo.  Let 's  see  't : — I  will  pursue  her 

Even  to  Augustus'  throne. 

Pis.  Or  this,  or  perish,  n 

She  's  far  enough  ;  and  what  he  learns  by  ( 

this,  C 

May  prove  his  travel,  not  her  danger.        ' 


Aside. 
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I  n  i  i  ird  '  '  i 

1    I  lioll    K 

I 

Ok   Bin  iii.  is  this  leitei 

i 
r/,.    h  i     l*(»  tin '  hand}   I  know 'I 

it  1 1 1 .  •  1 1  would'  t    not    bf  H  \  ill  mi,  bul  'I"  '' 

in,,!'  i  •  .   thow     •  1 1 1 j •  I •  • '  I 

bould  hai i  to  "  •   1 1"  ■ 

I  r\  ,       !  Iiit    i    .    M  li:il    v  ill:in\  I     bid    tllCN 

form  it,  direct  In  nnd  i  rulj ,     I  would  thin 

;n,  lion,    t   in:iii      1  hou  should 
moan  -  for  1 In  relief,  nor  mj  roii 

1 : 1 .  ■  1 1 1 

Well,  in\  good  lord, 

( 'In.   \\  ill    thou  1  nt  ly 

and  constantly  thou  haat  ituck  to  fche  bare  fortune 

of  t  I1.1t   I"  •  ■ .  ir  Post  liuiiiii  i,  1  hou  can  1  not   in  I 
course  of  !mmI  .t  ihIi*  luil    he  n   diligent    lolli 
mine.     W  ilt  1  hou  serve  mi 

Pit,    Sir.   I    will. 

('/(>.  Give  me  tli\  hand,  lure's  m\  puree,     fin  t 
am   of  tin   late  master's  garments  iu   t!i\    !• 
.sum  ? 

Pie,  I  have,  mi  lord,  at  my  lodging,  the  same 
suit  he  wort'  when  he  took  leave  of  my  ladj  and 
mistress. 

Clo.  The  first  service  thou  dost  me,  fetch  that 
suit  hither:  let  it  be  tin  first  service;  go. 

Pit,  1  shall,  my  lord.  [/•>//. 

Clo.  Meet  Hut  at  Milford-Haven:  1  forgot  to 
ask  him  one  thing  ;  1  '1!  remember  't  anon  : — Even 
there  thou  villain,  Posthumus,  will  1  kill  thee. — I 
would,  these  garments  were  come.  She  said  upon 
■  time,  (the  bitterness  of  it  1  now  belch  from  my 
heart,)  that  Bhe  hold  the  very  garment  of  Posthii- 
mus  in  more  respect  than  my  noble  and  natural 
person,  together  with  the  adornment  of  my  quali- 
ties. With  thai  suit  upon  my  back  will  1  ravish 
her:  First  kill  him,  and  in  her  eyes;  there  shall 
she  see  my  valour,  which  will  then  be  a  torment 
to  her  contempt.  \\c  on  the  ground,  my  Bpeech 
of  insultment  ended  on  his  dead  hotly, — and  when 
my  lust  hath,  dined,  (which,  as  I  say.  to  vex  her,  1 
will  execute  in  the  clothes  that  she  so  praised.)  to 
the  court  I'll  knock  her  back,  foot  her  home  again. 
She  hath  despised  me  rejoicingly,  and  I  '11  be  merry 
in  my  revenge. 

Re-enter  Pisakio,  with  the  Clothes. 

Be  those  the  garments? 
Pie.  Ay,  my  noble  lord. 
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\    i  find  not  hi 

B  VI.— J 

/  9        '       hee. 

Tme   1 
I  have  tir'd  in) 

Save  made  the  ground  m)  bed.     I 
But  that  mj  1         it  ion  hi  M    I 

When  from  the  mountain-top  P 

Thou  wast   within  a  ken  :    <  )  .1    re!    I   ' 

Foundations  fly  th<  I 

Where  they  should 

1  could  not  mil  :   WflJ  | 

That  have  afflictions  on  them;  know 
A  punishment,  or  tria 
When  rich  ones  scarce  bell  true:    I  - 

nest 

■  WW  than  to  lie  for  need  ;  and  fa]  - 
[a  worse  in  kings,  than 

Thou  art  one  o' the  false  om  i:     N         I    I  .ink  02 

th-    . 
My  hunger's  gone;  but  even 
\:  point  to  sink  for  food. —  But  what  is  this  ? 
Here  is  a  path  to  it:    'Tis  somi    - 
I  were  best  not  rail  ;    I  dare  not  call :   ;  ne 

Ere  clean  it  o'erthrow  nature,  makes  it  valiant. 
Plenty,  and  peace,  bn      -  a  j 

Of  hardiness  is  mother. — Ho,  who  *s  her    I 
If  anything  that 's  civil,  speak ;       -       _  . 
Take,  or  lend. — Ho  ! — No  answer  ?  then  I'll  enter 
Best  draw  my  sword  and  if  mine  enemy 
But  fear  the  sword  like  me.  heli  scarcely  look  on't. 
Such  a  foe,  good  heav< 

N    •  goes  info  t 


ACT  1 1  r. 


(  5  MBEL1N  E. 


SCEHTE  Til. 


BiLABrus,  i  - 1  i  ni  1:1 1  b,  mid  Ai;vntA(.i  s. 

Bel.  You.  Polydore,  have  prov'd  beel  woodman, 
and 

\  •  o\'  the  feast  :  Cadwal,  and  I, 

Will  play  the  cook  and  servant  ;    'tis  our  match: 
The  sweat  or*  industry  would  dry,  and  die, 
But  tor  the  end  it  works  to.    Come;  our  stomachs 
Will  make  what's  homely,  savoury:   Weariness 
Can  snore  upon  the  Hint,  when  restive  sloth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard. — Now,  peace  be  here, 
.  that  keep'st  thyself! 

Gui.  I  am  throughly  weary. 

4 1    •.  I  am  weak  with  toil,  yet  strong  in  appetite. 

Gui.  There    is    cold    meat    i'  the    cave ;     we   '11 
browze  on  that, 
"Whilst  what  we  have  kill'd  be  cook'd. 

Bel.  Stay  ;  come  not  in  : 

[Look i ng  in. 
But  that  it  eats  our  victuals,  I  should  think 
Here  were  a  fairy. 

Gui.  AVliat  's  the  matter,  sir  ? 

Bel.  By  Jupiter,  an  angel  !   or,  if  not, 
An  earthly  paragon  ! — Behold  diviueness 
No  elder  than  a  boy  ! 

Enter  Imogen. 

Imo.  Good  masters,  harm  me  not : 
Before  I  enter'd.  here,  I  call'd;  and  thought 
To  have   begg'd,   or   bought,  what    I   have   took : 

Good  troth, 
I  have  stolen  nought ;  nor  would  not,   though  I 

had  found 
Gold  strew'd  o' the  floor.     Here's  money  for  my 

meat : 
I  would  have  left  it  on  the  board,  so  soon 
As  I  had  made  my  meal  ;  and  parted 
With  prayers  for  the  provider. 

ui.  Money,  youth  ? 

Arv.  All  gold  and  silver  rather  turn  to  dirt ! 
As  'tis  no  better  reckon'd,  but  of  those 
Who  worship  dirty  gods. 

Lno.  I  see,  you  are  angry: 

Know,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,  I  should 
II  .iw  died,  had   I   n«>t   made  it. 

Bel.  Whither  bound  ? 

Imo.   To  Milfonl- Haven,  sir. 
2ft  I.  "What  is  your  name  ? 

/      -.    Pidele,  UK  i    I   have  a  kinsman,  1  lio 

Ts  houml  for  Italy  ;  he  embark' d  a1  Mil  ford; 

wiiMin  h.  ing  going,  almost  spenl  with  hunger, 
I  am  fallen  id  t hi>  offeno 

Bi  I.  Vv'\  thee,  fair  \  outh,  • 
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Think  us  no  churls  ;  nor  measure  our  good  minds 
P>\  this  rude  place  we  live  in.     AVell  encounfcer'd! 
'Tis  almost  night:  you  shall  have  better  cheer 
Ere  you  depart  ;  and  thanks,  to  stay  and  eat  it. — 
Boys,  bid  him  welcome. 

Gui.  "Were  you  a  woman,  youth, 

I  should  woo  hard,  but  be  your  groom. — In  honesty, 
I  bid  for  you,  as  I  'd  buy. 

Arv.  I  '11  make  't  my  comfort, 

He  is  a  man  ;  I  '11  love  him  as  my  brother : — 
And  such  a  welcome  as  I  'd  give  to  him, 
After  long  absence,    such   as  yours  : — Most   wel- 
come ! 
Be  sprightly,  for  you  fall  'mongst  friends. 

Imo.  'Mongst  friends ! 

If  brothers? — 'Would  it  had  been  so,  that  they 
Had  been  my  father's  sons!  then  had  my  prize 
Been  less  ;  and  so  more  equal  ballasting 
To  thee,  Posthumus.50 

Bel.  He  wrings  at  some  distress. 

Gui.  'Would  I  could  free  't ! 
Arv.  Or  I ;  whate'er  it  be, 

"What  pain  it  cost,  what  danger  !     Gods  ! 

Bel.  Hark,  boys. 

[Whispering. 
Imo.   Great  men, 
That  had  a  court  no  bigger  than  this  cave, 
That  did  attend  themselves,  and  had  the  virtue 
Which  their  own  conscience  seal'd  them,  (laying 

by 
That  nothing  gift  of  differing  multitudes,) 
\  Could  not  out-peer  these  twain.    Pardon  me,  gods  ! 
\  I  'd  change  my  sex  to  be  companion  with  them, 
{  Since  Leonatus'  false.52 

Bel.  It  shall  be  so  : 

\  Boys,  we  '11  go  dress  our  hunt. — Fair  youth,  come 

in : 
J  Discourse  is  heavy,  fasting ;  when  we  have  supp'd, 

We  '11  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  story, 
\  So  far  as  thou  wilt  speak  it. 

Gui.  Pray,  draw  near. 

Arv.  The  night  to  the   owl,   and  morn    to   the 

lark,  less  welcome. 
Imo.  Thanks,  sir. 
Arv.  I  pray,  draw  near.     [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII.— Kome. 

Enter  Two  Senators  and  Tribunes. 

1st  Sen.  This    is    the   tec  our  of  the   emperor's 
u  rit ; 
That  since  the  common  men  are  now  in  action 
'Gainst  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians; 
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\  ml  i  Li  i  i  Im    |i  now  in  (i 

Pllll   u  iik    l<»  him!,  i  '       • 

Till'    I'.illi    II    (>ff    I'm  il"ii  ■         lli 

'I  hi     [i  mi  '     i  •  I  M 

I, III    III    |    |  I      I..     \  .Ml     I   ',.       ' 

For  thi    immodi  ito  levy,  h  rli 

I  I  i       ;  i  I .    .  .  I  i ;  I  .  •    . '  ■  m  ,  ,  i  ,  I  I 

/'  I  I  MM    IU    <  I    (tf  till'    I'll 


/  I' 

I 

I 

/  W  / 


\(  I    l\ 


SCENE  ]      /      / 

/ '  .         I    LOTJEB 

do,  I  .'im  near  t.»  the  place  where  1 1 m ■  \  ihould 
meet,  if  Pisanio  have  mapped  m  truly,  ll<o\  lii 
his  garments  serve  me !  Win  ilimiM  le-<  uh-i  n  -  •, 
who  was  made  bj  him  thai  made  the  tailor,  not  be 
lit  boof  the  rather  (savin  rence  of  the  \n < » i-«  1  > 

for   'lis   said,   i   woman's   ii  bj    tit-. 

Therein  I  must  plaj  the  workman.  I  dare  tp 
it  to  myself,  (for  it  is  not  vain-glory,  for  i  man 
and  his  glass  to  confer;  in  his  own  chamber,  I 
mean,)  the  lines  of  my  body  are  as  well  drawn 
his ;  no  Less  young,  more  strong)  ool  beneath  him 
in  fortunes,  beyond  him  in  the  advantage  of  the 
time,  above  him  in  birth,  alike  conversant  in  gen- 
era] sen  ices,  anil  more  remarkable  in  single  op- 
positions: yel  this imperseverant  thing*3  loves  him 

in   m\    despite.      Whal    mortality    is!       PosthumUB, 

thy  head,  which  now  is  growing  upon  tin  should, 
shall  within  this  hour  be  off;  thy  mistress  enforced  j 
thy  garments  cul  to  pieces  before  thy  face  tM  and 

all  this  done,  spurn   her  homo   to  her  tat  her:   who 

may.  haply,  be   a    little   angry   for  my  so   rough 

usage:  but  my  mother,  having  power  of  his  test i- 
0088,  shall  turn  all  into  my  commendations.  .My 
horse  is  tied  np  sate:  Out,  sword,  and  to  a  sore 
purpose!  Fortune,  put  them  into  my  hand  I  This 
is  the  very  description  of  their  meeting-place;  and 
the  fellow  dares  not  deceive  me.  [£xit. 

SCENE  11.— Before  the  Cave. 

Enter,  from  the  Cave,  Belarus,  GuiDBBIUS, 

Art i  u  a 1. 1  s,  and  Imogen. 

Bel.  You  are  not  Well :  [ To  Imo.]   remain  here 
in  the  cave  ; 
A\  e  '11  come  to  you  after  hunting. 


1 

we  not  brothers P 

l 

W h  i  alik.-.      I  k. 

'  I  i  him. 

Tmo*  8o  sick  I  I 

Hut    no!   *.)  i'it  i/i-n 

To  seem  to  di< 

81  ick    I  irse  :    I 

l>  breach  of  all.     I  am  ill ;  hut  •. 

( )annot  amend  i 

ne  not  sociable  i   1  'm 
Since  I  can  reason  of  w .    I 
I  'II  rob  none  b  it  .f;  and  let 

•ly. 
'/'.  I    l<  :     I 

How  much  the  quantity,  tl 

As  I  do  h>ve  my  lather. 

Bel.  What?  bow!  h..    . 

1 1'  ii  be  a  sin  to  say  so,  -  r,  I  me 

In  my  good  brother's  tank  :    I  kn<»w  i 

I  love  this  youth  ;  and  I  have  heard  you  I 

Love's  reason's  without  reason  j  door, 

And  a  demand  who  is  *t  shall  die.  I 

M  My  father,  not  this  youth. "' 

Bel.  O  no!  Je 

0  worthiness  of  nature  !  breed  of  greatn 
Cowards  father  cowards,  and      sel       .  -  i 
Nature  hath  meal,  and  bran  :  contempt,,  and  g'  ■ 

1  am  not  their  father  :  yet  who  this  should  be, 
Dotl]  miracle  itself,  lov'd  me. — 

'Tis  the  ninth  hour  o'  the  morn. 

An.  Broth-  veil. 

Imo.  I  wish  ye  sport. 
I  Your  health. — So  please  you,,  sir. 


ACT  IV. 


(  vmbelim;. 


SCENE  II. 


Imo.  [Aside.']  These  are  kind  creatures.     Gods, 
what  lies  I  have  heard  ! 
Our  courtiers  Bay,  nil  'a  savage,  but  at  court: 
Experience,  0,  thou  disprov'st  report! 
The  imperious  seas  breed  monsters;  for  the  dish, 
Poor  tributary  riven  as  BWeet  tisli. 
1  am  sick  still  ;   heart-sick  : — Pisanio, 
I  '11  now  taste  of  thy  drug. 

>i.  I  could  not  stir  him  : 

II.    -aid.  he  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate; 
Dishonestly  afflicted,  but  yet  honest. 

Arc.  Thus  did  he  answer  me  :  yet  said,  hereafter 
1  might  know  more. 

Bel  To  the  field,  to  the  field  :— 

We  '11  leave  you  for  this  time  ;  go  in,  and  rest. 
Arc.   We  '11  not  be  long  away. 
Btl.  Pray,  be  not  sick, 

For  you  must  be  our  housewife.  \ 

Imo.  "Well,  or  ill, 

I  am  bound  to  you. 

Bel.  And  so  shalt  be  ever.  [Exit  Imo. 

This  youth,  howe'er  distress'd,  appears,  he  hath 

had 
Good  ancestors. 

Arv.  How  angel-like  he  sings  ! 

Gui.  But  his  neat  cookery !    He  cut  our  roots 
in  characters ; 
And  sauc'd  our  broths,  as  Juno  had  been  sick, 
And  he  her  dieter. 

Arv.  Nobly  he  yokes 

A  smiling  with  a  sigh  :  as  if  the  sigh 
AVas  that  it  was,  for  not  being  such  a  smile  ; 
The  smile  mocking  the  sigh,  that  it  would  fly 
From  so  divine  a  temple,  to  commix 
With  winds  that  sailors  rail  at. 

Gui.  I  do  note, 

That  grief  and  patience,  rooted  in  him  both, 
.Mingle  their  spurs  together. 

Arv.  Grow,  patience  ! 

And  let  the  stinking  elder,  grief,  untwine 
His  perishing  root,  with  the  increasing  vine ! 

Bel.  It  is  great  morning.     Come  ;  away. — Who 
's  there  ? 

Enter  Cloten. 

Clo.  I  cannot  find  those  runagates ;  that  villain 
Hath  mock'd  me: — 1  am  faint. 

Bel.  Those  runagates  ! 

M    ani  he  not  us  ?  I  partly  know  him  ;   'tis 
Cloten,  the  son  o1  the  queen.     I  fear  some  ambush. 

v  him  not  these  many  years,  and  yet 
1    know    'tis    he:— We    are    held    as    outlaws: — 
Hence. 
2G0 
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Gui.  He  is  but  one  :  You  and  my  brother  search 
What  companies  are  near  :  pray  you,  away  ; 
Let  me  alone  with  him.       [Exeunt  Bel.  and  Arv. 

Clo.  Soft !  What  are  you 

That  fly  me  thus  ?  some  villain  mountaineers  ? 
1  have  heard  of  such. — What  slave  art  thou  ? 

Gui.  A  thing 

More  slavish  did  I  ne'er,  than  answering 
"  A  slave"  without  a  knock. 

Clo.  Thou  art  a  robber, 

A  law-breaker,  villain  :  Yield  thee,  thief. 

Gui.  To  who  ?  to  thee  ?  What  art  thou  ?    Have 
not  I 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine  ?  a  heart  as  big  ? 
Thy  words,  I  grant,  are  bigger ;  for  I  wear  not 
My  dagger  in  my  mouth.     Say,  what  thou  art ; 
Why  I  should  yield  to  thee  ? 

Clo.  Thou  villain  base, 

Know'st  me  not  by  my  clothes  ? 

Gui.  No,  nor  thy  tailor,  rascal, 

Who  is  thy  grandfather ;  he  made  those  clothes. 
Which,  as  it  seems,  make  thee. 

Clo.  Thou  precious  varlet, 

My  tailor  made  them  not. 

Gui.  Hence  then,  and  thank 

The  man  that  gave  them  thee.   Thou  art  some  fool ; 
I  am  loath  to  beat  thee. 

Clo.  Thou  injurious  thief 

Hear  but  my  name,  and  tremble. 

Gui.  What 's  thy  name  ? 

Clo.  Cloten,  thou  villain. 

Gui.  Cloten,  thou  double  villain,  be  thy  name, 
I  cannot  tremble  at  it ;  were  't  toad,  or  adder,  spider, 
'T would  move  me  sooner. 

Clo.  To  thy  further  fear, 

Nay,  to  thy  mere  confusion,  thou  shalt  know 
I  'm  son  to  the  queen. 

Gui.  I  'in  sorry  for 't ;  not  seeming 

So  worthy  as  thy  birth. 

Clo.  Art  not  afeard  ? 

Gui.  Those  that  I  reverence,  those  I  fear ;  the 
wise  : 
At  fools  1  laugh,  not  fear  them. 

Clo.  Die  the  death  : 

When  I  have  slain  thee  with  my  proper  hand, 
J  '11  follow  those  that  even  now  fled  hence, 
Ami  on  the  gates  of  Lud's  town  set  your  heads : 
field,  rustic  mouutaincer.  [Exeunt,  Jightinrj. 

Enter  Belarius  and  Arviragus. 

"Bel.  No  company's  abroad. 
/ .■/■.   None  in  the  world:  You  did  mistake  him, 
sure. 
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liri    {  cannot  tell     I  I 

I '.ut  i  nil.-  hath  nothing  blurr'd  tho  i  lim 

\\  ln.li  i  L  ii  li.   w  ore  ,  i  he  matches  in  In 

\  ii  <  I    Inn     I    | ,!'     p.    il   1 1,  I 

"I\mi    1 1  i     Clotcn 

hi  I  li    I  In  <    j.l.irr    \\  r    |.  |'l    I  Lui 

I  u  i  li  in',   In  "i  In  r  mil.   ".....I  i  ime  m  ii  li  him, 

\  "ii     >.i\     1 1.11 

//<  /  Hi  ii |», 

I    in. -.in,   I  .>  iniii,   In-   li.nl    in  .1    . 1 1  •  |  •  i . 
(  M"  r.'.u  im;  i .  1 1 1 .1     ,    for  llm  •  ll'  'I  "I  1 1 1  >  I  '  1 1 1  -  nl 

I  |    oft     I  lie    t'llll     '      '  »l     I'    II  I  I  '"ll.    MI'I',    I  ll\      III  "I  In 

/.'     ■  (  |  i  I  in  i;  i  i     ,   with  ClOTKN'i    //'  "</■ 

Qui     'Tin  |  (  'lul  mi   w  ;i  I  :i   I'.  N  'I  ,    .in  iin|il  \    |»in 

Thero  vi  n    do  monej  mi     nol  I  lorcule  i 
Could  have  knock'd  out  bis  brain  i,  for  he  had  do 
\  1 1  I  imi  doinj  i  he  fool  had  borne 

M\  head,  as  I  do  his. 
/;, /.  What  li.i  t  iIimii  done? 

Qui,  I  :un  perfect,  what:   oui  off  one  Cloten'a 

head, 
Son  (<>  tin-  queen,  after  hia  own  reporl  ; 
Who  oall'd  im'  traitor,  mountaineer;  and  swore, 
With  Ins  nun  single  hand  he'd  take  di  in, 
Displace  our  heads,  where  (thank  tho  gods!)  they 

grow  i 

A  ml  set   them  OS   Lud's  town. 

lul.  \\  e  are  .'ill  und< me. 

(»'///.   Why,  worthy  father,  what  have  we  to  Lose, 
But,  thai  lie  swore,  to  take  our  lives  P    The  law 
Protects  not  us:  Then  why  should  we  be  tender, 
To  Lei  as  arroganl  piece  of  flesh  threat  us; 
Play  judge,  and  executioner,  all  himself; 
For  we  do  fear  the  Law  ?     What  company 
Discover  you  abroad  P 

lul.  No  Bingle  soul 

Can  we  sot  eye  on,  but,  in  all  sate  reason, 
He  must  have  some  attendants.  Though  his  humour 
Was  nothing  but  mutation;  ay,  and  that 
Prom  one  bad  thing  to  worse  ;  not  frenzy,  not 
Absolute  madness  could  so  far  have  rav'd, 
To  bring  him  here  alone :   Although,  perhaps, 
li  may  be  heard  at  court,  that  Buch  as  we 
Cave  here,  hunt  here,  are  outlaws,  and  in  time 
May  make  some  stronger  head:  thewhieh  he  hearing, 
(As  it  is  like  him,)  might  break  out,  and  swear 
He  'd  fetch  ns  in  ;  yet  is  't  not  probable 
To  come  alone,  either  he  so  undertaking, 
Or  they  so  suffering  :  then  on  good  ground  we  fear. 
It'  we  do  fear  this  body  hath  a  tail 
More  perilous  than  the  head. 

Arc.  Let  ordinance 


//.  /  l 

I  I 

I I 

'  ■  \\ 

i.  h  In-  did 
ll  mJ  from  him      I    II  I 

\  id  I.  ii  i 

i  i  y 

/■•  I 

Would,  I'"1 . 

thee  well  . 
/  'Would  1 

So  t  he  •  aloiw  pur -m  'I  rn< 

I  love  I  heo  brol  herlj  ;   but 
'I'll,  mi  nasi  robb'd  mc  of  1 1.  I 

That  possible 

through, 
A  DC  put  us  to  our 

Bel  w.    . 

\\  I     II   hunt    ii. >  in  ITC  t.i-.l.i 

Where  thea  I 

STou  ami  Fidele  plaj  t !■•  I   .. 

Till  hasty  Polydore  return,  and  bring  hii 
To  dinner  presently. 

//•'•.  Poor  sick  I 

I  'II  willingly  to  him  :  To  gain  nil  col 
1  M  lei  a  parish  of  1 1, 

And  praise  myself  \'<>v  charity. 
lul.  (I 

Thou  divine  Nature,  how  thyself  thou  bl 

In  these  two  prineely  I 

As  zephyrs,  blowing  helow  th< 

Not  wagging  his  sweet  head:  and  ye!  as  ro  . 

Their  royal  blood  enehaf'.h  as  the  rud'.-t  ui 

That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pin 

And  make  him  stoop  to  the  \.  '  Ka  wonderful, 

That  an  invisible  in>tinet  should  fram* 

To  royalty  unlearn'd  ;  honour  untaught ; 

Civility  not  seen  from  other;  valour, 

Thai  wildly  grows  in  them,  but  yields  a  c 

As  if  it  had  been  sow'd !     Yet  stil]  it's  .-trance 

What  Cloten's  being  here  to  us  portends 

Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us. 

Re-enter  (inni:i:i    a 

£"'•  Where's  my  brot- 

I  have  sent  Cloten's  elotpoll  down  the  stream. 
In  embassy  to  his  mother;  his  body's  hostage 

[Solemn  m> 


For  bis  return. 


ACT   IV. 


CYMBELI.NI;. 


SCENE  II. 


Bel.  My  ingenious  instrument! 

Hark,  Polydore,  it  sounds!     But  what  occasion 

Hath  CadwaJ  now  to  i^ive  it  motion  !      Hark  ! 

Ghri.  Is  be  at  home ? 

2?<7.  He  went  hence  even  now. 

Out.   What  does  he  moan  ?  since  death  of  my 
dear'sl  mother 
It  did  not  speak  before.     All  solemn  tilings 

ill  answer  solemn  accidents.     The  matter? 
Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  toys, 
Is  jollity  for  apes,  and  grief  for  boys, 
Is  CadwaJ  mad  ? 

Re-enter  Abyiragus,  bearing  Imogen  as  dead,  in 
his  Arms. 

Bel.  Look,  here  he  cornea, 

And  brings  the  dire  occasion  in  his  arms, 
Of  what  we  blame  him  for! 

Arv.  The  bird  is  dead, 

That  we  have  made  so  much  on.     I  had  rather 
Have  skipp'd  from  sixteen  years  of  age  to  sixty, 
To  have  turn'd  my  leaping  time  into  a  crutch, 
Than  have  seen  this. 

Gui.  O  sweetest,  fairest  lily  ! 

My  brother  wears  thee  not  the  one  half  so  well, 
As  when  thou  grew'st  thyself. 

Bel.  O,  melancholy ! 

"Who  ever  yet  could  sound  thy  bottom  ?  find 
The  ooze,  to  show  what  coast  thy  sluggish  crare 
Might  easiliest  harbour  in  ? — Thou  blessed  thing  ! 
Jove  knows  what  man  thou  might' st  have  made  ; 

but  I, 
Thou  diedest,  a  most  rare  boy,  of  melancholy  ! — 
How  found  you  him  ? 

Arv.  Stark,  as  you  see : 

Thus  smiling,  as  some  fly  had  tickled  slumber, 
Not  as  death's  dart,  being  laugh'd  at:    his  right 

cheek 
Reposing  on  a  cushion. 

Gui.  Where  ? 

Arv.  O'  the  floor ; 

His  arms  thus  leagu'd :  I  thought,  he  slept ;  and 

put 
My  clouted  brogues  from  off  my  feet,  whose  rude- 
ness 
Answer' d  my  steps  too  loud. 

Gai.  Why,  he  but  sleeps  : 

If  he  1"'  Lr"ii<\  he'll  make  bis  grave  a  bed; 
With  female  fairies  will  his  tomb  be  haunted, 
And  worms  will  not  come  to  thee. 

I  With  (airesi  dowers, 

Whilst  summer  lasts,  and  I  Ifre  here,  Fidele, 
I  '11  I  grave:  Thou  shalt  not  lack 


The  flower,  that  's  like  thy  face,  pale   primrose ; 

nor 
The  azur'd  hare-bell,  like  thy  veins ;  no,  nor 
The  leaf  of  eglantine,  whom  not  to  slander, 
Out- sweeten 'd     not    thy    breath  :     the    ruddock 

would, 
With  charitable  bill  (O  bill,  sore-shaming 
Those  rich-left  heirs,  that  let  their  fathers  lie 
Without  a  monument !)  bring  thee  all  this ; 
Tea,  and  furr'd  moss  besides,  when   flowers  are 

none, 
To  winter-ground  thy  corse. 

Gui.  Pr'ythee,  have  done ; 

And  do  not  play  in  wench-like  words  with  that 
Which  is  so  serious.     Let  us  bury  him, 
And  not  protract  with  admiration  what 
Is  now  due  debt. — To  the  grave. 

Arv.  Say,  where  shall 's  lay  him  ? 

Gui.  By  good  Euriphile,  our  mother. 

Arv.  Be  't  so  : 

And  let  us,  Polydore,  though  now  our  voices 
Have   got   the   mannish   crack,   sing   him  to  the 

ground, 
As  once  our  mother ;  use  like  note,  and  words, 
Save  that  Euriphile  must  be  Fidele. 

Gui.  Cadwal, 
I  cannot  sing :  I  '11  weep,  and  word  it  with  thee  : 
For  notes  of  sorrow,  out  of  tune,  are  worse 
Than  priests  and  fanes  that  lie. 

Arv.  We  '11  speak  it  then. 

Bel.  Great  griefs,  I  see,  medicine  the  less :  for 
Cloten 
Is  quite  forgot.     He  was  a  queen's  son,  boys  : 
And,  though  he  came  our  enemy,  remember, 
He  was  paid  for  that :    Though  mean  and  mighty, 

rotting 
Together,  have  one  dust ;  yet  reverence, 
(That  angel  of  the  world,)  doth  make  distinction 
Of  place    'tween   high   and   low.      Our    foe    was 

princely  : 
And  though  you  took  his  life,  as  being  our  foe, 
Yet  bury  him  as  a  prince. 

Gui.  Pray  you,  fetch  him  hither. 

Thersites'  body  is  as  good  as  Ajax 
When  neither  are  alive. 

Arv.  If  you  '11  go  fetch  him. 

We  '11  say  our  song  the  whilst. — Brother,  begin. 

{Exit  Bel. 

Gui.  Nay,  Cadwal,  we  must  lay  his  head  to  the 
east ; 
My  father  hath  a  reason  for  't. 

Arv.  'Tis  true. 

Gui.   Come  on  then,  and  remove  him. 
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He-enter  Bi  umii  a,  //•////  the  Body  qj  Cloti  n 
Qui.   We  have  done  our  obsequies:   Come  I 


;i\ 


him   ilow  II. 

Bel.   Here  *s  a  lew  Bowers;  but  ;i  1  >» » 1 1 1  midnight, 
more  : 
Tin*   herbs,  thai    have   on    them  cold  den    o*  the 


night. 


Upon    their 


A  iv   Btrewings   fitt'st   for  grave* 

t';u't's  : — 

You  were  as  flowers,  now  wither'd:  even  so 

These  herb'lets  shall,  which  we  upon  you  Btrow.—      That  we  the  horrider  maj 
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Hath  with   I. 
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Btruok  the  main-to 

Wl.  sbeTe's 

that? 
r    iMi<»  might  have  KillM  I 
Ami    lefl    fchii   bead  on.     II    • 

Piaaai 
I  i  he,  ami  Cloten :  malice  and  Incfi 
Elave  laid  this  woe  b 

naut  ! 
The  drug  b  .  which,  he 

Ami  cordial  t<>  me,  ha  re  ]  rod  it 

Murd'rous  to  the    m-h.>  -s  :     That    c  mtin 
This  is  Pisanio1  .  and  CI  I  I  '  — 

Give  colour  to  my  pale  cheek  with  tl 


Come  on,  awa^  :  apart  upon  our  knees. 

The  ground,  that  gave  them  first,  has  them  again: 

Their  pleasures  here  are  past,  so  is  their  pain. 

[Exeunt  Bel.,  Gui.,  and  Ak\. 
lino.  [Aim  king.']    Xes,  sir,   to  Milford-Haven ; 

Which  is  the  way  ? — 
I  thank  you.     Bj  yon   bush?-    Pray,  how  tar  thi-  : 

tber? 
'Ods  pittikins  ! — can  it  be  six  miles  yet  ? — 
1  have  gone  all  night  : — 'Faith,  1  '11  lie  down  and  ; 


Which  chance  to  find  u-  :    I  K  my  load,  my  lo 

Enter  Lucius,  a  Captain,  and 
s     thsaj  er. 

Cap.  To  them  the  legions  ganiaon'd  in  Gallia, 
After  your  will,  bai 

You  here  at  Milf«»rd- Haven,  with  your  ships: 
They  are  here  in  readin 

Lid'.  But  what  fr'>m  R"ine  ? 

Cap.  The  senate  hath  stirr'd  up  the  confin 
And  gentlemen  of  Italy  j  most  willing  spin*-. 


sleep. 
But,  soft !  no  bedfellow  : — 0,  gods  and  goddesses  !      That  promise  noble  service  :  and  they  come 

\_8eeing  the  Both/.   ;   Under  the  conduct  of  bold  Iachiino, 
These  flowers  are  like  the  pleasures  o(  the  world;     :   Sienna's  brother. 

This  bloody  man,  the  care  on  't. — I  hope,  I  dream;  ';       Luc.  AVhen  expect  you  them? 

For,  so,  I  thought  I  was  a  cave-keeper.  Cap.  AVith  the  next  benetit  o'  the  wind. 

And  cook  to  honest  creatures ;  But  'tis  aoi  so  ;  Liu\  This  forwardness 
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Makes  our  hopes  fair.    Command,  our  present  num- 
bers 
Bemuster'd;  bid  the  captains  look  to 't. — Now,  sir, 

What  haw  you  dream'd,  of  late,  of  this  war's  pur- 
pose P 

Sooth.  Last  night  the  very  gods  show'd  inc   a 
\  is  ion  : 
(I    fast,     and    pray'd,**    for    their     intelligence,) 

Thus  :— 
I  saw  Jove's  bird,  the  Roman  eagle,  wing'd 
From  the  spongy  south  to  this  part  of  the  west, 
There  vanished  in  the  sunbeams  :  which  portends, 
(Unless  my  sins  abuse  my  divination,) 
Success  to  the  Roman  host. 

Luc.  Dream  often  so, 

And  never  false. — Soft,  ho  !  what  trunk  is  here, 
Without  his  top  ?  The  ruin  speaks,  that  sometime 
It  was  8  worthy  building. — How!  a  page  ! — 
Or  dead,  or  sleeping  on  him  ?  But  dead,  rather 
For  nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  bed 
With  the  defunct,  or  sleep  upon  the  dead. — 
Let 's  see  the  boy's  face. 

Cap.  He  is  alive,  my  lord. 

Luc.  He'll  then  instruct  us  of  this  body. — Young 
one, 
Inform  us  of  thy  fortunes ;  for,  it  seems, 
They  crave  to  be  demanded :  "Who  is  this, 
Thou  mak'st  thy  bloody  pillow  ?  Or  who  was  he, 
That,  otherwise  than  noble  nature  did, 
Hath  alter'd  that  good  picture?  Achat's  thy  interest 
In  this  sad  wreck  ?  How  came  it  ?  Who  is  it  ? 
"What  art  thou  ? 

Lmo.  I  am  nothing  :  or  if  not, 

Nothing  to  be  were  better.     This  was  my  master, 
A  very  valiant  Briton,  and  a  good, 
That  here  by  mountaineers  lies  slain : — Alas  ! 
There  are  no  more  such  masters  :  I  may  wander 
From  east  to  Occident,  cry  out  for  service, 
Try  many,  all  good,  serve  truly,  never 
Find  such  another  master. 

Luc.  'Lack,  good  youth  ! 

Thou  niov'st  no  less  with  thy  complaining,  than 
Thy  master  in  bleeding:  Say  his  name,  good  friend. 

///  o.  Richard  du  Champ.58     If  I  do  lie,  and  do 
No  harm  by  it,  though  the  gods  hear,  I  hope 

[Aside. 
They  11  pardon  it.     Say  you,  sir? 

Luc.  Thy  name  ? 

Lmo.  Fidele. 

Luc.  Thou  dosi  approve  thyself  the  very  same: 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  faith;  thy  faith,  thy  name. 
Wilt  take  thy  chance  with  me{  I  will  not  say, 
Thou  shall  be  bo  well  maeter'd  ;  but,  be  sure, 
264 


No  less  belov'd.     The  Roman  emperor's  letters, 
Sent  by  a  consul  to  me,  should  not  sooner 
Than  thine  own  worth  prefer  thee  :   Gk>  with  me. 
Lmo.  I  '11  follow,  sir.     But  first,  an  't  please  the 

gods, 
I  '11  hide  my  master  from  the  flies,  as  deep 
As  these  poor  pickaxes  can  dig :  and  when 
With  wild  wood-leaves  and  weeds  I  have  strew' d  his 

grave, 
And  on  it  said  a  century  of  prayers, 
Such  as  I  can,  twice  o'er,  I  'Jl  weep,  and  sigh ; 
And,  leaving  so  his  service,  follow  you, 
So  please  you  entertain  me. 

Luc.  Ay,  good  youth  ; 

And  rather  father  thee,  than  master  thee. — 
My  friends, 

The  boy  hath  taught  us  manly  duties  :  Let  us 
Find  out  the  prettiest  daisied  plot  we  can, 
And  make  him  with  our  pikes  and  partisans 
A  grave :   Come,  arm  him.59 — Boy,  he  is  preferr'd 
By  thee  to  us  ;  and  he  shall  be  interr'd, 
As  soldiers  can.     Be  cheerful ;  wipe  thine  eyes  : 
Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arise. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— A  Room  in  Cymbeline's  Palace. 

Enter  Ctmbeli^e,  Lords,  and  Pisanio. 

Cym.  Again;  and  bring  me  word,  how  'tis  with 
her. 
A  fever  with  the  absence  of  her  son  ; 
A  madness,  of  which  her  life  's  in  danger : — Hea- 
vens, 
How  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me  !  Imogen, 
The  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone :  my  queen 
Upon  a  desperate  bed ;  and  in  a  time 
When  fearful  wars  point  at  me  ;  her  son  gone, 
So  needful  for  this  present :  It  strikes  me,  past 
The  hope  of  comfort. — But  for  thee,  fellow, 
Who  needs  must  know  of  her  departure,  and 
Dost  seem  so  ignorant,  we  '11  enforce  it  from  thee 
By  a  sharp  torture. 

Pis.  Sir,  my  life  is  yours, 

I  humbly  set  it  at  your  will :  But,  for  my  mistress, 
I  nothing  know  where  she  remains,  why  gone, 
Nor   when    she  purposes   return.     'Beseech  your 

highness, 
Hold  me  your  loyal  servant. 

1st  Lord.  Good,  my  liege, 

The  day  that  she  was  missing,  he  was  here: 
I  dare  be  bound  he  's  true,  and  shall  perform 
All  parts  of  his  subjection  loyally. 
Pot  Cloten, — ■ 
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The  want  ii,  luii  t.»  put  those  powi  n  in  motion, 
Thai  long  to  moi  6. 

( V////.  I  t  hank  j  on  :   Lei    •  wit  hdra 

\  ml  meet  t  he  i  ime,  as  it  hi  \\  <•  fear  not 

W  hat  <;ni  from  I  talj  annoj  oi ;  but 
Wo  grieve  a!  ohanoes  here.      ^.way.  /    cunt. 

/'is.   I  heard  no  Letter  from  mj  master,  sin< 
I  wrote  him,  Imogen  was  slain:  "Tia  Btrai 
Nor  hear  1  from  mj  mistress,  who  did  promise 
To  yield  me  often  tidings;  Neither  knon  I 
What  ia  lut  id  to  Cloten  ;  bu1  remain 
Perplex'd  in  all.     The  heavens  still  must  work  : 
Wherein  I  am  false,  I  am  honest  ;  not  true,  to 

t  rue. 
These  present  wars  shall  find  1  love  my  country, 
Bvon  to  the  note  o'  the  king,60  or   1  '11  fall  in 

them. 
All  other  doubts,  bj  time  let  them  be  elear'd: 
Fortune  brings  in  sour-  boats,  that  are  not  steer' d. 

SCENE  IV.— Before  the  Cave, 

Enter  Br.i.uui  s.  G-utdebitts,  and  Am  n;  lot  9. 

din.  The  uoise  is  round  about  us. 

Eel.  Let  us  from  it. 

Arv.    What    pleasure,    sir,    find    we   iu  life,   to 

lock  it 
From  action  and  adventure  ? 

Gui.  Nay,  what  hope 

Have  we  in  hiding  us  ?  this  way,  the  Romans 
Must  or  for  Britons  slay  us  ;  or  receive  us 
For  barbarous  and  unnatural  revolts 
During  their  use,  and  slay  us  after. 

Bel  Sons. 

We'll  higher  to  the  mountains;  there  secure  us. 
t.  2  if 
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I  \  ill   W8    ' 

I  i  from  a  hi  i 

/;<  /.  !  . 

many  in  th 

I  ( 

him 

Prom  mj  n  mei 

I I  it  Ii  not  di  lerv'd  mj 
Who  find  in  my  exile  I 

The  certainty  of  this  hard  life 
I     have  the  court 

lint  to  be  still  hot  lummer'i  tanling 
The  shrinking  slai 

Ghui.  I 

Better  I  ]<>--     P 

1  and  my  brother  are  not  known  ; 

8     Out  of  thought,  and  I  n, 

Cannot  be  question'd. 

J  li.  this  -un  that 

I'll  thither:  What  tl.  k,  that  I  never 

Did  see  man  d  r  l>">k'd  on 

But  that  of  coward  hares,  hot  goats,   an 

son  ? 
Never  bestrid  a  horse,  save  one,  that  had 
A  rider  like  myself,  who  ore  rowel 

Nor  iron  on  his  heel ':  I  am  asham'd 
To  look  upon  the  holy  sun,  to  have 
The  benefit  o'i  his  bless* d  beams,  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

Gui.  By  heavens.  I  '11  go: 

If  you  will  bless  me,  sir,  and  give  mi 
I  '11  take  the  better  care;  but  if  you  will  n 
The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  me,  by 
The  hands  of  Komai> 

Arc  So  say  I :  Amen. 

Eel.  Xo  reason  I,  siuee  on  your  lives  you  - 
So  slight  a  valuation,  should  reserve 
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CYMBELINE. 


SCENE  I. — II. 


Mj   crack' d  one  to  more   rare.     Have   with  you,  j  Lead,   lead. — The    time    seems  long;    their  blood 

bo\  a ;  thinks  scorn,                                      [Aside. 

If  in  your  country  wars  you  chance  to  die,  Till  it  flv  out,  and  show  them  princes  born. 

That  is  my  bed  too,  lads,  and  there  1  '11  lie :  [Exeunt. 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I.— Afield  hetween  the  British  and 
Roman  Camps. 

Enter  PoSTHTJMTTS,  iriih  a  bloody  Handkerchief. 

Post.  Yea,  bloody  cloth,  I  '11  keep  thee  ;61  for  I 
wish'd 
Thou  should' st   be  coloured  thus.     You   married 

ones, 
If  each  of  you  would  take  this  course,  how  many 
Must  murder  wives  much  better  than  themselves. 
For  wrying  but  a  little  ? — 0,  Pisanio  ! 
Every  good  servant  does  not  all  commands : 
No  bond,  but  to  do  just  ones. — Gods  !  if  you 
Should  have  ta'en  vengeance  on  my  faults,  I  never 
Had  liv'd  to  put  on  this :  so  had  you  saved 
The  noble  Imogen  to  repent ;  and  struck 
Me   wretch,   more   worth   your  vengeance.      But, 

alack, 
You   snatch  some  hence  for  little  faults ;  that  's 

love, 
To  have  them  fall  no  more :  you  some  permit 
To  second  ills  with  ills,  each  elder  wrorse ; 
And  make  them  dread  it  to  the  doer's  thrift. 
But  Imogen  is  your  own  :  Do  your  best  wills, 
And  make  me  bless' d  to    obey  ! — I   am  brought 

hither 
Among  the  Italian  gentry,  and  to  fight 
Against  my  lady's  kingdom  :  'Tis  enough 
That,  Britain,  I  have  kill'd  thy  mistress!  peace  ! 
1  '11    give    no    wound    to    thee.      Therefore,    good 

heavens, 
Bear  patiently  my  purpose:  I  '11  disrobe  me 
Of  these  Italian  weeds,  and  suit  myself 
As  does  a  Briton  peasant :  so  I  '11  fight 
Against  the  part  I  come  with ;  so  I  '11  die 
For  thee,  O  Imogen,  even  for  whom  my  life 
I  .  every  breath,  a  death  :  and  thus,  unknown, 
Pitied  nor  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 
M    self  I  '11  dedicate.     Let  me  make  men  know 
M  »re  valour  in  me,  than  my  habits  show. 
Gods,  pul  the  strength  o'  the  Leonati  in  mel 
I  i  shame  the  guise  o1  the  world,  I  will  begin 
The  fashion,  less  without,  and  more  within.   [Exit. 


SCENE  II.— The  Same. 

Enter  at  one  Side,  Lucius,  Iachimo,  and  the 
Roman  Army ;  at  the  other  Side,  the  British 
Army ;  Leonatus  Posthumus  following  it,  like 
a  poor  Soldier.  They  march  over,  and  go  out. 
Alarums.  Then  enter  again  in  skirmish.  Iacji- 
imo  and  Posthumus  :  he  vanquisheth  and  dis- 
armeth  Iachimo,  and  then  leaves  him. 

lach.  The  heaviness  and  guilt  within  my  bosom 
Takes  off  my  manhood :  I  have  belied  a  lady, 
The  princess  of  this  country,  and  the  air  on  't, 
Kevengingly  enfeebles  me ;  Or  could  this  carl, 
A  very  drudge  of  nature's,  have  subdu'd  me, 
In   my   profession  ?      Knighthoods   and   honours, 

borne, 
As  I  wear  mine,  are  titles  but  of  scorn. 
If  that  thy  gentry,  Britain,  go  before 
This  lout,  as  he  exceeds  our  lords,  the  odds 
Is,  that  we  scarce  are  men,  and  vou  are  gods. 

[Exit. 

The  Battle  continues ;  the  Britons  fly ;  Cymbeline 
is  taken;  then  enter,  to  his  rescue,  Belarius, 
Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  Stand,  stand !     We  have  the  advantage  of 
the  ground  ; 
The  lane  is  guarded :  nothing  routs  us,  but 
The  villany  of  our  fears. 

Qui.  Arv.  Stand,  3tand,  and  fight ! 

Enter  Posthumus,  and  seconds  the  Britons :  They 
rescue  Cymbeline,  and  exeunt.  Then,  enter 
Lucius,  Iachimo,  and  Imogen. 

Luc.  Away,  boy,  from  the  troops,  and  save  thy- 
self: 
For  friends  kill  friends,  and  the  disorder's  such 
As  war  were  hoodwink'd. 

Iach.  'Tis  their  fresh  supplies. 

Luc.  It  is  a  day  turn'd  strangely  :  Or  betimes 
Let's  re-enforce,  or  fly. 

[Exeunt. 
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I.   1 1 1        inotl       !  i  ■  '-I 

/  i  j   (in.'  i   thou  from  wh< 

/•  I  did 

Tl,  i  in  fpom  1 1"-  ili' 

/  i  did, 

\ ,,  u  1 1 1 1.  I.,  to  you     lr    for  all 

Kill    I  lint    I  ho   hi  .11  -III       Til 

(  )f  In  I   w  in  Ml.-,   I  \v  ;irin\    bl 

\ii.l  Imi  i ho  back  i  of  H  i.  mII  llj 

Through  a  sti  ail  lane  ,  i  he  enem)  full-heart*  tl, 
Lolling  <  ho  tongue  u  i<  h  i  Inughtoriug,  hai  in  •  n  oi  k 
\l  i  ire  plenl  iful  i  han  tool    to  do*t,  it  ruck  do 
Some  mortally,  boiuo  glightlj  touch'd,  some  failing 
Merelj    i  hrou  \h    fiBar  ,    I  hal    i  he  st  rail    pa 

damm'd 
With  dead  men,  hurl  behind,  and  cowardi  Living 
To  die  n iili  l(  ngl hon'd  shame. 

Lord,  Where  was  bhii  lane  P 

/'  rf,  Oloae  bj   the  battle,  ditch'd,  and  walFd 

Willi   t  iirf ; 

Which  gave  advantage  to  an  ancienl  soldier, — 

An  honeai  one,  I  warrant*  ;  who  deaerv'd 

Bo  Long  i  breeding,  as  hia  white  beard  came  to, 

In  iloi m L^  this  i'or  his  count  r\  ;      ;ilh\\;irt   the  line, 

He,  with  two  Btriplings,  (lads  more  like  to  run 
The  country  base,88  than  to  commit  Bnch  slaughfe  r  \ 

With  faces  lit  for  masks,  or  rather  fairer 
Thau  those  for  preservation  eaa'd,  or  shame.) 
Made  i^ood  the  passage;  cry'd  to  those  that  fled, 
•■  (>ur  Britain's  harts  die  ll\  ing,  not  our  men  : 
To  darkness  fleet,  souls  thai  fly  backwards!  Stand; 
Or  we  are  Romans,  and  will  give  you  that 
Like  beasts,  which  you  slum  beastly  ■.  and  may  save, 
But  to  look  back  in  Grown:  stand,  stand." — These 

three, 
Three  thousand  confident,  in  act  as  many, 
(For  three  performers  are  the  file,  when  all 
The   rest   do   nothing,)    with   this  word   "  stand, 

stand," 
Accommodated  by  the  place,  more  charming, 
With  their  own  nobleness,  (which  could  have  turn'd 
A  distaff  to  a  lance,)  gilded  pale  looks, 
Part,  shame,  part,  spirit  renew*  d  ;  that  some,  turn'd 

coward 
But  by  example  (O.  a  sin  in  war 
Damn'd  in  the  tirst  beginners !)  'gan  to  look 
The  way  that  they  did,  and  to  grin  like  lions 
Upon  the  pikes  o'  the  hunters.     Then  began 
A  stop  i'  the  chaser,  a  retire  ;  anon, 
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A  nd  \<  :.t    il    for  a  in".  |  i 
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Pi         . '  1 1  1 1 1 .  •  I '. 

/.         Nay, 

/'  '!. 

Who  dares  not  itand  I  i 

it"  ho  'II  d-»,  as   he 
I  know,  he    11  quicklj    • 

You  have  put  me  into  rhj  i 

Is 

[J 

'.  Still  going  ?  -  This  ia  a 

in 

To  be  i'  the  field,  and  ask,  what  w- 
To-day,  how  many  would  hav< 
To  1  tve  i  :vM  tip.  ir  carca 

And  vet  died  toof       I,  in  mine  own  trm'd, 

Could  not  find  death,  where  I  did  hear  him 
N    r   leel    him,   where   ho   struck  :    I; 

monster, 
'Tis  strange,  he  hides  him  in  fresh  c 
v      et  words  :  or  hath  more  ministers  than  l 
That  draw  his  knives  i'  the  war. —  WeD,  1  will  : 

him : 
For  being  now  a  favourer  to  the  Soman, 
No  more  a  Briton,  I  have  resum'd  again 
The  part  I  came  in:    Fight  I  will  no  moi 
But  yield  me  to  the  veriest  hind,  that  shall 
Once  touch  my  shoulder.     G  -  aughter  is 

Here  made  by  the  Roman  :    _  the  answer  be 

Britons  must  take  j   For  me,  my  ransome  's  death  ; 
On  either  side  I  come  to  spend  my  breath  ; 
Which  neither  here  I  Tl  keep,  nor  bear  again, 
But  end  it  by  some  means  for  Imogen. 
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Enter  Two  British  Captains,  and  Soldiers. 

lti  Cap.    Great  Jupiter  be  prais'd  I     Lucius  is 
taken  : 
'Tis  thought,  the  old  man  and  his  sons  were  angels. 
2nd  Cap.  There  was   a  fourth  man,  in  a  silly 

habit,63 
That  gave  the  affront  with  them. 

1st  Gap,  So  'tis  reported  : 

But  none  of  them  can  be  fouud. — Stand!  who  is 

there  ? 
Post.    V  Roman ; 
Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  seconds 
Hail  answer'd  him. 

"2nd  Cap.  Lay  hands  on  him  ;  a  dog! 

A  les:  of  Kome  shall  not  return  to  tell 
What  crows  have  peck'd  them  here  :  lie  brags  his 

service 
As  if  he  were  of  note  :  bring  him  to  the  king. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  attended;  Belaeius,  Gui- 
derius,  Aeyieagus,  Pisanio,  and  Roman  Cap- 
tives. The  Captains  present  Posthumus  to 
Cymbeline,  v:ho  delivers  him  over  to  a  Gaoler  : 
after  which,  all  go  oitt. 

SCENE  IY.—A  Prison. 

Enter  Posthumus  and  Two  Gaolers. 

1st  Gaol.  Tou  shall  not  now  be  stolen,  you  have 
locks  upon  you  ; 
So,  graze,  as  you  find  pasture. 

2?id  Gaol.  Ay,  or  a  stomach. 

[Exeunt  Gaolers. 
Post.  Most  welcome,  bondage  !    for  thou  art  a 
way, 
I  think,  to  liberty  :  Yet  am  1  better 
Than  one  that 's  sick   o'  the  gout :    since  he  had 

rather 
Groan  so  in  perpetuity,  than  be  cur'd 
By  the  sure  physician,  death;  who  is  the  key 
To  unbar  these  locks.     My  conscience !    thou  art 

fetter'd 
More  than  my  -hanks,  and  wrists:  You  good  gods 

give  me 
The  penitent  instrument,  to  pick  that  bolt, 
Then,  free  \''^r  ever!   Js't  enough,  I  am  sorry? 
So  children  temporal  fathers  do  appease; 

's  nrr  more  full  of  mercy.     Must  I  repent? 
I  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  gyi  i 
i '•  -ir'd,  more  than  constrain M  :    to  Batisfy, 

[fofmy  freedom  'tis  the  main  part,  take 
No  stricter  r<  ader  of  me,  than  my  all. 
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I  know,  you  are  more  clement  than  vile  men, 
Who  of  their  broken  debtors  take  a  third, 
A  sixth,  a  tenth,  letting  them  thrive  again 
On  their  abatement ;  that 's  not  my  desire : 
For  Imogen's  dear  life,  take  mine  ;  and  though 
'Tis  not  so  dear,  yet  'tis  a  life  ;  you  coin'd  it : 
'Tween    man    and    man,    they   weigh    not    everv 

stamp  ; 
Though  light,  take  pieces  for  the  figured  sake  : 
You    rather   mine,   being  yours :    And    so,   great 

powers, 
If  you  will  take  this  audit,  take  this  life, 
And  cancel  these  cold  bonds.     O  Imogen  . 
I  '11  speak  to  thee  in  silence. 

[He  sleeps. 

Solemn  Music.  Enter,  as  an  Apparition,  Sici- 
eius  Leo^atus,  Father  to  Posthumus,  an  old 
Man,  attired  like  a  Warrior  ;  leading  in  his  Hand 
an  ancient  Matron,  his  Wife,  and  Mother  to 
Posthumus,  with  Music  before  them.  Then, 
after  other  Music,  follow  the  Two  young  Leonati, 
Brothers  to  Posthumus,  with  Wounds,  as  they 
died  in  the  Wars.  They  circle  Posthumus  round, 
as  he  lies  sleeping. 

Sici.  No  more,  thou  thunder-master,  show 
Thy  spite  on  mortal  flies  : 
With  Mars  fall  out,  with  Juno  chide, 
That  thy  adulteries 

Rates  and  revenges. 
Hath  my  poor  boy  done  aught  but  well, 

Whose  face  I  never  saw  ? 
I  died,  whilst  in  the  womb  he  stay'd 

Attending  Nature's  law. 
Whose  father  then  (as  men  report, 

Thou  orphans'  father  art,) 
Thou  should' st  have  been,  and  shielded  him 
From  this  earth-vexing  smart. 
Moth.  Lucina  lent  not  me  her  aid, 
But  took  me  in  my  throes  ; 
That  from  me  was  Posthumus  ript, 
Came  crying  'mongst  his  foes, 
A  thing  of  pity  ! 
Sid.  Great  nature,  like  his  ancestry, 
Moulded  the  stuff  so  fail-, 
That  he  deserv'd  the  praise  o'  the  world, 
As  great  Sicilius'  heir. 
1st  Pro.  When  once  he  was  mature  for  man, 
In  Britain  where  was  he 
That  could  si  and  up  his  parallel  ; 

Or  fruitful  object  be 
In  eye  of  Imogen,  that  best 
Could  deem  his  dignity  ? 
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11  I iii     'it     i'ii  ( 

in  In  r  his  ill 

Sum  I     I  I  M  .  •  ■  '  i    1 1    Y 

i     \\  l,\  (lid  \  ..ii   nil.  r  I  i'  In' 
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i  mil  In  (  in. 1. 1,  i  in. I  brain 

\\    ll  ll     Mr.   ill.     I  I    j|     ll.Ml 

\ ml  t.i  become  1  \w  '•<■.  K  and  scorn 

I  >'   I  he  <il  li.l"  1    \  ill:ili\ 

2nd  />'■''    Kor  thi  .  rrom   il  il 
( >  1 1 1-  paronl  1,  and  u    1  w  run, 
Thai .  'ii  1. in  •  in  our  oounl 

l-i ,i\ .  K  ,  .niil  w ore  ilain  ; 
( > 1 1  r  r.'.ili  \ .  and  Tenant  i 
\\  ii h  honour  to  main! 
I.v/  /;        I  like  hardimonl   Poa1  humu  1  hat  Ii 
\\>  (  \  mbeline  perform'd  1 
Then  •'  upiter,  1  hou  kin  di, 

\\  hi  I'.i  1  thou  thus  adjourn'd 
The  moN  for  hii  merit  1  due  ; 
Being  all  to  doloura  t  urn'd  \ 
Sici.  Thi  crystal  window  ope;  look  oui  ; 
\    longer  exercise, 
I  *  pon  ■  valiant  race,  1  bj  harsh 
\inl  potenl  injurii 
Modi,  since.  Jupiter,  our  sun  is  good, 

Take  oil*  his  miseries. 
Sici,   Peep  through  thy  marble  mansion  ;  help! 
Or  we  poor  ghosts  "s  ill  crj 
To  the  Bhining  bj  nod  of  the  w 
\    ii nst  thy  deity. 
2nd  />/•<».   Help,  Jupiter;  or  we  appeal! 
Ami  from  thy  justice  fly. 

Jupiteb  descend*  in  Thunder  and  TAghtningl  tit* 
ting  upon  <in  Eagle:  he  throws  a  Thunder-bolt. 
The  Q  hosts  fall  on  their  Knees. 

Jup.  No  more,  you  petty  spirits  of  region  Low, 

Offend  our  hearing;  hush  I —  How  dare  you  ghosts, 
Accuse  the  thunderer,  whoso  bolt  you  know, 

Sky-ulant  oil,  bat  tors  all  rebelling  ooasts  ? 
Voov  sluulows  of  Elysium,  hence  ;  and  rest 

Upon  your  never-withering  banks  of  flowers: 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  opprest ; 

No  care  of  yours  it  is;  you  know,  'tis  ours. 
Whom  best  I  love,  I  cross  ;  to  make  my  gift. 

Tho  more  ololay'il.  delighted.     Be  content] 
Tour  low-laid  son  our  godhead  will  uplift  1 

His  comforts  thrive,  his  trials  well  are  spent. 
Our  Jovial  star  reign'd  at  his  birth,  and  in 

Our  temple  was  he  married. — Rise,  and  fade  ! — 
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V\  ake,  and  find  nothing      But  I 

Many  dream  not  to  find,  neit h< 
And  yet  are  steep'd  in  fa  1  I . 

Thai  have  this  golden  chance,  and  k 
What  fairies  haunt  I  I 

Be  not,  as  is  our  fangl<  !  *   -  ;.  . 

\    bier  than  that  it  COVeTH  :    let  thy  • 
So  follow,  to  be  most  unlike  uur 
As  good  as  promia 

l\'  mm      When  11  i  lion's  whelp  shall,  to  himself  kn 

without   seeking  rind,   and   be  embraced   by  a  piece  •  ' 
sir  ;  ami  when  from  a  stately  oedar  shaD  be  lopped  branches, 
which,  being  dead  many  y-  V  jointed  to 

the  old  Stock,   and  freshly  grow  ;   then  end 

his  miseries,    Britain  be  fortunate,   and  flourish  in  peace  and 

plenty. 

Tis  still  a  dream  ;  or  else  such  stuff  .  .en 

Tongue,  and  brain  not:  either  both,  or  not  hi' 
Or  senseless  speaking,  or  a  speaking  such 
As  sense  cannot  untie.     Be  what  it  is, 
The  action  of  my  life  is  like  it,  which 
I  '11  keep,  it'  but  tor  sympathy. 

Re-enter  Gaolers. 

Gaol.  Come.  sir.  are  you  ready  for  dea* 
Post.  Over-roasted  rather:  ready  long  ag 
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Gaol.  Hanging  is  the  word,  sir  ;  it"  you  bo  ready 
for  that,  you  are  well  cooked. 

Post.  So,  if  J  prove  ■  good  repast  to  the  specta- 
tors, the  dish  pays  the  shot. 

Gaol.  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you,  sir:  But  the 
comfort  m.  yon  shall  be  called  to  no  more  payments, 
tear  no  more  tavern  bills;  which  are  often  the  sad- 
ness of  parting,  as  the  procuring  of  mirth:  you 
come  in  taint  for  waul  of  meat,  depart  reeling  with 
too  much  drink;  sorry  that  you  have  paid  too  much, 
ami  sorry  that  you  are  paid  too  much  ;  purse  and 
brain  both  empty  :  the  brain  the  heavier  for  being 
too  light,  the  purse  too  light,  being  drawn  of  hea- 
viness :  O  !  of  this  contradiction  you  shall  now  be 
quit. — O  the  charity  of  a  penny  cord  !  it  sums  up 
thousands  in  a  trice  :  you  have  no  true  debitor  and 
creditor  but  it;  of  what's  past,  is,  and  to  come, 
the  discharge  : — Your  neck,  sir,  is  pen,  book,  and 
counters;  so  the  acquittance  follows. 

Post.  I  am  merrier  to  die,  than  thou  art  to  live. 

Gaol.  Indeed,  sir,  he  that  sleeps  feels  not  the 
tooth-ache:  But  a  man  that  were  to  sleep  your  sleep, 
and  a  hangman  to  help  him  to  bed,  I  think,  he 
would  change  places  with  his  officer  :  for,  look  you, 
sir,  you  know  not  which  way  you  shall  go. 

Post.  Yes,  indeed,  do  I,  fellow. 

Gaol.  Your  death  has  eyes  in 's  head  then ;  I 
have  not  seen  him  so  pictured:  you  must  either  be 
directed  by  some  that  take  upon  them  to  know; 
or  take  upon  yourself  that,  which  I  am  sure  you  do 
not  know  ;  or  jump  the  after-inquiry  on  your  own 
peril :  and  how  you  shall  speed  in  your  journey's 
end,  I  think  you  '11  never  return  to  tell  one. 

Post.  I  tell  thee,  fellow,  there  are  none  want 
eyes  to  direct  them  the  way  I  am  going,  but  such 
as  wink,  and  will  not  use  them. 

Gad.  What  an  infinite  mock  is  this,  that  a  man 
should  have  the  best  use  of  eyes,  to  see  the  way 
of  blindness!  I  am  sure,  hanging's  the  way  of 
winking. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Knock  off  his  manacles ;  bring  your  pri- 
soner  to  the  king. 

Post.  Thou  hringest  good  news  ; — I  am  called  to 
be  made  \'\'ae. 

Gaol.   I  'II  be  hanged  then. 

fust.  Thou   shalt   be   then   freer  than  a  gaoler; 

no  holts  for  the  dead.         [Krrunt  Post,  and  INless. 

'■    '   nlesa  :i  man  would  marry  a  gallows,  and 

begel  young  gibbets,  I   never  saw  one  so  prone.66 
let,  "u  my  conscience,  then-   are  verier  knaves 
desire  to  live,  for  all  he  !><■  a   Roman]  and  there 
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be  some  of  them  too,  that  die  against  their  wills ; 
so  should  T,  if  I  were  one.  I  would  we  were  all 
of  one  mind,  and  one  mind  good  ;  O,  there  were 
desolation  of  gaolers,  and  gallowses!  I  speak  against 
my  present  profit ;  but  my  wish  hath  a  preferment 
in 't.  [Exeunt. 

SCENU  V.— Cymbeline's  Tent. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Belarius,  Guiuerivs,  A  w- 
viragus,  Pisanio,  Lords,  Officers,  and  Atten- 
dants. 

Cym.  Stand  by  my  side,  you  whom  the  gods  have 
made 
Preservers  of  my  throne.     Woe  is  my  heart, 
That  the  poor  soldier,  that  so  richly  fought, 
"Whose    rags    sham'd    gilded   arms,  whose    naked 

breast 
Stepp'd  before  targe  of  proof,  cannot  be  found  : 
He  shall  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 
Our  grace  can  make  him  so. 

Bel.  I  never  saw 

Such  noble  fury  in  so  poor  a  thing ; 
Such  precious  deeds  in  one  that  promis'd  nought 
But  beggary  and  poor  looks. 

Cym.  No  tidings  of  him  ? 

Pis.  He  hath  been  search'd  among  the  dead  and 
living, 
But  no  trace  of  him. 

Cym*  To  my  grief,  I  am 

The  heir  of  his  reward  ;  which  I  will  add 
To  you,  the  liver,  heart,  and  brain  of  Britain, 

\_To  Bel.,  Guid.,  and  xVrv. 
By  whom,  I  grant,  she  lives :  'Tis  now  the  time 
To  ask  of  whence  you  are  : — report  it. 

Bel.  Sir, 

In  Cambria  are  we  born,  and  gentlemen  : 
Further  to  boast,  were  neither  true  nor  modest, 
Unless  I  add,  we  are  honest. 

Cym.  Bow  your  knees  : 

Arise,  my  knights  o'  the  battle ;  I  create  you 
Companions  to  our  person,  and  will  fit  you 
With  dignities  becoming  your  estates. 

Enter  Cornelius,  and  Ladies. 

There's  business  in  these  faces  : — Why  so  Badly 
Greet  you  our  victory  ?  you  look  like  Romans, 
And  not  o'  the  court  of  Britain. 

Cor.  Hail,  great  king ! 

To  sour  your  happiness,  1  must  report 
The  queeO   is  dead. 

Cym.  Whom  worse  than  a  physician 

Would  this  report  become  ?  But  I  consider, 
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B  .i  that  her  flight  prevented  it,  she  bad 
r  i.ii  off  I'n  poison. 

(    ///.  ( )  dqosI  delicate  Bond  ! 

Who  is  t  can  read  ■  woman  I      [s  th<  n   m< 

I     .   More.  Mr,  and  worse.     She  did  confess,  she 
bad 
Por  you  ■  mortal  mineral ;  winch,  being  took, 
Should  bj  the  minute  feed  »>n  life,  and,  Ling'ring, 
I i %  inches  waste  you:   In  which  time  Bhepurpot 
r>\  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  kissing,  to 
O'ercome  you  with  ber  show  ;  yes,  and  in  time, 
(When  she  bad  fitted  you  with  ber  craft,)  to  work 
Her  son  into  the  adoption  of  the  crown. 
Bui  failing  of  her  end  bj  Ins  Btrange  absenc 
(J row  Bhameless-desperate ;  open'd,  in  despite 
Of  heaven  and  men,  her  purposes;  repented 
The  evils  she  hatoh'd  wen'  uol  effected;  so, 
Despairing,  died. 

i/i.  Hoard  you  all  this,  her  women? 

Lady.  We  did  so,  please  your  highm 

Ci/m.  Mine  e\  i  - 

Were  not  in  fault,  for  she  was  beautiful; 
Mine  ears,  that  heard  her  flattery  ;   nor  my  heart) 
That  thought  her  like  her  seeming  ;  it   had  been 

vicious. 
To  have  mistrusted  her:  yet,  0  my  daughter! 
That  it  was  folly  in  me,  thou  may'st  say. 
And  prove  it  in  thy  feeling.      Heaven  mend  all  ! 

Enter  Lucius,  TjLOHIMO,  the  Soothsayer,  and  other 
Roman  prisoners,  guarded;   PoSTHUMUS  behind, 

and  Imogen. 
Thou  com'st  not,  Cams,  now  for  tribute  :   that 
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Cannol  deny  ;  be  bath  don 

I  iugh  he  have  serr'd  a  B 
A  ml  spare  uo  blood 

I  , ,//.  I  inly  seen  bri 

II  is  favour  LB  familiar  to  m.\ — 

Boy,  thou  hast  look'd  thyself  into 

And  art    mine  own.  —  I    1.  4  why, 

for 
To  say,  lire,  boy:  ne'er  thank  thy  master;  Li 
And  ask  of  Oymbeline  whal  b  u  wilt, 

Pitting  my  bounty,  and  I  I  t ; 

though  thou  do  demand 
The  noblest  ta'en. 

Inio.  1  humbly  thank  your  h:_ 

Luc.  I  do  not  bid  th  good  b 

And  yet,  1  know,  thou  wilt. 

Imo.  N    .  no:   all 

There's  other  work  in  hand;    I   ■      ■  I 
Bitter  to  me  as  death  :  your  life,  good  D 
Must  shuffle  for  itself 

Lu-c.  The  boy  disdains  me, 

lie  lea\>  -  -corns  me  :   Briefly  die  their  j      B, 

That  place  them  on  the  truth  of  girls  and  bovs. — 
Why  stands  he  bo  perplei'd  r 

Ci/m.  What  would'st  thou,  \ 

I  love  thee  more  and  more  ;  think  more  and  moro 
What  's  best  to  ask.     Know'st  him  thou  loo 

en  :  spea 
Wilt  have  him  live  r     Is  he  thy  kin  r  thy  frien 
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Imo.  He  is  a  Roman  ;  no  more  kin  to  me, 
Than  I  to  your  highness  ;    who,  being  born  your 

vassal. 
Am  something  nearer. 

//.  Wherefore  ey'st  him  so? 

Imo.  I  '11  tell  you,  sir,  in  private,  if  you  please 
To  giye  me  hearing. 

Cym.  Ay.  with  all  my  heart, 

And  Lend  my  best  attention.     "What's  thy  name? 
Imo.  Fidele,  sir. 

Cym.  Thou  art  my  good  youth,  my  page ; 

I  '11  be  thy  mast  it  :    Walk  with  me  ;  speak  freely. 
[Cym.  and  Imo.  converse  apart. 
Bel.  Is  not  this  boy  roviv'd  from  death  ? 
Arc.  One  sand  another 

Not  more  resembles  :  That  sweet  rosy  lad, 
Who  died,  and  was  Fidele  : — What  think  you  ? 
Gui.  The  same  dead  thing  alive. 
Be  1.  Peace,  peace  !  see  further  ;  he  eyes  us  not ; 
forbear  ; 
Creatures  may  be  alike :  were  't  he,  I  am  sure 
He  would  have  spoke  to  us. 

Gi'i.  But  we  saw  him  dead. 

Bel.  Be  silent ;  let 's  see  further. 
Bis.  It  is  my  mistress  : 

\_Aside. 
Since  she  is  living,  let  the  time  run  on, 
To  good,  or  bad. 

[Cym.  and  Imo.  come  forward. 
Cym.  Come,  stand  thou  by  our  side  ; 

Make  thy  demand  aloud.  —  Sir,  \To  Iach.]  step 

you  forth  ; 
Give  answer  to  this  boy,  and  do  it  freely ; 
Or,  by  our  greatness,  and  the  grace  of  it, 
"Which  is  our  honour,  bitter  torture  shall 
Winnow  the  truth  from  falsehood. — On,  speak  to 
him. 
Imo.  My  boon  is,  that  this  gentleman  may  ren- 
der 
Of  whom  he  had  this  ring. 

Pott,  What 's  that  to  him.  [Aside. 

Cym.  That  diamond  upon  your  finger,  say, 
How  came  it  yours  ? 

Iach.  Thou  'It   torture    me   to    leave    unspoken 
that 
Which,  to  be  spoke,  would  torture  thee. 

(,!l"i>  How!  me? 

/     h.  T  am  glad  to  be  constrain'd  to  utter  that 
which 
Torments  me  to  conceal.     By  villanv 
1  ^ot  this  ring  ;  'twas  Leonatus'  jewel : 
Whom  thou  didst  banish;  and   (which  more  may 
grieve  the 
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As  it  doth  me,)  a  nobler  sir  ne'er  liv'd 
'Twixt  sky  and  ground.     "Wilt  thou  hear  more,  my 
lord? 
Cym.  All  that  belongs  to  this. 
Iach.  That  paragon,  thy  daughter, — 

For  whom  my  heart   drops  blood,   and  my   false 

spirits 
Quail  to  remember, — Give  me  leave ;  I  faint. 

Cym.  My  daughter  !  what  of  her  ?     Kenew  thy 
strength : 
I  had  rather  thou  should'st  live  while  nature  will, 
Than  die  ere  I  hear  more  :  strive  man,  and  speak. 

Iach.  Upon  a  time,  (unhappy  was  the  clock 
That  struck  the  hour!)  it  was  in  Rome,  (accurs'd 
The  mansion  where  !)  'twas  at  a  feast,  (O,  'would 
Our  viands  had  been  poison' d  !  or,  at  least, 
Those  which  I  heav'd  to  head!)  the  good  Posthu- 

mus, 
(What  should  I  say  ?  he  was  too  good  to  be 
Where  ill  men  were  ;  and  was  the  best  of  all 
Among' st  the  rar'st  of  good  ones,)  sitting  sadly, 
Hearing  us  praise  our  loves  of  Italy 
For  beauty  that  made  barren  the  swell' d  boast 
Of  him  that  best  could  speak  :  for  feature,  laming 
The  shrine  of  Yenus,  or  straight-pight  Minerva 
Postures  beyond  brief  nature  :  for  condition, 
A  shop  of  all  the  qualities  that  man 
Loves  woman  for ;  besides,  that  hook  of  wiving, 

Fairness  which  strikes  the  eye : 

Cym.  I  stand  on  fire  : 

Come  to  the  matter. 

Iach.  All  too  soon  I  shall, 

Unless  thou  would' st  grieve  quickly. — This  Posthu- 

mus, 
(Most  like  a  noble  lord  in  love,  and  one 
That  had  a  royal  lover,)  took  his  hint ; 
And,  not  dispraising  whom  we  prais'd  (therein 
He  was  as  calm  as  virtue)  he  began 
His  mistress'  picture  ;   which  by  his  tongue  being 

made, 
And  then  a  mind  put  in  't,  either  our  brags 
Were  crack'd  of  kitchen  trulls,  or  his  description 
Prov'd  us  unspeaking  sots. 

Cym.  Nay,  nay,  to  the  purpose. 

Iach.  Tour  daughter's  chastity — there  it  begins. 
He  spake  of  her  as  Dian  had  hot  dreams, 
And  she  alone  were  cold  :  Whereat,  I,  wretch  ! 
Made  scruple  of  his  praise  ;  and  wager' d  with  him 
Pieces  of  gold,  'gainst  this  which  then  he  wore 
Upon  his  honour' d  finger,  to  attain 
In  suit  the  place  of  his  bed,  and  win  this  ring 
By  hers  and  mine  adultery  :  he,  true  knight, 
No  lesser  of  her  honour  confident 
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( >f  secret  on  her  pen  ou,  1  liat  be  could  not 
But  think  her  bond  of  ohastitj  quite  crack'd, 
I  having  ta'en  the  forfeit.     Whoreupon,— 
Methink  %  I  lee  him  n.'w  ,  — 

Pott.  \\ ,  so  1  hou  1 

'     ning  forward. 
Italian  fiend!      Lb  me,  most  credulous  fool, 

gious  murderer,  thief,  ;m\  thing 
That  's  due  to  all  t lu*  villains  past,  in  !>«-inur, 
To  come  !     0,  give  me  cord,  or  knife,  or  poison, 
Some  upright  juaticer  I   Thou,  king,  Bend  out 
For  torturers  ingenious:  it  is  L 
'That  all  the  abhorred  things  o'  the  earth  amend, 
In  being  worse  than  they.     I  am  Poathumu 
That  kill'd  thy  daughter]    -villain-like,  1  lie  ; 
That  caus'd  a  Lesser  villain  than  myself 
A  sacrilegious  thief,  to  do't  1  —the  temple 
Of  virtue  was  Bhe  ;  yea,  and  she  herself. 
Spit,  and  throw  stones,  cast  mire  upon  me,  Bel 
The  dogs  0'  the  street  to  hay  me  1  every  villain 
Be  call'd,  Posthumus  Leonatus;  and 
Be  villanj  Leas  than  'twas!— 0  Imogen  I 
My  queen,  my  life,  my  wife  !  0  [mogen  ! 
[mogen,  [mogen  I 

Imo.  Peace,  my  lord  ;  hear,  hear — 

Post.  Shall  'a  have  a  play  of  this  ?  Thou  scornful 
page, 
There  lie  thy  part.  [Striking  her:  she  falls.  ) 

Pis.  O,  gentlemen,  help,  help 

M  ine,  and  your  mistress  : — 0,  my  lord  Posthumus  !  ; 
Vou  ne'er  kill". I  [mogen  till  now: — Help,  help! — 
Mine  honour' d  lady  ' 

Cyst,  Does  the  world  go  round  ? 

Post.  How  come  these  staggers  on  me 
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All  offices  of  nature  should  again 
Do  their  due  functions.     I 

Imo.  Most  like  I  di  1 1. 

Bi  I. 
There  w  errori 

' "'i-  is  is  sure,  FideJ 

Into.    Why  did  you  throw  your  wedded  Is 
I  ? 
Think,  that  you  are  upon  I  .   and  D 

Throw  me  again.  ,-  /,/„?. 

Pott.  Hang  there  like  fruit,       .    - 

Till  the  tree  dii 

si.  How  now,  my  flesh,  my  child  ? 

What,  mak'st  thou  me  a  dullard  in  t:. 
Wilt  thou  not  speak  to  mi 

/■to.  \       . 

Bel.  Though  you  did  love  this  youth,  I  blai. 
ii'  ' 
You  had  a  motive  tor  "t.  G  \ry. 

Gym.  Mj  tears,  that  tall, 

Prove  holy  water  on  thee  !    I ...   gen, 
Thy  mother's  dead. 

Imo.  I  am  sorry  for  ':,  my  lord. 
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Cym.  O,  she  was  naught;    and  'long  of  licr   it 
was, 
That  we  meet  here  so  strangely  :    But  her  son 

Is  gone,  we  know  not  how,  nor  whore. 
Pit.  My  lord, 

i  Pear  is  from  me,  V  II  speak  troth.  Lord  Cloten, 
Upon  my  lady's  missing,  came  to  me 

With  his  sword  drawn;  foam'd  at  the  mouth,  and 

swore, 

If  I  discover'd  not  which  way  she  was  gone, 

It  was  my  instant  death:   By  accident, 

1  had  a  feigned  letter  of  my  master's 

Then  in  my  pocket  ;  which  directed  him 

To  seek  her  on  the  mountains  near  to  Milford  ; 

AVhere,  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  master's  garments, 

Which  he  infore'd  from  me,  away  he  posts 

With  unchaste  purpose,  and  with  oath  to  violate 

My  lady's  honour:  what  became  of  him, 

I  further  know  not. 

Gui.  Let  me  end  the  story : 

I  slew  him  there. 

Cym.  Marry,  the  gods  forfend  ! 

I  would  not  thy  good  deeds  should  from  my  lips 

Pluck  a  hard  sentence  :  pr'ythee,  valiant  youth, 

Deny  't  again. 

Gui.  I  have  spoke  it,  and  I  did  it. 

Cym.  He  was  a  prince. 

Gui.  A  most  uncivil  one  :    The  wrongs  he  did 

me 

AVere  nothing  prince-like  ;  for  he  did  provoke  me 

With  language  that  would  make  me  spurn  the  sea, 

If  it  could  so  roar  to  me  :  I  cut  off's  head ; 

And  am  right  glad,  he  is  not  standing  here 

To  tell  this  tale  of  mine. 

Cym.  I  am  sorry  for  thee : 

By  thine  own   tongue    thou    art   condemn'd,  and 

must 

Endure  our  law  :  Thou  art  dead. 

Imo.  That  headless  man 

I  thought  had  been  my  lord. 

Cym.  Bind  the  offender, 

And  take  him  from  our  presence. 

Bel.  Stay,  sir  king  : 

This  man  is  better  than  the  man  he  slew, 

Aj  well  descended  as  thyself;  and  hath 

.More  of  thee  merited,  than  a  band  of  Clotens 

Had  ever  scar  for. — Let  his  arms  alone  ; 

\To  the  Guard. 

They  were  not  born  for  bondage. 

Cym.  Why,  old  soldier, 

Wilt  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for, 

By  tasting  of  our  wrath  ?    How  of  descent 

A  s  <rood  as  we  ? 
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Ari\  In  that  he  spake  too  far. 

Cym.   And  then  shalt  die  for't. 
Bel.  We  will  die  all  three  : 

But  I  will  prove,  that  two  of  us  are  as  good 
As  I  have  given  out  him. — My  sons,  I  must, 
For  mine  own  part,  unfold  a  dangerous  speech, 
Though,  haply,  well  for  you. 

Arv.  Your  danger  is 

Ours. 

Gui.  And  our  good  his. 
Bel.  Have  at  it  then. — 

By  leave; — Thou  hadst,  great  king,  a  subject,  who 
Was  call'd  Belarius. 

Cym.  What  of  him  ?  he  is 

A  banish' d  traitor. 

Bel.  He  it  is,  that  hath 

Assum'd  this  age :  indeed,  a  banish' d  man ; 
I  know  not  how,  a  traitor. 

Cym.  Take  him  hence ; 

The  whole  world  shall  not  save  him. 

Bel.  Not  too  hot : 

First  pay  me  for  the  nursing  of  thy  sons ; 
And  let  it  be  confiscate  all,  so  soon 
As  I  have  receiv'd  it. 

Cym.  Nursing  of  my  sons  ? 

Bel.  I  am  too  blunt,   and  saucv :    Here 's  my 
knee  ; 
Ere  I  arise,  I  will  prefer  my  sons ; 
Then,  spare  not  the  old  father.     Mighty  sir, 
These  two  young  gentlemen,  that  call  me  father, 
And  think  they  are  my  sons,  are  none  of  mine ; 
They  are  the  issue  of  your  loins,  my  liege, 
And  blood  of  your  begetting. 

Cym.  How  !  my  issue  ? 

Bel.  So  sure  as  you  your  father's.   I,  old  Morgan, 
Am  that  Belarius  whom  you  sometime  banish'd : 
Your  pleasure  was  my  mere  offence,  my  punish- 
ment 
Itself,  and  all  my  treason ;  that  I  suffer' d, 
Was  all  the  harm  I  did.     These  gentle  princes 
(For  such,  and  so  they  are,)  these  twenty  years 
Have  I  train' d  up :  those  arts  they  have,  as  I 
Could  put  into  them ;  my  breeding  was,  sir,  as 
Your  highness  knows.     Their  nurse,  Euriphile, 
Whom  for  the  theft  I  wedded,  stole  these  children 
Upon  my  banishment :   I  mov'd  her  to  't ; 
Having  receiv'd  the  punishment  before, 
For  that  which  I  did  then :  Beaten  for  loyalty 
Excited  me  to  treason :  Their  dear  loss, 
The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  shap'd 
Unto  my  end  of  stealing  them.     But,  gracious,  sir, 
Here  are  your  sons  again  ;  and  I  must  lose 
Two  of  tin;  sweet'st  companions  in  the  world : — 
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' 


Tin-   hi  nriiii'l  ion  ..!'  I  In  ii  i 

!  '.ill  oil   1 1"  ii    I"  •"!  I  Ul  I  •'    I  '■' 

' 1 1 .  1 1 1 1 1  ■,  I . .  ivon  witb    i 

( ',r  I  hou 

The  ion  ice,  1 hal  j  ou  i  Iw  i   bav<  dou 
Unlike  i  baa  i  In    • |"">  •  Ifl  •  "•>  childn 

I  f  i  in   .   In   i  In  \ ,  I  kiinw  ii"!  bow  i 
\  pair  of  \\  orl  liiui 

/;,  /  I '.    |  i  while 

Thii  gent  l<  in:iii,  u  liom  I  coll  I'olj  don 
\l ..  ,1  vvortln  prince,  .1    yours,  i    tru<    Unidui 

Tin  1  "I'll  I.  in. 111,  Ul)    <  ';nl\\;il,     \ 

\  our  j  ounger  princolj    on  j  I  Lapp'd 

I  n  a  most  in 1  ■  1 1 1 : 1 1 1 1  le,  «  rough!  h\  1 1"   baud 

( )t'  hit  queen  mo!  Iier,  w  hich,  for  a  >bal  ion, 

I     .  .Ill    Willi    i:i  -i'    J « I  i  nil, 

( '/////.  ( i  mil. nil  1  bad 

I '  pon  bin  link  n  nuilr,  urn      1  ar  , 

I I  w  M  1  mark  of  wondi  c 

Bel  This  ii  be; 

Wlm  hath  upon  bim  stil]  thai  natural  stamp 
Ii  was  wise  nature's  end  in  the  donation, 
To  be  bit  w  idence  now . 

Ci/m.  i  \  \\  hat  am  1 

\  mother  to  the  birth  of  three!     Ne'er  mother 
Rejoic'd  deliverance  more:  — Bless'd  maj  you  be, 
Thai,  after  this  Btrange  starting  from  your  orbs, 
\  mi  1 1 1 ; i \  reign  in  them  now  !     ()  [mogoii| 
Thou  hast  lost  bj  this  a  kingdom. 

////o.  No,  my  lord  ; 

1  have  got  two  worlds  by 't.-  Omj  gentle  brotl 
Save  \\  1'  thus  met  P     0  never  Bay  hereafter, 
But  1  am  truest  speaker:  you  call'd  me  brother, 
When  1  was  but  your  Bister;  I  you  brothers, 
When  you  were  so  indeed. 

I    st.  Dili  you  e'er  meet  F 

.Ire.    Ay.  ni\   good  lord. 

('i/i.  And  at  first  meeting  lov'd : 

Continued  bo,  until  we  thought  he  died. 
Cor.  By  the  queen's  dram  she  Bwallow'd. 

Cym.  O  rare  instinct ! 

When  shall  1  hoar  all  through  ?    This  tierce  ahridff- 

ment 
Hath  to  it  circumstantial  branches,  which 
Distinction  should  he  rich  in. — Where  ?   how  bVd 

von  ? 
And  when  came  you  to  serve  our  Roman  captive  : 
How  parted  with  your  brothers?    how  first  met 

them  ? 
Why  tied  you  from  the  court  ?  and  whither?  These, 
And  your  throe  motives  to  the  battle,  with 
I  know  not  how  much  more,  should  be  demanded ; 
And  all  the  other  by-dependencies. 
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I   will  n  «  t   d 

I  1 1  ipp 

I      /    The  forlorn  sol 
I  [e  would  I 
The  thanking!  of  s  kin 

/'  I  -ir, 

The  soldier  that  did  compa 

In  poor  beseeming  ;  '1 

The  purj  oai    l  then  follow  'd  .1.1 

Speak,  [achimo  ;  I  bad  yon  do 

Save  made  you  finish. 

/  ..-//.  I  .in  : 

Hut  now  my  beavj 

\  a  then  vour  force  did.      I  it  life.  'I 

you, 
Which  1  bo  often  owe  i  but,  your  riu 
And  here  the  bracelet  of  the  truest  princess, 
That  ever  swore  her  faith. 
Post.  Kneel  not  to  n 

The  power  that  1  have  on  you,  U  I  u  ; 

The  malice  towards  you,  to  forgive  you  :  Live, 

And  deal  with  others  bettor. 

Gym.  Nobly  doom'd : 

We   11  learn  our  treeness  of  a  son-in-law  ; 
Pardon  's  the  word  to  all. 

Arv.  You.  holp 

Aa  you  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  broth 
Joy'd  are  we,  that  you  are. 

Post.  Your  servant,  princes. — Good  my  lord  of 

Koine, 

Call  forth  your  soothsayer  :   As  I  slept,  methought, 

Great  Jupiter,  upon  his  eagle  back, 

Appear' d  to  me,  with  other  spritely  she    1 

Of  mine  own  kindred  :  wheu  I  wak'd,  I  found 

This  label  011  my  bosom ;  whose  containing 

of 
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At    [    V. 


CYMBELINE. 


SCENE  Y. 


[a  bo  from  sense  in  hardness,  that  I  can 

Make  no  collection  of  it;  Lei  him  show 
Jli>  skill  in  the  construction. 

Luc.  Philarmonus, 

Sooth.   Here,  my  good  lord. 

Luc.  Read,  and  declare  the  meaning. 

Sooth.   \_Rcaih.~]   When  as  a  lion's  whelp  shall,  to  him- 
self unknown,   without   seeking  find,   and   be   embraced   by  a 
piece  of  tender  sir ;  and  when  from  a  stately  cedar  shall  be 
lopped  branches,   which,   being  dead   many    years   shall   after 
n\i\>\  be  jointed  to  the  old  stock,  and  freshly  grow;  then 
shall   Posthumns  end  his  miseries,  Britain  be  fortunate,   and 
flourish  in  peace  and  plenty. 
Thou,  Lconatus,  art  the  lion's  whelp  ; 
The  lit  and  apt  construction  of  thy  name, 
Being  Leo-natus,  doth,  import  so  much  : 
The  piece  of  tender  air,  thy  virtuous  daughter, 

[To  Cym. 
Which  we  call  mollis  aer;  and  mollis  acr 
We  term  it  mulicr:  which  mxdicr  I  divine, 
Is  this  most  constant  wife  ;  who,  even  now, 
Answering  the  letter  of  the  oracle, 
Unknown  to  you,  unsought,  were  clipp'd  about 
With  this  most  tender  air. 

Cym.  This  hath  some  seeming. 

Sooth.  The  lofty  cedar,  royal  Cymbeline, 
Personates  thee  :  and  thy  lopp'd  branches  point 
Thy  two  sons  forth  :  who,  by  Belarius  stolen, 
Tor  many  years  thought  dead,  are  now  reviv'd, 
To  the  majestic  cedar  join'd  ;  whose  issue 
Promises  Britain  peace  and  plenty. 


Gym.  Well, 

My  peace  we  will  begin  : — And,  Cams  Lucius, 
Although  the  victor,  we  submit  to  Caesar, 
And  to  the  Roman  empire  ;  promising 
To  pay  our  wonted  tribute,  from  the  which 
We  were  dissuaded  by  our  wicked  queen  ; 
Whom  heavens,  in  justice,  (both  on  her,  and  hers.) 
Have  laid  most  heavy  hand. 

Sooth.  The  fingers  of  the  powers  above  do  tune 
The  harmony  of  this  peace.     The  vision 
Which  I  made  known  to  Lucius,  ere  the  stroke 
Of  this  yet  scarce- cold  battle,  at  this  instant 
Is  full  accomplish'd  :  For  the  Roman  eagle, 
From  south  to  west  on  wing  soaring  aloft, 
Lessen 'd  herself,  and  in  the  beams  o'  the  sun 
So  vanish' d  :  which  foreshow' d  our  princely  eagle, 
The  imperial  Caesar,  should  again  unite 
His  favour  with  the  radiant  Cymbeline, 
Which  shines  here  in  the  west. 

Cym.  Laud  we  the  gods  ; 

And  let  our  crooked  smokes  climb  to  their  nostrils 
From  our  bless'd  altars  !  Publish  we  this  peace 
To  all  our  subjects.     Set  we  forward :  Let 
A  Roman  and  a  British  ensign  wave 
Friendly  together  :  so  through  Lud's  town  march  : 
And  in  the  temple  of  great  Jupiter 
Our  peace  we  '11  ratify  ;  seal  it  with  feasts. — 
Set  on  there  : — Never  was  a  war  did  cease, 
Ere  bloody  hands  were  wash'd,  with  such  a  peace. 

I  Exeunt. 
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)      it  do   HOl    no  ,  t  it  limn  ,   but 

\  ■•.  1/   tin    !, 

■.  th,  L  in 
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tin  lint,  IiIm    oiii   i  mil  i  ii 

th.  tempei  of  ilw  iv 1 1 1 i-      Mi   Tyrwl  >uld 

0  1 1 1 1 1    1 1 1 1  ■   A    I  1 1  1 1 ,  I     \\  <  '  II  I    lv  1 1 1   ■    ,    1 1 U  ul) 

•'    /  </.»  ,.it<  nil  him,  .sir,  within  h 

M  \  prai  e,  b<  « i  lhan,  oi  « ithin,  bii 

its. 

I  ml  snir  up  mi/  <  nib/iiit  nit  lit ' *   1 1  "in  n 

\\  ith  Umde  <>j 'death  ! 

To  mi  npi  i^  itrictl]  to  dote  up  with  burning,  end 

mej  ben  nit  .in  to  .soliirr  up  iii  a  lead  ooffin  j  some  of 
tin-  oommentators  air,  bow<  \<  i.  of  opinion  that  it  morel] 
meant  to  clot*  up  in  grave  clothes,  or  otherwise. 

* ()  disloyal  thing, 

That  thouUTet  repair  my  youth  :  thou  heap 

l  ■    on  me  .' 

This  passage  i-^  probably  oorropt]  tor  Cymbeline  to 
that  his  daughter's  conduct  had  made  him  • 
one  year  older  would  be  ludicrous.    Sir  T.  Hanmer 

reads  : — 

Thou  heapest  many 
\  j  on  me  ! 

And  Dr.  Johnson  alters  the  last  line  thus: — 
\  ears,  ages  on  me. 

5  And  did  avoid  a  puttoek. 

A  puttoek  is  a  mean  degenerate  species  of  hawk,  too 
Worthless  to  deserve  training. 

6  Out  of  your  best  advice. 
Out  of  your  reflection  or  consideration. 

7 "Tivere  a  paper  lost 
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n  ■  ynmtmp 
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I 
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I  >l  .    \\ '.i:  bUJ 

therein  I 

•    / 

That  is,  to  le. 

I  p 

In  whal 

who  can  number  th«  of  the  sc  -^bt 

lead  — 

■  ii  th'  mnamtx  r " « 1  ;» 

with  more  propriety.     Twinn'd  stones,  s  >on, 

1  do  not  understand,  but  twinn'd 

very  eommon.  -  on   the  .-••  are  «o 

much  of  the   same    si/.e   and  .t   twinned   may 

mean  H  like  as  tw  in-. 

16    ]{. 


.J  I  ojf'er'd  merei/  it. 

The  meaning  appears  to  be,  that  the  paper  is  to  the 
iker  as  valuable  as  offered  mercy  to  a  condemned 
criminal,  and  that  the  loss  of  it  would  be  as  much  to  be 
regretted  as  the  loss  of  such  a  pardon. 

s    'To  encounter  ms  with  orisons. 
That  is,  meet  me  with  reciprocal  prayers. 

9    Words  hitn.  I  doubt  not,  a  yood  deal  from  the  )natter. 
Gives  rise  to  very  exaggerated  descriptions  of  him. 


1^   Hr  I  mje  and  pee > 

Strange  is  shy,  or  backward  :  may  be  used  in 

its   modern    acceptation    as    irritable,    but    it    anciently 
meant  silly. 

What  both  you  spur  and  -' 

What  is  it  that  at  once  incites  you  to  speak  and  re- 
strains you  from  it  ?  what  is  it  that  you  seem  anxious  to 

utter  and  yet  withhold. 

And  J  apery. 

That  is  allied  to  royalty ;  empery  is  an  obsolete  word 
which  signified  sovereign  command. 

19    With  tomboys,  hird  tcith  that  self-exhibition 
Which  your  own  coffers  yield. 

That  is,  with  strumpets  hired  with  the  pension  which 
you  allow  your  husband.  It  would  appear  that  the 
ladies  of  pleasure  in  the  time  of  Shakspere  often  went 


NOTES  TO  CYMBELINE. 


habited    M    young   men,  hence,  probably,  the  name  of 
tomboy.     In  W,  Warren's  Nurcerie  of  Name*,  loSl  : — 

She  comes  nut  unto  Bacchus'  feastes, 

Or  Flora'i  routes  by  night, 
Like  tomboyes,  Mich  Ml  live  in  Rome 

For  every  kna\e's  delight. 

/»'<  >')/(/  strange,  i.e.,  being  a  stranger. 
n  When  I  kissed  the  jack  upon  an  i<2>-cast,  to  be  hit  away  ! 
Hi'  is  describing  a  game  at  bowls.  The  jack  is  the 
small  bowl  at  which  the  others  are  aimed ;  he  who 
throws  the  nearest  to  it  wins.  To  kiss  the  jack  is  an 
expression  denoting  a  state  of  great  advantage  in  the 
game. 

-    To  have  a  melt  like  a  fool. 
A  poor  quibble  is  intended  on  the  word  rank  in  the 
preceding  speech. 

23  And  you  crow,  cock,  tvith  your  comb  on. 
The  intention  of  the  speaker  is  to  call  Cloten  a  cox- 
comb ;  the  allusion  is  to  the  cap  worn  by  a  fool  or  jester 
having  on  it  a  comb  like  a  cock's. 

24    Under  these  windows,  i.e.  her  eyelids. 

25 She  hath  been  reading  late 

The  tale  of  Tereus. 
Tereus  and  Progne  is  the  second  tale  in  A   Petite 
Palace  of  Pettie  his  Pleasure,  printed  in  quarto,  1576. 
The  same  tale  is  related  in  Gower's  poem,  De  Confessione 
Amantis,  and  in  Ovid's  Metamorphoses. 

26   One,  two,  three, —  Time,  time. 

Mr.  Malone  has  very  truly  observed  that  Shakspere 
is  hardly  ever  exact  in  his  computation  of  time.  Just 
before  Imogen  went  to  sleep,  she  asked  her  attendant 
what  hour  it  was,  and  was  informed  that  it  was  almost 
midnight.  Immediately  after  she  has  fallen  asleep, 
Iachimo  comes  from  the  trunk,  and  the  present 
soliloquy  cannot  have  occupied  more  than  a  few 
minutes ;  yet  we  are  now  told  that  it  is  three  o'clock. 

27  His  steeds  to  water  at  those  springs 
On  chat lie 'd flowers  that  lies. 

A  poetical  allusion  to  the  morning  sun  drying  up  the 
dew  which  lies  in  the  cups  of  flowers.  We  should 
read  lie  instead  of  lies  in  the  last  line,  but  inaccuracies 
of  this  character  are  frequent  in  our  poet's  writings,  and 
in  this  instance,  we  cannot  rectify  the  grammar  without 
spoiling  the  rhyme. 

28  If  "'twere  made 

Comparative  for  your  virtues. 

If  it  were  to  be  considered  as  a  compensation  adequate 
to  your  deserving;  a  reward  for  merit. 

20  I  am  sprigkted  with  a  fool. 
That  is,  haunted  by  a  fool  as  by  a  sprighi. 

t,  i.e.  statesman. 

31    To  their  approvers,  i.e.  to  those  who  try  tin  in. 
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-  Then  if  you  can, 


Be  pale. 

That  is,  if  you  can  be  patient;  forbear  to  flush  your 
cheek  with  rage. 

33  The  fairid  Cassibelan,  who  was  once  at  point 
(O,  giglot  fortune  !)  to  master  Ccssar's  sword. 
Shakspere  has  here  transferred  to  Cassibelan  an 
adventure  which  happened  to  his  brother  Nennius. 
"  The  same  historic,"  says  Holinshed,  "  also  maketh 
mention  of  Nennius,  brother  to  Cassibellane,  who  in 
fight  happened  to  get  Caesar's  sword  fastened  in  his 
shield,  by  a  blow  which  Caesar  stroke  at  him.  But 
Nennius  died  within  fifteen  dayes  after  the  battel, 
of  the  hurt  received  at  Caesar's  hand,  although  after 
he  was  hurt,  he  slew  Labienus,  one  of  the  Roman 
tribunes." 

31  i"  am  perfect,  i.e.  I  am  well  informed. 

35  ■ ■ What  false  Italian 

As  poisonous  tongu'd,  as  handed. 

In  the  time  of  Shakspere,  the  practice  of  poisoning 
was  very  common  in  Italy,  and  the  art  carried  t  great 
perfection  by  certain  villanous  physicians. 

36  Art  thou  a  feodary  for  this  art. 

That  is,  art  thou  a  confederate  or  accomplice.  So  in 
The  Winter's  Tale,  Leontes  says  of  Hermione  ; — 

More,  she  's  a  traitor,  and  Camillo  is 
A  federary  with  her. 

37  /  am  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 

That  is,  I  am  ignorant  of,  or  unpractised  in  the  arts 
of  murder. 

38  Say  and  speak  thick. 
Crowd  one  word  upon  another  as  fast  as  possible  j 
speak  rapidly,  even  "  to  the  smothering  of  the  sense." 

39  A  franklin's  housewife. 

A  franklin  is,  literally,  a  freeholder,  with  a  small 
estate,  neither  villain  nor  vassal. 

40  Tliat  giants  may  jet  through 

And  keep  their  impious  turbands  on. 
The    idea   of    a    giant   was,    among    the    readers   of 
romances,  always  confounded  with  that  of  a  Saracen. 

41  Richer,  than  doing  nothing  for  a  babe. 
This  is  evidently  a  corruption.  Sir  T.  Hamner  sub- 
stitutes the  word  bribe  for  that  of  babe,  and  Dr.  War- 
burton  reads  bauble,  that  is,  vain  titles  of  honour  gained 
by  an  idle  attendance  at  court.  Dr.  Johnson  proposes 
to  read  brabe,  and  says  that  Brabium  is  a  badge  of 
honour,  or  any  thing  worn  as  a  mark  of  dignity. 

42   To  stride  a  limit,  i.e.  to  overpass  his  bound. 

13 Some  jay  of  Italy, 

Whose  mother  was  her  pointing. 
Some   abandoned  woman  made   by  art,  the   creature 
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m  happy. 

That  Is,  in  a  hal  j ou  ai o  ai  i  d. 

hi,  all  joy  l>, Jul  your  grace t  and  you\ 
This  i-  l"i!   .1  vi  i; ■■<  tition,  arc  ihould  read  Am 
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This  night  forestall  him  of  the  coming  day* 
M.in   Ins  grief  to  night  urge   bin    to    lomi 
premature  destruction,  ao  that   he   ma)    never  aee  the 
morrow* 

I  ml  tlmt  the  hath  ui'  ■•mirth/  part 
I'hun  lady,  Luiii  s,  Iranian. 

The  passage  is  rendered  obscure  by  its  brevity,  hut 
Cloteo  meani  t<>  say  that,  the  lias  all  accomplishments 

more  exquisite   than   any  lady,  than  all   ladies,  than   all 

womankind. 


Then  had  my 1 

Ii,  t  a  lest :  and  ao  more  equal  ballasting 
.  P  sthumus. 

If  these  youths  nad  heen  my  brothers  I  should  not  he 
heir  to  the  throne,  not  BO  groat  B  prize  as  I  now  am,  but 
more  the  equal  ofmy  husband. 

■   Vd  change  my  sex  to  he  companion  with  than, 

Sueet   Leonatus*  Jalsi . 
Mr.    Mason    would   read—  it   false,    but   this    addition 
clogs  the  metre.      Shakspere.  who  takes  many  freedoms 
in  this  way,  doubtless  used  the  word false   tarfaloeh 
or  want  oi'  faith. 

And  to  you  the  tribune*, 

Fbr  this  immediate  lery.  he  commandt 
His  absolute  commission. 

That  is.  he  commands  the  commission  to  be  given  to 
the  tribunes,  arms  them  with  his  authority  to  raise  the 
levj . 
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I    will   so  distiii.  I    that   I  •   shall  re- 

x  it. 

) 
I      i   bloody  chitft    is    the 
which   in  the  1  t  P        io  had  d« 

send. 

81   The  country  base. 

A  rustic  game  called  prison-hat  ate. 

83  In  a  silly  habit. 
Silly  is  simple  or  nisi 

84    0  i  riyht. 

Ten  is  the  father  of  C'ymbeline.      A       rding 

ime  authorities  Tenantius  paid  to  Rome  the  I 
stipulated  by   Casaibelan;  but  other  accounts  say  that 
he  refused  it,  and  warred  against  the  Roman 

05  And  cloys  his  beak. 

1'erhaps  we   should  read  claws  his  beak,  whici. 
frequent  action  with  hawks  and  i    g 

7  .   i.e.  so  forward. 

67   Jfoir  come  these  - 
This  delirious  agitation  :  the  sta  is  ise  of 

the  horse,  resembling  apoplexy. 

II.  T. 


Coriolflinrc. 


IN  Coriolanus,  Julius  Ccesar,  and  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  the  Eoman  tragedies  of  Shakspere,  the  poet 
introduces  his  readers  to  a  new  mode  of  life  and  feeling;  times  past  are  revivified,  the  heroes  of  the 
rider  ages  of  the  world  recalled  from  their  oblivious  graves,  ruined  cities  rebuilt,  and  Borne,  in  all 
its  ancient  glory,  with  its  palaces,  columns,  and  statues,  its  walks  and  fountains,  its  patricians  and 
it-  people,  appear  as  on  some  magic  orb  before  us.  The  busy  hum  of  life  is  over  all,  and  the  heroes 
of  Plutarch  seem  to  live  and  breathe  again ;  and  we  analyze  their  actions  and  penetrate  their  motives, 
as  critically  as  if  they  were  no  more  remote  from  us  than  Cromwell  or  Napoleon.  The  great  poet 
throws  a  bridge  over  time,  and  brings  us  face  to  face  with  antiquity ;  this  is  peculiarly  the  case  with 
Shakspere' s  Eoman  dramas  ;  he  has  given  us  better  and  far  more  accurate  pictures  of  life  in  the  eternal 

city — 

"  That  sat  on  her  seven  hills 
And  from  her  throne  of  beauty  ruled  the  world." 

Than  he  has  done  of  the  early  history  of  his  own  country.     Coriolanus,  Antony,  Brutus,  Csesar,  and 
ius,  are  all  poetical  Daguerreotypes,  in  which  it  is  almost  difficult  to  say  whether  poetry  or  history 
are  most  indebted  to  our  bard. 

Coriolanus  is,  in  my  estimation,  the  least  interesting  of  the  three  tragedies  I  have  named ;   it 
displavs  less  variety  of  character  than  is  contained  in  Julius  Ccssar,  and  less  beauty  and  poetry  than 
the  story  of  the  Eoman  Antony  and  his  voluptuous  Egyptian  Queen.     Jt  has  been  highly  popular  in 
the  present  ao-e,  certainly,  but  that  is  partially  attributable  to  the  excellence  of  the  late  John  Kemble 
in  the   character   of  the    unbending   Marcius,   whose    perfect  identification  of  himself  with   it,   made 
this  tragedy  attractive  at  the  theatre  •,  and  has,  since  his  time,  roused  a  spirit  of  emulation  in  other 
tragedians,  who  have  courted  comparison  with  Kemble  in  a  character  for  which  nature  had  eminently 
fitted  him.     The  character  of  Marcius  is  unamiable  almost  to  repulsiveness ;    his  stern  and  tyrannical 
disposition  is   shewn  on  his   first  entrance,  when,  because  the   starved  citizens   complain  of  hunger, 
and  presume  to  call  in  question  the  wisdom  of  their  governors,  he  exclaims,  had  he  permission,  he 
would  slav  as  many  of  them  as  would  make  a  heap  as  high  as  he  could  hurl  his  lance.     He  is  praised 
constantly  in  the  play,  but   surely  the  poet  never  wished  to  excite  our  sympathy  for  this  insolent  and 
unfeeling  man,  but  rather  intended  to  show  that  such  a  nature  could  not  live  in  peace  with  men  of 
any  order.     He  wishes  to  slay  the  people,  because  they  offend  the  patricians;  then  he  would  destroy 
the  patricians,  because  they  have  offended  him;  and  that  he  may  execute  his  hate  on  Borne,  having 
fled  to  the  Volcians,  who  protect  and  honour  him,  he  finally  quarrels  with  them.     He  has  no  patriotism, 
but  a  mere  selfish  love  of  glory ;    he  is  the  mercenary  of  his  own  feelings,  and  fights  for  or  against 
Rome,  as  it  offends  or  pleases  him.     It  is  himself  he  worships,  not  his  country  or  his  kind;  "  being 
moved,  he  will  not  spare  to  gird  the  gods."     His  love  to  his  mother  arises  from  the  similarity  of 
their  natures,   and   because  she  is  as  haughty  and  arrogant  as  he.      Menenius   truly  says,  "  there  is 
no  more  mercy  in  him,  than  there  is  milk  in  a  male  tiger;"    the  only  act  of  kindness  which  he  does, 
to   beg  the  freedom  of  the  poor  Volcian  at  whose   house  he  had  lodged;  but  even  this  grace  he 
man  by  forgetting  the  name  of  the  man  whom  he  would  benefit.     His  scorn  and  contempt  of  the 
common   people  is  more  than    he  <-an  give  utterance  to;   in  his  language  they  are  rats,  crows,  curs, 
and  the  "  musty  superfluity"  of  the  city.      He  would  govern  them  most  absolutely,  pluck  out  their 
280 
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bj   over)    win. I,  :iii.l  won  by  ever]   suppliant.     M 
tlir  \  ins  ni'  ilu-  patricians ;  and  if  history  has  recorded  the  fon 
itainleas.     Their  courugo  and  sclf-donial  someti  them   i 

sunk  then  belo*   the  brutes.     The  Roman    satir  •  pictures  of  life  m    I 

modern    readers   with    dingu  i   and    loathing.     Shi 
Coriolanus  to  represent  the  principle  ol  aristocracy,  he  | 

Borne  apologi  its  for  the  turbulenl  character  of  KCarcius  have  I"  • 
he  had  derived  iV.nu  birth  and  education;   from  the  net  thai  he  f 
because  that,   in  his  day,  there  were  no  connecting  Links  I  i   the  li 

which  thej   might  become  known  to  and   i  h  other;    hut   tin 

reasonable  defence  of  his  haughtim 

Volumnia,  also,  has  been  much  praised  as  a  noble  character;  but  she  \ 
pride  and  arrogance  of  her  son,  though  his  nature  is  certainly  softened  in  her: 

»ld,  that   holds  the  lives  of  the  Roman  citizens  in  less  estimation  than  i  whim 

when  they  have  irritated  him,  Bhe  wishes  thai  they  may  all  hang  and  burn 
rience  and  wisdom  than  he;  and  though  Bhe  despises  and  hates  the  peopi 
she  has  a  brain  "thai   loads  her  use  of  anger  to  better  advantag 

shows  pale  beside  her,  but   it  is  far  more  pleasing;  the  Bound  of  flub  t  than  the 

trumpets;   and  the  tender  Bolicitude  oi'  the  wife  more  interesting  than  I 
mother. 

Menenius  ie  something  between  a  patrician  and  a  buffoon;  Ins  con  '.ut 

his  sympathies  are  with  the  people:  out  of  his  love  for  Coriolanus  he  becomi  -  is,  in 

the  end,  treated  by  that  proud  and  Belfish  man  with  insolence  and  ingratitude.     His  application 
table  of  the   holly  and  its  members  to  the  mutiny  of  the  citil      -    -  apt  enough  ;   but  we  Bee 
all,  he  loves  the   poor  rogues  whom  he  traduces.      His  great  objects  of  sb&a  the  tribunes;  but 

they  show  tar  more  sense  than  he:  they  were  chosen  guardians  of  the  li  .  in 

opposing   Coriolanus  in  his  attempt    at   arbitrary  power,  they  but  performed  their.,  ity.      To  have  done 
less,  would  have  proved  them  unworthy  of  their  great  trust. 

This  tragedy,  says   Mr.  Malone,  "comprehends   a   period   of  about    four  years,  commencing  with 
the  secession  to  the  Mont  Saeer,  in  the  year  of  Borne,  2o'2.  and  ending  with  the  death  of  Coriolai. 
A.U.C.  266."     It  is  attributed  to  the  year  1(J0>  or  '9,  and  the  historical  ev<  copied  with  singular 

fidelity,  and  even  some  of  the  language  borrowed  from  The  Life  of  Coriolanus,  in  Plutarch. 

IT.  T. 

T.  2   0 


PERSONS     REPRESENTED. 


nra  March's  COBIOLANTJS,  a  Roman  Patrician. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  1  ;  so.  4  ;  sc.  5  ;  sc.  6;  sc.  8;  sc.  9.  Act  II. 
BC  1  :  BC  2  ;  sc.  3.  Act  III.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2;  sc.  3.  Act  Tv. 
BC  1;  sc.  4  ;  sc.  5.      Act  V.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3  ;  sc.  5. 

Cominus,  the  Roman  General. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  G  ;  sc.  9.    Act  II.  sc  1  ;  sc.  2.    Act 
III.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3.     Act  IV.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  6.    Act  V.  sc.  1. 

Titus  Lartius,  joined  with  Cominius  in  the 
Command. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  4  ;  sc.  5;    sc.  7;  sc.  9.      Act  II. 
sc.  1.     Act  III.  sc.  1. 

Menenius  Agrippa,  Friend  to  Coriolanus. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  1.     Act  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2 ;  sc.  3.    Act  III. 
-  .  1  ;  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3.     Act  IV.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2  ;   sc.   6.     Act  V. 
1  ;   sc.  2  ;  sc.  4. 

Sicixius  Yelutus,  a  Tribune  of  the  People. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  1.  Act  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2;  sc.  3.  Act  HI. 
sc.  1  ;  sc.  3.     Act  IV.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  6.     Act  V.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  4. 

Junius  Brutus,  also  a  Tribune. 

Appears,  Act.  I.  sc.  1.    Act.  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3.    Act  III. 
sc.  1  ;  sc.  3.     Act  IV.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  6.     Act  V.  sc.  1 

Young  Marcius,  Son  to  Coriolanus. 
Appears,  Act  V.  sc.  3. 

Xicaxor,  a  Roman  in  the  service  of  the  Volcians. 
Appears,  Act  IV.  sc.  3. 

A  Roman  Herald. 
Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  I. 


Tullus  Aufidius,  General  of  the  Voices. 

Appears,   Act  I.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  8  ;  sc.  10.     Act  IV.  sc.  5  ;  sc.  7. 
Act  V.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3  ;  sc.  5. 

Lieutenant  to  Aufidius. 
Appears,  Act  IV.  sc.  7. 

Conspirators  with  Aufidius. 
{Appear,  Act  V.  sc.  5. 

Adrian,  a  Volcian  Citizen. 
Appears,  Act  IV.  sc.  3. 

Two  Volcian  Guards. 

Appear,  Act  V.  sc.  2. 

Volumnia,  Mother  to  Coriolanus. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  3.    Act  II.  sc.  1.    Act  III.  sc.  2.    Act  IV. 
sc.  1  ;  sc.  2.     Act  V.  sc.  3  ;    sc.  4. 

Virgilia,  Wife  to  Coriolanus. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  3.    Act  II.  sc.  1.     Act  IV.  sc.  1.     Act  V. 
sc.  2 ;  sc.  4. 

Valeria,  Friend  to  Virgilia. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  3.     Act  II.  sc.  1.     Act  IV.  sc.  1.     Act  V. 

sc.  3  ;  sc.  4. 

Roman  and  Volcian  Senators,  Patricians  and  Sol- 
diers, Ladies,  jFdiles,  Lictors,  Citizens,  Messen- 
gers, Servants,  and  other  Attendants. 

SCENE. — Partly  in  Rome,  and  partly  in  the  Ter- 
ritories of  the  Volcians  and  Antiates. 
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I    m pa  ny  of  mutinous  C\t\  ith  Stat 
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ik. 
C/7.  Bpoak,    peak  N  veral  speaking  at  a 

l.s/  ( 'it .   \  ou  are  all  re  olved  rat  her  to  die,  than 
to  famish  ? 

I        i;      h ed,  re iolved< 

l.s/  ('it.   Firsl  you  know,  Caiui  Marciua  lb  chief 
enemj  bo  the  people. 

( 'it.  We  Know  'i ,  w e  Kudu  'i . 
l.s/  ( '//.  Lei  us  kill  him,  and  we'll  have  coma! 
our  on  d  price.     Ea  't  a  verdii  I 

Oit  No   more   balking  on't;    let   it  be  done: 
awaj ,  awaj . 
2nd  Cit.  One  word,  good  citizens. 
1st  Cit.    We  are  accounted  poor  citizens;   the 
patricians,    good:     What    authority    Burfeita 
would  relieve  us;  It'  bhey  would  yield  us  but  the 
superfluity,  while    it   were  wholesome,  we   might 
guess,  they  relieved  us  humanely  ;  bul  they  think, 
we  are  too  dear:  t  ho  leanness  that  afflicts  as,  the 
object  of  our  misery,  is  as  an  inventory  to  parti- 
cularize their  abundance;  our  sufferance  is  a  gain 
to  them. — Let  us  revenge  this  with  our  pikes,  ere 
we  heroine  rakes  ;    for  the  gods  know,  I   speak  this 
in  hunger  for  bread,  not  in  thirst  for  revenge. 

2nd  Cit.  Would  you  proceed  especially  against 
Cains  Marcius  ? 

Cit.  Against  him  first;  he's  a  very  dog  to  the 
oommonaltj . 

2nd  Cif.  Consider  you  what  services  he  has  done 
for  his  count  r\  ': 

1st  Cit.  Very  well ;  and  could  be  content  to 
give  him  good  report  for  't,  but  that  he  pays  him- 
self with  being  proud. 

2nd  Cif.  Nay,  but  speak  not  maliciously. 
1st.  Cit.  1   say   unto   you,   what   he    hath   done 
famously,  he  did  it  to  that  end:  though  soft  con- 
science'd  men  can  be  content  to  say,  it  was  for  his 
country,  he  did  it  to  please  his  mother,  and  to  be 
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hath  always  loved  the 
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the rest  w< 

Men,   WhaJ   work's,  mj  co  ml  . 
Where  ur<>  you 

With  bats  and  clu  bter?  fi 

3  on. 

1st  ('if.  Our  busin  not  nn 

ate;  they  have  had  inkling,  this  1 
we   int. Mid   to   do,  which  now   we'll  iu 

deeds.   They  say.  j r  Buiton  hai 

they  shall  know,  we  have 

Men.    Why,    masters,    mj  I    friends,   mine 

honest  neighbour-. 
Will  you  undo  yourselves? 

1st  Cif.   We  cannot,  sir,  we  are  undone  aire. 
Men.  I  tell  you,  friends,  most  charitable  care 
Have  the  patricians  of  you.     For  your  war 
Your  Buffering  in  this  dearth,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  heaven  with  your  staves,  as  lift  them 
\  rainst  the  Roman  state  ;  whose  course  will  on 
The  way  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thousand  curbs 
Of  more  strong  link  asunder,  than  can  e 
i  Appear  in  your  impediment :   For  the  dearth, 
j  The  gods,  not  the  patricians,  make  it  ;  and 
|  Your  knees  to  them,  not  arms,  must  help.     Alack, 
I  You  are  transported  by  calamity 
;  Thither  where  more  attends  you  ;  and  you  slander 
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The  helms   o'  the   state,    who    care   for   you   like 

fathers, 
"When  you  curse  them  as  enemies. 

Is/  Cit.  Care  for  us!— True,  indeed! — They 
ne'er  cared  for  us  yet.  Suffer  us  to  famish,  and 
their  Btore*housea  crammed  with  grain;  make  edicts 
for  usury,  to  support  usurers  :  repeal  daily  any 
wholesome  act  established  against  the  rich  ;  and 
provide  more  piercing  statutes  daily,  to  chain  up 
and  restrain  the  poor.  If  the  wars  eat  us  not  up, 
they  v.  ill ;  and  there  's  all  the  love  they  bear  us. 

Men.  Either  you  must 
Confess  yourselves  wondrous  malicious, 
Or  be  accus'd  of  folly.     I  shall  tell  you 
A  pretty  tale  ;  it  may  be,  you  have  heard  it ; 
But,  since  it  serves  my  purpose,  I  will  venture 
To  scale  't  a  little  more.1 

1st  Cit.  Well,  I  '11  hear  it,  sir  :  yet  you  must  not 
think  to  fob  off  our  disgrace  with  a  tale  :  but,  an  't 
please  you,  deliver. 

Men.    There  was  a  time  when   all  the  body's 
members 
Rebell'd  against  the  belly  ;  thus  accus'd  it : — 
That  only  like  a  gulf  it  did  remain 
I'  the  midst  o'  the  body,  idle  and  inactive, 
Still  cupboarding  the  viand,  never  bearing 
Like  labour  with  the  rest ;  where  the  other  instru- 
ments2 
Did  see,  and  hear,  devise,  instruct,  walk,  feel, 
And,  mutually  participate,3  did  minister 
Unto  the  appetite  and  affection  common 
Of  the  whole  body.     The  belly  answered, — 

1st  Cit.  Well,  sir,  what  answer  made  the  belly? 

Men.  Sir,  I  shall  tell  you. — With  a  kind  of  smile, 
Which  ne'er  came  from  the  lungs,  but  even  thus, 
(For,  look  you,  I  may  make  the  belly  smile, 
As  well  as  speak,)  it  tauntingly  replied 
To  the  discontented  members,  the  mutinous  parts 
That  envied  his  receipt ;  even  so  most  fitly 
As  you  malign  our  senators,  for  that 
They  are  not  such  as  you. 

1st  Cit.                     Your  belly's  answer :  What ! 
The  kingly-crowned  head,  the  vigilant  eye, 
The  counsellor  heart,  the  arm  our  soldier, 
Our  steed  the  leg,  the  tongue  our  trumpeter, 
With  other  muniments  and  petty  helps 
In  this  our  fabric,  if  that  they 

Men.  Wliai  then?— 

'Pore  me,  tins  fellow  speaks! -what  then ?   what 
then  ? 

[si  Cit.  Should  by  the   cormorant    belly  be  re- 
straint, 

Who  is  the  sink  o*  fche  body, 
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Men.  Well,  what  then? 

1st  Cit.  The  former  agents,  if  they  did  complain, 
What  could  the  belly  answer? 

Men.  I  will  tell  you ; 

If  you  '11  bestow  a  small  (of  what  you  have  little,) 
Patience,  a  while,  you  '11  hear  the  belly's  answer. 

1st  Cit.  You  are  long  about  it. 

Men.  Note  me  this,  good  friend  ; 

Your  most  grave  belly  was  deliberate, 
Not  rash  like  his  accusers,  and  thus  answer' d. 
"  True  is  it,  my  incorporate  friends,"  quoth  he, 
"  That  I  receive  the  general  food  at  first, 
Which  you  do  live  upon  :  and  fit  it  is  ; 
Because  I  am  the  store-house,  and  the  shop 
Of  the  whole  body  :  But  if  you  do  remember, 
I  send  it  through  the  rivers  of  your  blood, 
Even  to  the  court,  the  heart, — to  the  seat  o'  the 

brain ; 
And,  through  the  cranks  and  offices  of  man, 
The  strongest  nerves,  and  small  inferior  veins, 
From  me  receive  that  natural  competency 
AVhereby  they  live  :  And  though  that  all  at  once, 
You,  my  good  friends,"  (this  says  the  belly,)  mark 
me, — 

1st  Cit.  Ay,  sir ;  well,  well. 

Men.  "  Though  all  at  once  cannot 

See  what  I  do  deliver  out  to  each ; 
Yet  I  can  make  my  audit  up,  that  all 
From  me  do  back  receive  the  flour  of  all, 
And  leave  me  but  the  bran."    What  say  you  to  't  ? 

1st  Cit.  It  was  an  answer  :  How  apply  you  this  ? 

Men.  The  senators  of  Rome  are  this  good  belly, 
And  you  the  mutinous  members  :  For  examine 
Their   counsels,   and    their    cares ;     digest    things 

rightly, 
Touching  the  weal  o'  the  common ;  you  shall  find, 
No  public  benefit  which  you  receive, 
But  it  proceeds,  or  comes,  from  them  to  you, 
And  no  way  from  yourselves. — What  do  you  think  ? 
You,  the  great  toe  of  this  assembly  ? — 

1st  Cit.  I  the  great  toe  ?  Why  the  great  toe  ? 

Men.  For  that  being  one  o' the  lowest,  basest, 
poorest, 
Of  this  most  wise  rebellion,  thou  go'st  foremost  :* 
Thou  rascal,  that  art  worst  in  blood,  to  run 
Lead'st  first  to  win  some  vantage. — 
But  make  you  ready  your  stiff  bats  and  clubs  ; 
Rome  and  her  rats  are  at  the  point  of  battle, 
The  one  side  must  have  bale.4 — Hail, noble  Marcius! 

Enter  Caius  Mahchs. 

Mar.  Thanks.    -What's  the  matter,  you  dissen- 
tious  rogues, 
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With  men  minute  you  do  change  n  mind  ; 
And  vail  him  noble,  tl»:it  was  now  your  hate, 
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tar, 
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Knj 
Men,   For  com  at  their  own  ratea  j  whereof,  they 

aaj . 
The  city  ia  well  ator'dL 

Mtir.  Sang  'em  !  They  say  '. 

They'll  sit  by  the  tire,  and  presume  to  know 

What  's  done  \  the  Capitol  :  who  'a  like  to  r 

Who  thrives,  and  who  declines :   side  factions,  and 

firive  out 
Conjectural  marriages  j   making  parties  strong, 
And  feebling  Buch  as  stand  not  in  their  liking, 
Below  their  cobbled  shoes.     They  say,  there  'a  grain 

enough  ? 
Would  the  nobility  lay  aside  their  ruth/5 
And  let  me  use  my  sword,  I'd  make  a  quarry 
With  thousands  of  these  auarter'd  slaves,  as  high 
As  1  could  piek  my  lance.7 

Men.  Nay,  these  are  almost  thoroughly  persua- 
ded ; 
Vov  though  abundantly  they  lack  discretion, 
Yet  are  they  passing  cowardly.      But,  I  beseech 

you, 
What  says  the  other  troop? 
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natora  ;  Jun rua  Ban 

let  flaw.  Alan-. 
•    id  us ; 
The  Voices  are  in  arm 

Mar.  They  have  a  Leader, 

Tullus  Aufidius,  that  will  pu> 
I  sin  in  envying  his  nobility: 

d  were  1  any  tiling  but  what  I  an 
I  would  wish  me  only  he. 

I     n.  You  have  fought  together. 

Mar.  Were  half  to  half  the  world  by  the  ears, 
and  he 
Upon  my  party,  I  'd  revolt,  to  make 
Onlv  mv  wars  with  him :  he  is  a  lion 
That  I  am  proud  to  hunt. 
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lei  S  Then,  worthy  Marcius, 

Attend  upon  Cominius  to  these  wars. 
i.  It  is  your  former  promise. 
Mar.  Sir,  it  is  ; 

And  1  am  constant. — Titus  Lartius,  thou 
Shalt  Bee  me  Once  more  strike  at  Tidlus'  face  : 
What,  art  thou  still'?  stand' st  out? 

Tit.  No,  Cains  Marcius; 

I  '11  lean  upon  one  crutch,  and  tight  with  the  other, 
Btay  behind  this  business. 
Men,  O,  true  bred! 

1st  Sen.  Your  company  to  the  Capitol;  where,  I 
know, 
Our  greatest  friends  attend  us. 

'fit.  Lead  you  on  : 

Follow,  Cominius  ;  we  must  follow  }'ou  ; 
Bight  worthy  you  priority. 

Cum.  Noble  Lartius ! 

1st  Sen.  Hence !  to  your  homes,  be  gone. 

[To  the  Citizens. 
Mar.  Nay,  let  them  follow : 

The  Voices  have  much  corn  ;  take  these  rats  thither, 
To  gnaw  their  garners  : — Worshipful  mutineers. 
Your  valour  puts  well  forth  :  pray,  follow. 

[Exeunt    Senators,    Com.,    Mae.,    Tit.,    and 
Men".     Citizens  steal  away. 
Sic    Was  ever  man  so  proud  as  is  this  Marcius  ? 
Bru.  He  has  no  equal. 
Sic.    "When   we   were   chosen   tribunes   for  the 

people, 

Bru.  Mark'd  you  his  lip,  and  eyes  ? 

Sic.  Nay,  but  his  taunts. 

Bru.  Being  mov'd,  he  will  not  spare  to  gird  the 

gods.10 
Sic.  Be-mock  the  modest  moon. 
Bru.  The  present  wars  devour  him  :  he  is  grown 
Too  proud  to  be  so  valiant. 

Sic.  Such  a  nature, 

Tickled  with  good  success,  disdains  the  shadow 
Which  he  treads  on  at  noon:  But  I  do  wonder, 
His  insolence  can  brook  to  be  commanded 
Under  Cominius. 

Bru.  Fame,  at  the  which  he  aims  — 

In  whom  already  he  is  well  grac'd, — cannot 
Better  be  held,  nor  more  attain'd,  than  by 
A  place  below  the  first :  for  what  miscarries 
Shall  be  the  general's  fault,  though  he  perform 
To  the  utmost  of  a  man;  and  giddy  censure 
Will  then  cry  out  of  Marcius,  "  O,  if  he 
I  borne  the  business!" 

15'  sides,  if  things  go  well, 
Opinion,  that  bo  Bticka  on  Marcius,  shall 
Of  his  demerits  rob  Cominius.11 
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Bru.  Come : 

Half  all  Cominius'  honours  are  to  Marcius, 
Though    Marcius    earn'd    them  not;    and  all  his 

faults 
To  Marcius  shall  be  honours,  though,  indeed, 
In  aught  he  merit  not. 

Sic.  Let 's  hence,  and  hear 

How  the  despatch  is  made ;  and  in  what  fashion, 
More  than  in  singularity,  he  goes 
LTpon  his  present  action. 

Bru.  Let 's  along.         [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.— Corioli.     The  Senate-House. 

Enter  Tullus  Aurmius,  and  certain  Senators. 

1st  Sen.  So,  your  opinion  is,  Aufidius, 
That  they  of  Rome  are  enter'd  in  our  counsels, 
And  know  how  we  proceed. 

Auf.  Is  it  not  yours  ? 

What  ever  hath  been  thought  on  in  this  state, 
That  could  be  brought  to  bodily  act  ere  Eome 
Had  circumvention  ?     'Tis  not  four  days  gone, 
Since  I  heard  thence ;   these   are   the   words :    I 

think, 
I  have  the  letter  here  ;  yes,  here  it  is  :         [Reads. 
"  They  have  press' d  a  power,  but  it  is  not  known 
AVhether  for  east,  or  west :  The  dearth  is  great ; 
The  people  mutinous :  and  it  is  rumour' d, 
Cominius,  Marcius  your  old  enemy, 
(Who  is  of  Rome  worse  hated  than  of  you,) 
And  Titus  Lartius,  a  most  valiant  Roman, 
These  three  lead  on  this  preparation 
Whither  'tis  bent :  most  likely,  'tis  for  you: 
Consider  of  it." 

1st  Sen.  Our  army's  in  the  field : 
We  never  yet  made  doubt  but  Rome  was  ready 
To  answer  us. 

Auf.  Nor  did  you  think  it  folly, 

To  keep  your  great  pretences  veil'd,  till  when 
They  needs  must  show  themselves ;  which  in  the 

hatching, 
It  seem'd,  appear'd  to  Rome.     By  the  discovery, 
We  shall  be  shorten' d  in  our  aim ;  which  was, 
To  take  in  many  towns,12  ere,  almost,  Rome 
Should  know  we  were  afoot. 

2nd  Sen.  Noble  Aufidius, 

Take  your  commission  ;  hie  you  to  your  bands  : 
Let  us  aloue  to  guard  Corioli : 
If  they  set  down  before  us,  for  the  remove 
Bring  up  your  army  ;  but,  I  think,  you'll  find 
They  have  not  prepar'd  for  us. 

Auf.  O,  doubt  not  that ; 

I  speak  from  certainties.     Nay,  more. 
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I \>l.    I   prai    j  "ii,  daughter,   sing ;    or   expi 
yourself  in  a  more  comfortable  sort  i    Ii    mi 
were  mi  buaband,  I  should  freelier  rejoice  in  thai 
absence  wherein  hi*  won  honour,  than  in  the  em- 
braoements  of  his  bed,  where  h<-  would  shon  m 
love.     When  yei  he  was  but  tender-bodied,  and 
the  onli    ton   of  my   womb;    when    youth   with 
oomelineai  plucked  all  gaie  hie  waj  ;  when,  for  a 
d;i_\  of  king's  entreaties,  a  mother  should  n<»t  sell 
him  an  hour  from  her  beholding;  I, — considering 
how  honour  would  become  suoh  a  person;  that  it 
was  no  better   than    picture-like  to  hang  by  the 
wall,  if  renown  made  it  uol  stir,     was  pleased  to 
le1   him  seek  danger  where  he  was   like  to   find 
tamo.     To  a  oruel  war  1  Bent  him;  from  whence 
he  returned,  his   brows  bound  with  oak.     1   tell 
thee,  daughter,-    1  sprang  not  more  in  joy  at  firsi 
hearing  he   was   a   man-child,   than   now  in  iirst 
seeing  he  had  proved  himself  a  man. 

Vir.  But  had  he  died  in  the  business,  madam  ? 
how  then  : 

Vol.  Thou  his  good  report  should  have  been  my 
son;  I  therein  would  have  found  issue.  Hear  me 
profess  sincerely  : — Had  I  a  dozen  sons, — each  in 
my  love  alike,  and  none  less  dear  than  thine  and 
my  good  Mareius, — I  had  rather  had  eleven  die 
nobly  for  their  country,  than  one  voluptuously 
surfeit  out  of  aetion. 

Enter  a  Gentlewoman. 

Gent.  Madam,  the  lady  Valeria  is  come  to  visit 

you. 
Fir.  'Beseech  you,  give  me  leave  to  retire  my- 
self. 
Vol.  Indeed,  you  shall  not. 
Methinks,  I  hear  hither  your  husband's  drum ; 
See  him  pluck  Auhdius  down  by  the  hair ; 
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keepers.   What,  an 
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/'//•.  I  thank  your  ladyship ;  wel 
Vol.   !!<•  had  rath 

drum,  than  look  upon  his  BChoolm 

Vol.  O'  my  word,  the  father's  son:   I 
'tis  ■  very  pretty  boy.     O'  my  broth,  I  looked  upon 
him  o1  Wednesday  half  an  1.  .- 

Mich   a  continued    COUnfc  I  '•    him   run 

alter  a  gilded  butterfly  ;  and  when  1. 

let  it  go  again  ;  and  after  it  again  ;  and  ov«t  and 
over  becomes,  and  up  again  ;  eatehed  it  again:  or 
whether  his  fall  enraged  him,  or  how  'twas,  he  did 
so  set  his  teeth,  and  tear  it;  O,  I  warrant,  how  he 
mammocked  it ! 

Vol.  One  of  his  father's  moods. 

Val.  Indeed  la,  'tis  a  noble  child. 

Vir.  A  crack,  madam.13 

Val.    Come,   lay  aside  your  stitchery  ;    I   :. 
have  you  play  the  idle  bus  wile  with  me  this  ai\ 
noon. 

Vir.  Xo,  good  madam  ;  I  will  not  out  of  doors. 

Val.  Not  out  of  dooi •- 
.Vol.  She  shall,  she  shall. 

Vir.  Indeed,  no,  by  your  patience  :  I  will  not 
over  the  threshold,  till  my  lord  return  from  the 
wars. 

J'al.  Fve,  yon  confine  yourself  most  unreason- 
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ably;   Come,  you  must  go  visit  the  good  lady  that 
lies  in. 

Jlr.  I  will  wish  her  speedy  strength,  and  visit 
her  with  my  prayers  ;  hut  L  cannot  go  thither. 

Vol.  Why,  I  pray  you  ? 

Vir.  "Tis  not  to  save  labour,  nor  that  I  want 
love. 

Val.  You  would  be  another  Penelope  :  yet,  they 
Bay,  all  the  yarn  she  spun,  in  Ulysses'  absence,  did 
but  fill  Ithaca  full  of  moths.  Come  ;  I  would,  your 
cambric  were  sensible  as  your  finger,  that  you 
might  leave  pricking  it  for  pity.  Come,  you  shall 
go  with  us. 

Vir.  Xo,  good  madam,  pardon  me ;  indeed,  I 
will  not  forth. 

7?//.  In  truth,  la,  go  with  me  ;  and  I  '11  tell  you 
excellent  news  of  your  husband. 

Vir.  0,  good  madam,  there  can  be  none  yet. 

Val.  Verily,  I  do  not  jest  with  you ;  there  came 
news  from  him  last  night. 

Fir.  Indeed,  madam  ? 

Val.  In  earnest,  it's  true  ;  I  heard  a  senator  speak 
it.  Thus  it  is  : — The  Voices  have  an  army  forth  ; 
against  whom  Cominius  the  general  is  gone,  with 
one  part  of  our  Roman  power :  your  lord,  and  Titus 
Lartius,  are  set  down  before  their  city  Corioli ; 
they  nothing  doubt  prevailing,  and  to  make  it  brief 
wars.  This  is  true,  on  mine  honour  ;  and  so,  I 
pray,  go  with  us. 

Vir.  Give  me  excuse,  good  madam  ;  I  will  obey 
you  in  every  thing  hereafter. 

VoL  Let  her  alone,  lady ;  as  she  is  now,  she  will 
but  disease  our  better  mirth. 

Val.  In  troth,  I  think,  she  would : — Fare  you 
well  then. — Come,  good  sweet  lady.  —  Pr'ythee, 
Virgilia,  turn  thy  solemness  out  o'  door,  and  go 
along  with  us. 

Vir.  Xo :  at  a  word,  madam ;  indeed,  I  must 
not.     I  wish  you  much  mirth.  ^ 

Val.  Well,  then  farewell.  [Exeunt. 

SCEXE  IV.— Before  Corioli. 

Enter,  with  Drum  and  Colours,  Marcius,  Titus 
Lart  i  us,  Officers,  and  Soldiers.  To  them  a 
Messenger. 

Mar.  Yonder  comes  news  : — A  wager,  they  have 

met. 
hart.  My  horse  to  yours,  no. 
Mar.  'Tis  done. 

Lart.  Agreed. 

Mar.   Si . .  has  our  general  met  the  enemy  ? 

They  lie  in  view;  but  have  not  spoke  as  yet. 
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Lart.  So,  the  good  horse  is  mine. 
Mar.  I  '11  buy  him  of  you. 

Lart.  Xo,  I'll  nor  sell,  nor  give  him :  lend  you 
him,  I  will, 
For  half  a  hundred  years. — Summon  the  town. 
Mar.  How  far  off  lie  these  armies  ? 
Mess.  Within  this  mile  and  half. 

Mar.  Then  shall  we  hear  their  'larum,  and  they 
ours. 
Xow,  Mars,  I  pr'ythee,  make  us  quick  in  work ; 
That  we   with   smoking  swords  may  march  from 

hence, 
To  help  our  fielded  friends  ! — Come,  blow  thy  blast. 

They  sound  a  Parley.     Enter,  on  the  Walls,  some 
Senators,  and  Others. 

Tullus  Aufidius,  is  he  within  your  walls  ? 

1st  Sen.  Xo,  nor  a  man  that  fears  you  less  than 
he, 
That 's  lesser  than  a  little.     Hark,  our  drums 

[Alarums  afar  off. 
Are  bringing  forth  our  youth :    We  '11  break  our 

walls, 
Rather  than  they  shall  pound  us  up :  our  gates, 
Which  yet   seem  shut,  we  have  but  pinn'd  with 

rushes ; 
They  '11  open  of  themselves.     Hark  you,  far  off"; 

[Other  Alarums. 
There  is  Aufidius ;  list,  what  work  he  makes 
Amongst  your  cloven  army. 

Mar.  O,  they  are  at  it ! 

Lart.  Their  noise  be  our  instruction. — Ladders, 
ho! 

tfhe  Voices  enter  and  pass  over  the  Stage. 

3£ar.  They  fear  us  not,  but  issue  forth  their  city. 
Xow  put  your  shields  before  your  hearts,  and  fight 
With  hearts  more  proof  than  shields. — Advance, 

brave  Titus : 
They  do  disdain  us  much  beyond  our  thoughts, 
Which  makes  me  sweat  with  wrath. — Come,  on  my 

fellows  ; 
He  that  retires,  I  '11  take  him  for  a  Voice, 
And  he  shall  feel  mine  age. 

Alarum,  and  exeunt  Romans  and  Voices,  fighting. 
The  Romans  are  beaten  back  to  their  Trenches. 
Re-enter  Marcius. 

Mar.  All  the  contagion  of  the  south  light  on 

you, 

You  shames  of  Rome !    you   herd  of — Boils  and 

plagues 
Plaster  you  o'er  ;  that  you  mav  be  abhorr'd 
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ruler,  and  the Jight  i  u ■•■■/     /'^  Voli 

into  ( !oi  ioli,  a iJ  Mauoii  /A/-/*  ^<>  fA* 

(lairs. 

Bo,   now    the   gati      are   ope:     Now    prove    good 

seconds : 
'  li .  for  the  followers  fortune  widens  them, 
Not  for  the  fliers:  mark  me,  and  do  the  like, 

|  llr  r/ilrrs  thr   (lulrs,  ami  is  s/n:l  m. 

\s(  Sol*  Pool«hardxneas  ;  n*»t  I. 

•J//./  Sol.  \..r  |. 

',\r,l  s,'l.  Bee,  i  hey. 

Have  shut  him  in.  [Alarum  continue*! 

All.  To  the  pot,  I  warrant  him. 

I', <l<  /•  Ti  lis  Labtius. 
l.nrt.    What  is  become  of  Martins? 

.///.  Slain,  sir,  doubt  li 

let  Sol,  Following  the  fliers  at  the  verj  heels, 
With  them  he  enters:  who,  upon  the  Budden, 
Clapp'd-to  their  gates;  he  is  himself  alone, 
To  answer  all  the  city. 

Lart.  O  noble  fellow  ! 

Who,  sensible,  outdares  his  senseless  sword, 
And,  when  it  blows,  stands  up  !  Thou  art  left,  Mar- 

Cius  : 
A  carbuncle  entire,  as  big  as  thou  art, 
Were  not  so  rich  a  jewel.     Thou  wast  s  soldier 
Even  to  Cato*B  wish,  not  fierce  and  terrible 
Only  in  strokes;11  but,  with  thy  grim  looks,  and 
The  thunder-like  percussion  of  thy  sounds. 
Thou  mad'st  thine  enemies  shake,  as  if  the  world 
Were  feverous,  and  did  tremble. 

He-enter   Makcivs,    bleeding,    assaulted  by   the 
JUneiny. 

1st  Sol.  Look,  sir. 

Lart.  'Tis  Marcius : 

Let's  fetch  him  off,  or  make  remain  alike.15 

\_TheyJight,  and  all  enter  the  City. 
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There  is  the  man  of  i 

ing  our  Romai        I    i 
Convenient  qui 
Whilst  1,  w  ith  tbi 

To  help  <  'uininiu.s. 

Lart.  Worl  t ; 

'\'\i\  exercise  hath  bet 
A  second  coun  it. 

Mar. 

M\  work  hath  yet  not  warm'd  me:   I 
The  blood  1  drop  is  rather  physical 

Than  dangerous  to  me:    1  i   \  .     .      tlma 
1  will  appear,  and  fight. 

/.  ,v.  .\  ow  the  fair 

Fall  deep  in  love  with  thee;   and  he: 

Misguide  thy  opp<  1  gentleman, 

Prosperity  be  thy 

Mar.  Thy  friend  no 

Than  those  she  plaeeth  highi  -        -  :1. 

Lart.   Thou  worthiest   Marcius  !  — 

Go,  sound  thy  trumpet  in  the  market- 

Call  thither  ail  the  officers 

Where  they  shall  know  our  mind  :  Awa; 

unt. 

SCEXE  VI.— Near  t  pqfi 

Enter  CoMOTIUfl  and  For     3,       I  eating. 

Com.  Breathe  you,  my  friends  ;  well  :  we 

are  come  off 

Like  Romans,  neither  foolish  in  our  sta:. 
Nor  cowardly  in  retire  :  believe  me,  b 
AVe  shall  be  charg'd  again.  Whiles  we  have  struck, 
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By  interims,  and  conveying  gusts,  we  have  heard 
The  charges  of  our  friends  :— The  Roman  gods, 
Lead  their  Bnccei — a  as  we  wish  our  own; 
That  both  our  powers,  with  smiling  fronts  encoun- 
tering, 

Enter  a  Messenger, 

May  give  you  thankful  sacrifice  ! — Thy  news  ? 

Mess.  The  citizens  of  Corioli  have  issued, 
And  given  to  Lartius  and  to  Marcius  battle  : 

]  saw  our  party  to  their  trenches  driven, 
And  then  I  came  away. 

Com.  Though  thou  speak' st  truth, 

Methinks,  tliou  speak'st  not  well.     How  long  is 't 

since  ? 

Mess.  Above  an  hour,  my  lord. 

Com.  'Tis    not  a  mile ;    briefly  we   heard   their  j 
drums  ■ 
How  could'st  thou  in  a  mile  confound  an  hour, 
And  bring  thv  news  so  late.  \ 

Mess.  Spies  of  the  Voices  \ 

Held  me  in  chase,  that  I  was  fore'd  to  wheel 
Three  or  four  miles  about ;  else  had  I,  sir, 
Half  an  hour  since  brought  my  report. 

Enter  Marcius. 

Com.  "Who  's  3ronder, 

That  does  appear  as  he  were  flay'd  ?  O  gods  ! 
He  has  the  stamp  of  Marcius ;  and  I  have 
Before-time  seen  him  thus. 

Mar.  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com.  The  shepherd  knows  not  thunder  from  a 
tabor, 
More  than  T  know  the  sound  of  Marcius'  tongue 
From  every  meaner  man's. 

Mar.  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com.  Ay,  if  you  come  not  in  the  blood  of  others, 
But  mantled  in  your  own. 

Mar.  O  !  let  me  clip  you 

In  arms  as  sound,  as  when  T  woo'd  ;  in  heart 
As  merry,  as  when  our  nuptial  day  was  done, 
And  tapers  burn'd  to  bedward. 

Com.  Blower  of  warriors, 

How  is't  with  Titus  Lartius  ? 

Mar*  As  with  a  man  busied  about  decrees  : 
Condemning  some  to  death,  and  some  to  exile; 
Ransoming  him,  or  pitying,  threatening  the  other; 
Holding  Corioli  in  the  name  of  Rome, 
Even]         i  fawning  greyhound  in  the  leash, 
To  lei  him  slip  at  will. 

( torn.  Where  is  that  slave, 

Which  told  me  they  had  beai  yon  to  your  trendies  ? 
Win  !•<•  ifl  hei    I   ill  him  hither. 
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Mar.  Let  him  alone, 

lie  did  inform  the  truth  :  But  for  our  gentlemen, 
The  common  fde,  (A  plague  !— Tribunes  for  them  !) 
The  mouse  ne'er  ahunn'd  the  cat,  as  they  did  budge 
From  rascals  worse  than  they. 

Com.  But  how  prevaiTd  you? 

Mar.  "Will  the  time    serve   to  tell?     I  do  not 

think 

Where  is  the  enemy  ?  Are  you  lords  o'  the  field  ? 
If  not,  why  cease  you  till  you  are  so? 

Com.  Marcius, 

"We  have  at  disadvantage  fought,  and  did 
Be  tire,  to  win  our  purpose. 

Mar.    How  lies   their   battle  ?    Know   you   on 
which  side 
They  have  plac'd  their  men  of  trust  ? 

Corn.  As  I  guess,  Marcius, 

Their  bands  in  the  vaward  are  the  Antiates, 
Of  their  best  trust :  o'er  them  Aufidius, 
Their  very  heart  of  hope. 

Mar.  I  do  beseech  you, 

By  all  the  battles  wherein  we  have  fought, 
By  the  blood  we  have  shed  together,  by  the  vows 
"We  have  made  to  endure  friends,  that  you  directly 
Set  me  against  Aufidius.  and  his  Ajitiates  : 
And  that  you  not  delay  the  present ;  but, 
Tilling  the  air  with  swords  advane'd,  and  darts, 
We  prove  this  very  hour. 

Com.  Though  I  could  wish 

Tou  were  conducted  to  a  gentle  bath, 
And  balms  applied  to  you,  yet  dare  I  never 
Deny  your  asking  ;  take  }rour  choice  of  those 
That  best  can  aid  your  action. 

Mar.  Those  are  they 

That  most  are  willing  : — If  any  such  be  here, 
(As  it  were  sin  to  doubt,)  that  love  this  painting 
"Wherein  }rou  see  me  smear'd  ;  if  any  fear 
Lesser  his  person  than  an  ill  report  ; 
If  any  think,  brave  death  outweighs  bad  life, 
And  that  his  country  's  dearer  than  himself; 
Let  him,  alone,  or  so  many,  so  minded, 
Wave  thus,  [Waving  his  Hand.']  to  express  his  dis- 
position, 
And  follow  Marcius. 

[  They  all  slant,  and  wave  their  Sirnrds;   take 
liim  up  in  their  arms,  and  east  vp  their  Caps. 
O  me,  alone !  Make  you  a  sword  of  me  ? 
If  these  shows  be  not  outward,  which  of  you 
Bui  is  tour  Voices?  None  of  you  but  is 
Abb1  to  bear  against  the  great  Aufidius 
A  shield  as  hard  as  his.     A  certain  number, 
Though  thanks  to  all,  must  I  select  :   the  rest 
Shall  hear  the  business  in  some  other  sight, 
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/ 1  rt,   I  Eence,  and  shut  3  our  ,  — 

Our  guider,  come  ;  to  the  Roman  camp  conduct 

/."•  cunt. 

SCENE   \  III.     ./    Field  of  Battle  &  the 

Etonian  and  the  Volcian  Camps. 

Alani.n.     "Enter  Muni  is  and Aj  Finn 

M,tr.    I'll  Bghl   with  none  hut  thee j   for  I  do 
hate  t luv 
Worse  than  a  promise-breaker. 

J///!  We  hate  alike  ; 

\   :  A  trick  owns  a  Berpent,  1  abhor 
More  than  thy  fame  and  envy  :   l'i\  thv  f 

Mar.    Let    the   iirst    budger  die    the    other's 

slave. 

Ami  the  gods  doom  him  a£) 
Auf. 

Halloo  me  like  a  hare. 

Mar,                Within  those  three  hours,  Tullus,  j  Which,  to  the  Bpire  and  top  of  p 

Alone  1  fought  in  your  Corioli  walls,  Would  Beem  but  modest  :  Therefore,  lb              ou, 

And   made   what    work   1   pleas'd  j    'Tia  not  my  (In  sign  of  what  yon  are,  .                   .rd 

blood,  j  What  you  have  don<                    inx  army  hear  : 

Wherein  thon  Beest  me  mask'd;  for  thy  revenge,  Mar.  I  have  some  wounds  upun  me,  and 

Wrench  up  thy  power  to  the  highest.  smart 

Auf,                                 Wert  thon  the  Hector,  To  hear  th<           se  remember' d 

That  was  the  whip  of  your  bragg'd  progeny,  Com.                                                   9     »uld  they  not. 

Thou  Bhould'st  not  scape  me  here. —  \  Well  might  they  fee         gains       _      ;tude, 

[They fight,  and  certain  Voices  come  to  tl  And  tent  the               with  d<          I  >:'  all  the  hoi 

e/'Atr.  (Whereof  we  have  ta'en  good,  and  good  si 

Officious,  and  not  valiant — you  have  sham'd  me  all 

In  your  condemned  seconds.  The  treasure,  in  this  field  aehiev'd.  and  . 

'[Eu'cuut  Jiyhtiiuj,  J  rice  a  in  b     Vd  We  render  you  the  tenth;  to  be  I 
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Yn  tore  the  common  distribution,  at 
Your  only  choice. 

Mar.  I  thank  you,  general ; 

Bui  cannot  make  my  heart  consenl  to  take 
A  bribe  to  pay  my  sword  :  I  do  refuse  it; 
And  stand  upon  ray  common  part  with  those 
Thai  have  beheld  the  doing. 

\_A  long  Flourish.     They  all  ay,  Mabcitjs! 

M  \  BCIUS  !   east  up  their  Caps  and  Lances  : 

Com.  and  Lart.  stand  hare. 

r.  May  these  same  instruments,  which  you 

profane, 

Never  sound  more !    When  drums  and  trumpets 

shall 
I1  the  field  prove  flatterers,  let  courts  and  cities  be 
Made  all  of  false-fac'd  soothing  !  When  steel  grows 
Soft  as  the  parasite's  silk,  let  him  be  made 
An  overture  for  the  wars  !   No  more,  I  say  ; 
For  that  I  have  not  wash'd  my  nose  that  bled, 
Or  foil'd  some  debile  wretch, — which,  without  note, 
Here  's  many  else  have  done, — you  shout  me  forth 
In  acclamations  hyperbolical ; 
As  if  I  loved  my  little  should  be  dieted 
In  praises  saue'd  with  lies. 

Com.  Too  modest  are  you  ; 

More  cruel  to  your  good  report,  than  grateful 
To  us  that  give  you  truly :  by  your  patience, 
If  'gainst  yourself  you  be  incens'd,  we  '11  put  you 
(Like  one  that  means  his  proper  harm,)  in  manacles, 
Then   reason    safely  with    you. — Therefore,  be  it 

known, 
As  to  us,  to  all  the  world,  that  Caius  Marcius 
"Wears  this  war's  garland:  in  token  of  the  which 
My  noble  steed,  known  to  the  camp,  I  give  him, 
With  all  his  trim  belonging ;  and,  from  this  time, 
For  what  he  did  before  Corioli,  call  him, 
With  all  the  applause  and  clamour  of  the  host, 
(mi  -  Marcius  Coriola^us. — 
Bear  the  addition  nobly  ever ! 

[Flourish.  Trumpets  sound,  and  Drums. 
All.  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus  ! 
Cor.  I  will  go  wash  ; 
And  when  my  face  is  fair,  you  shall  perceive 
Whether  I  blush,  or  no  :   Howbeit,  I.  thank  you  : — 
1   mean  to  Stride  your  steed;  and,  at  all  times, 
To  undercresi  your  good  addition, 
To  the  fairness  of  my  power. 

|      ,?.  So,  to  our  tint : 

.  ere  we  do  repose  as,  we  will  write 
To  Borne  of  our  succi  5Tou,  Titus  Lartius, 

rioli  back :  send  us  to  Rome 

1 1  >tt,  with  whom  we  may  articulate, 

For  i  beir  ov  n  good,  and  ours. 
292 


I  shall,  my  lord. 


\   J 


Lart. 

Cor.  The  gods  begin  to  mock  me.     I  that  now 
Refus'd  most  princely  gifts,  am  bound  to  beg 
Of  my  lord  general. 

Com.  Take  it :  'tis  }rours. — What  is't  ? 

Cor.  I  sometime  Lay,  here  in  Corioli, 
\t  a  poor  man's  house ;  he  us'd  me  kindly: 
lie  cried  to  me  ;  I  saw  him  prisoner; 
But  when  Autidius  was  within  my  view, 
And  wrath  o'erwhelm'd  my  pity:  I  request  you 
\  To  give  my  poor  host  freedom. 

Com.  O,  well  begg'd! 

Were  he  the  butcher  of  my  son,  he  should 
\  Be  free,  as  is  the  wind.     Deliver  him,  Titus. 
Lart.  Marcius,  his  name  ? 

Cor.  By  Jupiter,  forgot : — 

I  I  am  weary  ;  yea,  my  memory  is  tir'd. — 
\  Have  we  no  wine  here  ? 
\       Com.  Gro  we  to  our  tent : 

\  The  blood  upon  your  visage  dries :  'tis  time 
It  should  be  look'd  to :  come.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  X.—The  Camp  of  the  Voices. 

:  A  Flourish.     Cornets.     Enter  Tullvjs  Aufidtus, 
bloody,  with  Two  or  Three  Soldiers. 

Auf.  The  town  is  ta'en ! 

1st  Sol.  'Twill  be  deliver' d  back  on  good  condi- 
tion. 

Auf  Condition  ? — 
\  I  would,  I  were  a  Roman ;  for  I  cannot, 
;  Being  a  Voice,  be  that  I  am. — Condition 
\  What  good  condition  can  a  treaty  find 
I  V  the  part  that  is  at  mercy  ?    Eive  times,  Marcius, 

>  I  have  fought  with  thee  ;   so  often  hast  thou  beat 

me; 
\  And  would' st  do  so.  I  think,  should  we  encounter 
\  A3  often  as  we  eat. — By  the  elements, 

If  e'er  again  I  meet  him  beard  to  beard, 
|  He  is  mine,  or  I  am  his :  Mine  emulation 
|  Hath  not  that  honour  in 't,  it  had ;  for  where 
$  I  thought  to  crush  him  in  an  equal  force, 
\   (True  sword  to  sword,)  I  '11  potch  at  him  some  way  ; 

>  Or  wrath,  or  craft,  may  get  him. 

1st  Sol.  He 's  the  devil. 

Auf.  Bolder,  though  not  so  subtle :  My  valour's 
\  poison'd, 

With  only  suffering  stain  by  him;  for  him 
Shall  fly  out  of  itself:  nor  sleep,  nor  sanctuary, 
Being  naked,  sick  :  nor  fane,  nor  Capitol, 
The  prayers  of  priests,  nor  times  of  sacrifice, 
ESmbarqueinents  all  of  fury,  shall  lift  up 
Their  rotten  privilege  and  custom  'gainst 
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Mm.  The  augurer  tell  i  naej  arc  ihall  have 

•hi. 
B  -.  Good,  or  bad  P 
M>ii.  Not  according  to  the  prayer  of  the  people, 

(or  i  in  \  lore  aol  Maivius. 

S       Nature  teaehei  I"  kno*  t  heir  friends. 

Mm.   Praj  you,  who  doea  the  wolf  lo 

Sie.  The  lamb. 

i/r//.  \\.  to  deronr  him;  m  the  hungry  pie* 
beiana  would  tin*  noble  Marciuii 

Hni.   !lo's  a  lamb  indeed,  thai  baea  like  a 

Men.  He*a  ■  bear,  indeed,  thai  urea  Kke  :t  lamb. 
Xou  two  are  old  men;  tell  me  one  thing  that  I 
Bhall  ask  you, 

h  Trib.   Well,  sir. 

M(ii.  In  whai  enormity  ia  Marciua  poor,  that 
yon  i  a  o  bare  not  in  abundanc 

Bru.  He  'a  poor  in  no  one  fault,  but  stored  with 
all. 

S    .   Bapecially,  in  pride. 

Bm,  And  topping  all  others  in  boasting. 

Men.  This  is  Btrange  now:  Do  you  two  know 
how  yon  are  censured  here  in  the  city,  I  mean  of 
us  o1  the  right-hand  tile?     Do  you? 

7><>/7/  Trib.  Why,  how  are  we  censured  ? 

Men.  Because  you  talk  oi'  pride  now, — Will  you 
noi  be  angrj  P 

Both  Trib.  Well,  well,  air,  well. 

Men.  Why,  'tis  no  great  mat  tor  ;  for  a  very  lit- 
tle thief  of  occasion  will  rob  you  of  a  great  deal  of 
patience  :  give  your  disposition  the  reins,  and  be 
angry  at  your  pleasur  the  least,  it'  you  take 

it   as  a   pleasure    to  you,  iu  being  so.     You  blame 
Marciua  for  being  proud? 

Bru.  We  do  it  not  alone,  sir. 

I.  1   know,  you  can  do  very  little  alone  ;  for 
your  helps  are  many  ;  or  else  your  actions  would 


k    of 

tin"   ' 

aum  '  ' 

Brat. 

1/  ,>     W      .  I ;  •  ould  «l 

unmcriting,    proud,    violent, 
(alias,  fools,  B 

Ifeneni 

l/l 
and  one  thai  lores  a  cup  of 
drop  of  alias  in      I 
imperfect,  in  favouring  the  Ai 

and  tinil.  r-likr.  upon  too   trivial 

•  jth  the  buttcx  k  of  I 
than  with  tin-  forehead  of  t; 

think,    I    utter;     and     -pond     my 

breath  i  Iffeetii 

(I    cannot   call   Jtm    I- 

•h  my  palate  adversely,   I  main 

;•   it.     I   eann 
have  delivered  the  maJ  1,  when  I  find  the  ass 

in  compound  with  the  mag  >r  part  of  your  ayflaM 

and  though  I  must  be  content  to  bear  with  tl. 
that  say  you  are  reverend  grave  men  ;  yet  they  lie 
deadly,  that  tell,  you  have  good  faces.      If  ;• 
this  in  the  map  of  my  microcosm,  foUon  *  1 

am    known    well   enough    too  ?     What   harm 
your  bisson  conspectuities  glean  out  of  t 
racter,  if  I  be  known  well  enough  t 

Bru.    Come,    sir,    come,    we    know    you 
enough. 

Mt  n.  You  know  neither  I  nor  any 

thing.     You  are  ambitious  for  poor  knav<> 
|  god  lefi  u  wear  out  a  good  wholesome  : 

I  noon,  in  hearing  a  cause  between  an  oran_  - 
|  and  a  Cosset-seller  ;  and  then  rejourn  the  cor.-     - 
>  versy  of  three-pence  to  a  second  day  of  audience. — 
'  When  you  are  hearing  a  matter  between  party  and 

_  •  •  > 
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party,  it"  you  chance  to  bo  pinched  with  the 
cholick,  you  make  faces  like  mummers;  set  up  the 
bl»»ody  Bag  Against  all  patience;98  and,  in  roaring 

tor  a  chamber-pot,  dismiss  the  controversy  bleed- 
ing, the  more  entangled  by  your  hearing :  all  the 
peace  you  make  in  their  cause,  is,  calling  both  the 
knaves  ;  You  are  a  pair  of  strange  ones. 
Bru.  Come,  come,  you  are  well  understood  to 
be  a  perfecter  giber  for  the  table,  than  a  necessary 
bencher  in  the  Capitol. 

>.  Our  very  priests  must  become  mockers,  if 
they  shall  encounter  such  ridiculous  subjects  as 
vou  are.  When  you  speak  best  unto  the  purpose, 
it  is  not  worth  the  wagging  of  your  beards  ;  and 
your  beards  deserve  not  so  honourable  a  grave,  as 
to  stuff  a  botcher's  cushion,  or  to  be  entombed  in 
an  ass's  pack-saddle.  Yet  you  must  be  saying, 
Marcius  is  proud ;  who,  in  a  cheap  estimation,  is 
worth  all  your  predecessors,  since  Deucalion ; 
though,  peradventure,  some  of  the  best  of  them 
were  hereditary  hangmen.  Good  e'en  to  your 
worships ;  more  of  your  conversation  would  infect 
my  brain,  being  the  herdsmen  of  the  beastly 
plebeians :  I  will  be  bold  to  take  my  leave  of  you. 
rBuu.  and  Sic.  retire  to  the  hack  of  the  Scene. 

Enter  Volumnta,  Yirgilia,  and  Valeria,  Sfc. 

How  now,  my  a3  fair  as  noble  ladies,  (and  the 
moon,  were  she  earthly,  no  nobler,)  whither  do  you 
follow  your  eyes  so  fast  ? 

Vol.  Honourable  Menenius,  my  boy  Marcius 
approaches  ;  for  the  love  of  Juno,  let 's  go. 

Men,  Ha  !     Marcius  coining  home  ? 

Vol.  Ay,  worthy  Menenius ;  and  with  most 
prosperous  approbation. 

Men.  Take  my  cap,  Jupiter,  and  I  thank  thee: 
— Hoo !     Marcius  coming  home  ! 

Two  Ladies.  Nay,  'tis  true. 

Vol.  Look,  here  's  a  letter  from  him  ;  the  state 
hath  another,  his  wife  another  ;  and,  I  think,  there's 
one  at  home  for  you. 

Men.  I  will  make  my  very  house  reel  to-night : 
— A  letter  for  me  ? 

Vir.  Ye3,  certain,  there  's  a  letter  for  you ;  I 
it. 

Mr, i.  A  letter  for  me  ?  It  gives  me  an  estate 
of  seres  years'  health;  in  which  time  T  will  make 
a    lip   at   the    physician  :    the   most   sovereign    prcs- 

ption  in  Gtalen  is  hut  empiricutick,24  and,  t«. 
•  his  preservative,  of  no  better  report  than  a 
hor  I     be  Dot  wounded?  he  was  wont 

come  borne  wounded. 
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Vol.  O,  he  is  wounded,  I  thank  the  gods  for't. 

Men.  So  do  I  too,  if  it  be  not  too  much  : — 
Brings  'a  victory  in  his  pocket  ?— The  wounds  be- 
come him. 

Vol.  On  's  brows,  Menenius :  he  comes  the 
third  time  home  with  the  oaken  garland. 

Men.  Has  he  disciplined  Aufidius  soundly  ? 

Vol.  Titus  Lartius  writes, — they  fought  together, 
but  Aufidius  got  off. 

Men.  And  'twas  time  for  him  too,  I  '11  warrant 
him  that :  an  he  had  staid  by  him,  I  would  not 
have  been  so  fidiused  for  all  the  chests  in  Corioli, 
and  the  gold  that 's  in  them.  Is  the  senate  pos- 
sessed of  this  ? 

Vol.  Good  ladies,  let 's  go  : — Yes,  yes,  yes  :  the 
senate  has  letters  from  the  general,  wherein  he 
gives  my  son  the  whole  name  of  the  war  :  he  hath 
in  this  action  outdone  his  former  deeds  doubly. 

Vol.  In  troth,  there  's  wondrous  things  spoke  of 
him. 

Men.  "Wondrous  ?  ay,  I  warrant  you,  and  not 
without  his  true  purchasing. 

Vir.  The  gods  grant  them  true! 

Vol.  True  ?  pow,  wow. 

Men.  True?  I'll  be  sworn  they  are  true:  — 
Where  is  he  wounded  ? —  Grod  save  your  good  wor- 
ships !  \To  the  Tribunes,  who  come  forward.] 
Marcius  is  coming  home :  he  has  more  cause  to  be 
proud. — Where  is  he  wounded  ? 

Vol.  V  the  shoulder,  and  i'  the  left  arm :  There 
will  be  large  cicatrices  to  show  the  people,  when  he 
shall  stand  for  his  place.  He  received  in  the  re- 
pulse of  Tarquin,  seven  hurts  i'  the  body. 

Men.  One  in  the  neck,  and  two  in  the  thigh, — 
there  's  nine  that  I  know. 

Vol.  He  had,  before  this  last  expedition,  twenty- 
five  wounds  upon  him. 

Men.  Now  it 's  twenty-seven  :  every  gash  was 
an  enemy's  grave  :  \A  shout,  and  Flourish.']  Hark  ! 
the  trumpets. 

Vol.  These  are  the  ushers  of  Marcius  :  before  him 
He  carries  noise,  and  behind  him  he  leaves  tears  ; 
Death,  that  dark  spirit,  in  's  nervy  arm  doth  lie  ; 
Which  being  ad  vane'  d,  declines ;  and  then  men  die. 

A  Sennet.  Trumpets  sound.  Enter  Cominius  and 
TlTUS  Lau'iius;  between  ///cm,  Coriolanus, 
crowned  with  an  oalcen  Garland;  with  Captains, 
Soldiers,  and  a  EEerald. 

Her.   Know,  Borne,  that   all  alone  Marcius  did 
tight 
Within  Corioli'  gates:    where  ho  hath  won. 
With  fame,  a  name  to  Caius  Marcius;  these 
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ill.  W<    to  ]  I 

I  s ..  tnoi  o  of  thin, 

HOW,    In  •    III 

'  ■///.  Lo  i  our  in 

Oar, 
You  havo,  I  know,  pctition'd  all  i ' 
t  y , 
Vol, 
\\\  •;i'm!  lo  M  nroiu  .  w  orl  In  <  'aiu  ,  Mid 
l'.\  i  honour  now  l\  uam'd, 

b  is  it  1    I  oriolanu  i,  mu  i  [  call  t 
Bui  0,  Hi.\  w  ilV- 

( '  ilonco,  l 

Would '.i    thou  have   lau^h'd,  had   I   come  codin'd 
home, 

Thai  weep'  I  to    oc t  riumph  I    A  b,  m 

Such  r\rs  the  widows  in  Corioli  w 
A  ml  mot  hers  t  hat  lack  son 

Mm.  ids  crow  n  i 

I         \  mi  lire  you  yet  1     o  mj  sn  eel  ladj . 

don.  To  \  \  i . 

/','/.  1    know    nol   where  to  turn:     i>   welcome 
home ; 
Ami  welcome,  general  ;     Ami  you  are  welcome  all. 
Hen.  A    hundred   thousand  welcomes:    I   could 
weep, 
Ami  1  could  laugh;   I  am  light,  and  heavj  :   Wel- 
come : 
A  enrse  begin  al  ver]  r  "i  i  f  his  heart, 
That  is  not  glad  to  Bee  thee!     Sou  are  three, 
That  Borne  should  dote  on :  yet,  by  the  faith  of  men, 
We  have  some  old  crab-trees  here  at   home,  that 

w  ill  not 
Be  grafted  to  your  relish.     Yel  welcome,  warriors : 
Wo  call  a  nettle,  hut  a  nettle;  and 
The  faults  of  tools,  but  folly. 

Com.  Ever  right. 

I  or.  Menenius,  ever,  ever. 
Her.  (live  way  there,  and  go  on. 
Cor.  Your  hand,  and  yours  : 

[To  his  Wife  anJ  Mother. 
Ere  in  our  own  house  I  do  shade  my  head. 
The  good  patricians  must  be  visited  \ 
From  whom  1  have  receiv'd  not  only  greetin 
But  with  them  change  of  honours. 

Vol.  I  have  lived 

To  see  inherited  my  very  wishes, 
And  the  buildings  of  my  fancy  :  only  there 
Is  one  tiling  wanting,  which  I  doubt  not,  but 
Our  Rome  will  cast  upon  thee. 
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win  a  rulg 
•    mmit  the 
Their  nicelj 

I '  '  burning  \ 

■  bal  p  h 

I    into  hii  human  j 

A  n 

I   warrant   him  i 

/>/•//.  n  our  i 

During  his  \ 

Sie.  lie  cannot  temperately  t: 

Prom  where  he  should  begin,  and  end  ;    but  will 
1.         those  that   he  hath  w 

Hr».  in  \\    .-    • 

1 1  >ub<   not,  the  comm< 
stand, 

Bui  they,  upon  their  ancient  malice,  will 
Forget,  with  the  li  x  hono 

Which  that  he'll  give  them,  make  as  lit: 
A>  he  is  proud  to  do  't. 

Sru.  J  heard  him  swear, 

Were  he  to  stand  for  consm.  would  he 

Appear  i*the  market-place,  nor  on  him  put 

<  The  napless  vesture  o'  humility  ; 

Nor,  Bbowing  (as  the  aibnner  is)  his  wonr  b 
j  To  the  people,  beg  their  stinking  bresd    - 
Sic.  T 

Ih-u.  It    was   his   word:    O.   he   would  mi- 
rat  her 
;  Than  carry  it,  but  by  the  suit  o'the  gentry  to  him. 

And  the  desire  of  the  nobles. 

< 

Sic.  I  wisli  no  bet: 

|  Than  have  him  hold  that  purpose,  and  to  put  it 

<  . 

<  In  execution. 
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Bru.  'Tis  most  like,  ho  will. 

Sic.  It  shall  bo  to  him  then,  as  our  good  wills  ; 

A  sure  destruction.  8 

Bru.  So  it  must  fall  out 

To  him,  or  our  authorities.     For  an  end, 
AVe  must  suggest  the  people,  in  what  hatred 
!  I  i  still  hath  held  them;  that,  to  his  power,  he  would 
Have  made  them  mules,  silcnc'd  their  pleaders,  and 
Dispropertded  their  freedoms  :  holding  them, 
In  human  action  and  capacity, 
Of  no  more  soul,  nor  fitness  for  the  world, 
Than  camels  in  their  war ;  who  have  their  provand 
Only  for  bearing  burdens,  and  sore  blows 
For  sinking  under  them. 

Sic.  This,  as  you  say,  suggested 

At  some  time  when  his  soariug  insolence 
Shall  teach  the  people,  (which  time  shall  not  wrant, 
If  he  be  put  upon  't ;  and  that 's  as  easy, 
As  to  set  dogs  on  sheep,)  will  be  his  fire 
To  kindle  their  dry  stubble  ;  and  their  blaze 
Shall  darken  him  for  ever. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Bru.  What 's  the  matter  ? 

Mess.   Tou  are  sent  for  to  the   Capitol.     'Tis 
thought, 
That  Marcius  shall  be  consul :  I  have  seen 
The  dumb  men  throng  to  see  him,  and  the  blind 
To   hear   him    speak :    The    matrons    flung   their 

gloves, 
Ladies  and  maids  their  scarfs  and  handkerchiefs, 
Upon  him  as  he  pass'd  :  the  nobles  bended, 
As  to  Jove's  statue ;  and  the  commons  made 
A  shower,  and  thunder,  with  their  caps,  and  shouts : 
I  never  saw  the  like. 

Bru.  Let 's  to  the  Capitol ; 

And  carry  with  us  ears  and  eyes  for  the  time, 
But  hearts  for  the  event. 

Sic.  Have  with  you.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.— The  Same.     The  Capitol. 

Enter  Two  Officers,  to  lay  Cushions. 

^  gt  0/7*   Come,  come,  they  are  almost  here :  How 
many  stand  for  consulships  ? 

2nd  Off.  Three,  they  say  :    but  'tis  thought  of 
every  one,  Coriolanus  will  carry  it. 

lit  Off.  That 's  a  brave  fellow ;    but  he 's  ven- 
g<  ance  proud,  and  loves  not  the  common  people. 

2nd  Off  'Faith,  there  have  been  many  great  men 

that    have   flattered   the   people,    who   ne'er  loved 

them;    and   there   be   many  that  they  have  loved, 

they  know  not  wherefore :  so  that,  if  they  love  the} 
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know  not  why,  they  hate  upon  no  better  a  ground : 
Therefore,  for  Coriolanus  neither  to  care  whether 
they  love  or  hate  him,  manifests  the  true  knowledge 
he  has  in  their  disposition ;  and  out  of  his  noble 
carelessness,  let's  them  plainly  see  't. 

1st  Off.  If  he  did  not  care  whether  he  had  their 
love,  or  no,  he  waived  indifferently  'twixt  doing 
them  neither  good,  nor  harm ;  but  he  seeks  their 
hate  with  greater  devotion  than  they  can  render  it 
him ;  and  leaves  nothing  undone,  that  may  fully 
discover  him  their  opposite.  Now,  to  seem  to 
affect  the  malice  and  displeasure  of  the  people,  is 
as  bad  as  that  which  he  dislikes,  to  natter  them  for 
their  love. 

2nd  Off'.  He  hath  deserved  worthily  of  his  coun- 
try :  And  his  ascent  is  not  by  such  easy  degrees  as 
those,  who,  having  been  supple  and  courteous  to 
the  people,  bonnetted,  without  any  further  deed 
to  heave  them  at  all  into  their  estimation  and  report : 
but  he  hath  so  planted  his  honours  in  their  eyes, 
and  his  actions  in  their  hearts,  that  for  their  tongues 
to  be  silent,  and  not  confess  so  much,  wrere  a  kind 
of  ingrateful  injury ;  to  report  otherwise,  were  a 
malice,  that,  giving  itself  the  lie,  would  pluck  re- 
proof and  rebuke  from  every  ear  that  heard  it. 

1st  Off.  No  more  of  him  ;  he  is  a  worthy  man : 
Make  way,  they  are  coming. 

A  Sennet.  Enter,  with  Lictors  before  them,  Comi- 
2UUS  the  Consul,  Menenius,  Coriolanus,  many 
other  Senators,  Sicinius,  and  Brutus.  The 
Senators  take  their  places;  the  Tribunes  take 
theirs  also  by  themselves. 

Men.  Having  determin'd  of  the  Voices,  and 
To  send  for  Titus  Lartius,  it  remains, 
As  the  main  point  of  this  our  after-meeting, 
To  gratify  his  noble  service,  that 
Hath  thus  stood  for  his  country :  Therefore,  please 

you, 
Most  reverend  and  grave  elders,  to  desire 
The  present  consul,  and  last  general 
In  our  well-found  successes,  to  report 
A  little  of  that  worthy  work  perform' d 
By  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus ;  whom 
We  meet  here,  both  to  thank,  and  to  remember 
"With  honours  like  himself. 

1st  Sen.  Speak,  good  Comiuius 

Loave  nothing  out  for  length,  and  make  us  think, 
Rather  our  state's  defective  for  requital, 
Than  we  to  stretch  it  out.     Masters  o'  the  people, 
We  do  request  your  kindest  ears ;  and,  after, 
Your  loving  motion  toward  the  common  body 
To  yield  wrhat  pas  sea  here. 
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But  j  el  ni\  o  ml  ion  mi  '  iuont, 

Than  the  rebuke  j  ou  give  it. 

M,  n.  Ho  lovi     \  "in*  j»ri.| 

i  io  him  uol  to  be  I  hoir  bedfellow . 
Wort  hj  i  'ominiu  i,  speak.     Vi\ . 

[Cob.  f  to  i/<>  in' 

I      Sen.  Sit,  ( toriolauus  ;  aei  er  shame  to  b 
Wlial  you  have  nobl)  done. 

( \>r.  four  honours'  pardon  ; 

I  had  rather  have  mi  wounds  to  heal  ngnin, 
Than  hear  say  hon  I  gol  i  hem. 

lint.  Bir,  I  bo] 

M  v  words  dis-beueli'd  J  on  uol. 

I   ')•.  No,  sir :  yel  "I'l . 

When  blows  have  made  me  Btay,  1  fled  from  words. 
5  ou  Booth' d  oot,  therefore  hurt  not:89  But,  tout 

people, 
I  love  them  as  they  weigh. 
.1/  Pray  now ,  sit  don  a. 

•.   1  had  rather  have  one  Bcrateh  my  head  i' 
the  Bun, 
When  the  alarum  were  Btruck,  than  idly  sit 
To  heaf  my  nothings  monater'd.  [JEW*  Con. 

Mi ■//.  Masters  o1  the  people, 

Sour  multiplying  spawn  how  can  he  flatter, 
(That's  thousand  to  one  good  one,)  when  yon  now 

He  had  rather  venture  all  his  limbs  for  honour, 
Than  one  of  his  oars  to  hear  it  P-— Proceed,  Ctominius. 
;.  J  shall  lack  voice:  the  deeds  of  Coriolanus 

Should  not.  be  utter' d  feebly. — It  is  held, 
That  valour  is  the  chiefest  virtue,  and 
Most  dignifies  the  haver:  if  it  be, 
The  man  1  speak  of  cannot  in  the  world 
l>e  Bingly  counterpois*d.     At  sixteen  years, 
When  Tarquin  made  a  head  for  Rome,  he  fought 
Beyond  the  mark  of  others:   our  then  dictator, 
Whom  with  all  praise  I  point  at,  saw  him  tight, 
When  with  his  Amazonian  chin80  he  drove 
The  brisile.l  lips  before  him:  he  bestrid 
An  o'er  press' d  Roman,  and  i'  the  consul's  view 
t.  2  q 
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'Twere  a  perp  i  ual  spoil :  and.  till  wi 
Both  field  and  city  ours,  he  oi 
To  ease  his  breasi  with  pantin 

Mi  ,i.  W- 

let  s,  ,i.   I  [e  cannot  but  with 
noun 
Which  we  dei iae  him. 

I  ( )ur  spoil- 

And  look'd  upon  things  preci 
The  common  muck  o'the  world  ;  he  covets  leas 
Than  misery  itself  would  give;  n 
1 1  is  deeds  with  doing  them  ;  and 
To  spend  the  time,  to  end  it. 

Men.  li  _  ble; 

Let  him  be  call'd  i 

\si  \  Call  for  Coriolanu 

Off,   lie  doth  appear 

Ii>  -  COKIOLAM 

Men.  The  senate,  Coriolanus.  are  well  pleas'd 
To  make  thee  consul. 

Cor.  I  do  owe  them  still 

My  life,  and  servi 

Men.  It  then  remains, 

I  That  you  do  speak  to  the  people. 

Cor.  T  do  beseech  y 

Let  me  o'erleap  that  custom ;  for  I  can: 


ACT  IT. 


COEIOLANUS. 


SCENE  111. 


Put  on  the  gown,  stand  naked,  and  entreat  them, 
For  my  wounds1  sake,  to  give  their  suffrage :  please 

you, 

That  I  may  pass  tins  doing. 

Sir,  the  people 
Musi  have  their  voices;  neither  will  they  bate 

One  jot  of  ceremony. 

.1/  Put  them  not  to  't : — 

Pray  you,  go  fit  you  to  the  custom  ;  and 
Take  to  you,  as  your  predecessors  have, 
Your  honour  with  your  form. 

Cor.  It  is  a  part 

That  I  shall  blush  in  acting,  and  might  well 
Be  taken  from  the  people. 

Brv.  Mark  you  that  ? 

Cor.    To    brag    unto   them,  — Thus   I   did,   and 
thus ; — 
Show  them  the  unaohing  scars  which  I  should  hide, 
As  it*  I  had  receiv'd  them  for  the  hire 
Of  their  breath  only  : 

Men.  Do  not  stand  upon 't. — 

We  recommend  to  you,  tribunes  of  the  people, 
Our  purpose  to  them ; — and  to  our  noble  consul 
Wish  we  all  joy  and  honour. 

Sen.  To  Coriolanus  come  all  joy  and  honour  ! 

[Flourish.     Then  exeunt  Sen. 

Bru.  You  see  how  lie  intends  to  use  the  people. 

Sic.  May  they  perceive  his  intent!  He  that  will 
require  them, 
A  s  if  he  did  contemn  what  he  requested 
Should  be  in  them  to  give. 

Brv..  Come,  we  '11  inform  thein 

Of  our  proceedings  here  :  on  the  market-place, 
I  know,  they  do  attend  us.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— The  Same.     The  Forum. 

JEnter  several  Citizens. 

1st  Cit.  Once,  if  he  do  require  our  voices,  we 

ight  not  to  deny  him. 

2nd  Cit.  We  may,  sir,  if  we  will. 

3rd  Cit.  "VVre  have  power  in  ourselves  to  do  it, 
but  it  is  a  power  that  we  have  no  power  to  do  :  for 
if  he  show  us  his  wounds,  and  tell  us  his  deeds,  we 
are  to  put  our  tongues  into  those  wounds,  and 
ai  for  them;  so,  if  he  tell  us  his  aoble  dords, 
also  toll  him  our  noble  acceptance  of 
them.  Ingratitude  is  monstrous:  and  for  the 
mult  ite.de  to  ho  in  grateful,  were  to  make  a  monster 
of  the  multitude;  of  the  which,  we  being  members, 

oild  bring  ourselves  to  In-  monstrous  members. 

\sf  Cit  Ami  to  make  us  no  hitter  thought  of,  a 

little  help  will  >vv\r;    for  one'1,  when    we    stood    i  n 
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about  the  corn,  he  himself  stuck  not  to  call  us  the 
many -headed  multitude. 

Hrd  Cit.  We  have  been  called  so  of  many;  not 
that  our  heads  are  some  brown,  some  black,  some 
auburn,  some  bald,  but  that  our  wits  are  so  diversely 
coloured :  and  truly  I  think,  if  all  our  wits  were  to 
issue  out  of  one  skull,  they  would  fly  east,  west, 
north,  south ;  and  their  consent  of  one  direct  way 
should  be  at  once  to  all  the  points  o'  the  compass. 

2nd  Cit.  Think  you  so  ?  Which  way,  do  you 
judge,  my  wit  would  fly  ? 

3rd  Cit.  Nay,  your  wit  will  not  so  soon  out  as 
another  man's  will,  'tis  strongly  wedged  up  in  a 
block-head  :  but  if  it  were  at  liberty,  'twould,  sure, 
southward. 

2nd  Cit.  Why  that  way  ? 

3rd  Cit.  To  lose  itself  in  a  fog;  where  being 
three  parts  melted  away  with  rotten  dews,  the 
fourth  would  return  for  conscience  sake,  to  help  to 
get  thee  a  wife. 

2nd  Cit.  You  are  never  without  your  tricks:  — 
You  may,  you  may. 

3rd  Cit.  Are  you  all  resolved  to  give  your  voices  r 
But  that's  no  matter,  the  greater  part  carries  it. 
I  say,  if  he  would  incline  to  the  people,  there  was 
never  a  worthier  man. 

Enter  CobiolaKUS  and  Mekenius. 

Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  gown  of  humility  ;  marl: 
his  behaviour.  We  are  not  to  stay  altogether,  but 
to  come  by  him  where  he  stands,  by  ones,  by  twos, 
and  by  threes.  He 's  to  make  his  requests  by 
particulars :  wherein  every  one  of  us  has  a  single 
honour,  in  giving  him  our  own  voices  with  our  own 
tongues :  therefore  follow  me,  and  I  '11  direct  you 
how  you  shall  go  by  him. 

All.  Content,  content.  [Exeunt. 

Men.  O  sir,  you  are  not  right :  have  you  not 
known 
The  worthiest  men  have  done  it  ? 

Cor.  What  must  I  say  ? — 

I  pray,  sir, — Plague  upon 't !  I  cannot  bring 

My  tongue  to  such  a  pace  : Look,  sir ; my 

wounds ; — 
I  got  them  in  my  country's  servieo,  when 
Some  certain  of  your  brethren  roar'd,  and  ran 
From  the  noise  of  our  own  drums. 

Men.  O  me,  the  gods  ' 

Yrou  must  not  speak  of  that ;  you  must  desire  then 
To  think  upon  you. 

Cor.  Think  upon  me?  Hang 'em! 

I  would  they  would  forget  me,  like  the  virtues 
Which  our  divines  lose  by  them.™ 
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\st  ('if.  The  price  is,  sir,  to  ash  it  kindly. 

Kindly  r 
sir,  I  pray,  le1  me  ba't:  I  I ia \ < *  wounds  to  show 

y  0Uj 
Which  shall  be  yours  in  private,     four  good  voice, 

sir  ; 

What  Baj  j  ou  P 

2nd  OU,  Xou  shall  have  it,  worthy  sir. 

Oor,  A  match,  sir  i — 
There  is  in  all  two  worthy  voices  begg'di — 
J  have  3  our  alms ;  adieu. 

1st  OU,  l>ut  tins  is  something  odd. 

2nd  OU,  An 'twere  to  give  again,— But  'tis  qo 
matter.  [Exeunt  Two  Citizens. 

Enter  Two  other  Citizens. 

Cor.  Pray  you  now,  if  it  may  Btand  with  the  tune 
of  your  voices,  that  I  may  bo  consul,  I  have  here 
the  customary  gown. 

3rd  Cit.  You  have  deserved  nobly  of  your  country, 
and  von  have  not  deserved  nobly. 

Oor,  Your  enigma  ? 

3rd  Cit.  You  have  boon  a  scourge  to  her  enemies, 
you  have  been  a  rod  to  her  friends;  you  have  not, 
indeed,  loved  the  common  people. 

Cor.  You  should  account  me  the  more  virtuous, 
that  I  have  not  been  common  in  my  love.  I  will, 
sir.  Hatter  my  sworn  brother  the  people,  to  earn  B 
dearer  estimation  of  them;  'tis  a  condition  they 
account  gentle :    and    since   the  wisdom  of  their 
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The  one  part  Buffer' d,  the  other  will  l 
I  [ere  come  more  voices, — 

Vmir  voices  :    fox  J  "in  ! 

Watch'd  for  your  .?ar 

Of  wounds  two  do/iu  odd;    battl.  - 

I  have  seen,  and  heard  of  j  for  your  \ 

Done  many  things, 

voi 

Indeed,  I  would  be  eonsul. 

~)ih  OU.    lie    has   done    I  ana    cannf. 

without  any  honest  man's  voi' 

6th  OU»  Therefore  let  him  be  consul  :  ] 
give  him  joy,  and  make  him  good  friend 
people ! 

All.  Amen,  amen. 

bee,  noble  consul !        [Exeu, 

Cor.  Worthy  voices 

He-enter  Menexius,  with  Brutus,  and  BlCTBTI 

Men.  You  have  stood  your  limitation  ; 
tribunes 
Endue  you  with  the  people's  voice  ;  Beinains, 
That,  in  the  official  marks  invested,  you 
Anon  do  meet  the  senate. 


LCT   II. 


C0E10LANUS. 


SCENE  III. 


( '<>•'.  \>  this  done  ? 

Sic.  The  custom  of  request  you  have  discharg'd  : 

The  people  do  admit  you  ;  and  are  summon'd 
To  meet,  anon,  upon  your  approbation. 

Cor.  Where?  at  the  senate-house? 

Sic.  There,  Coriolanus. 

Cor.  May  I  then  change  these  garments  ? 

Sic.  You  may,  sir. 

'      •.   That    I'll    go    straight    do;    and,  knowing 
myself  again, 
Repair  to  the  senate-house. 

Jlrn.  I  '11  keep  you  company. — "Will  you  along? 

Bru.  We  stay  here  for  the  people. 

Sic.  Fare  you  well. 

[Exeunt  Cor.  and  Men. 
He  has  it  now  ;  and  by  his  looks,  niethmks, 
'Tis  warm  at  his  heart. 

Bru.  "With  a  proud  heart  he  wore 

His  humble  weeds  :  Will  you  dismiss  the  people  ? 

Re-enter  Citizens. 

Sic.  How  now,  my  masters  ?  have  you  chose  this 

man  ? 
1st  Cit.  He  has  our  voices,  sir. 
Bru.  "We  pray  the  gods, he  may  deserve  your  loves. 
2nd  Cit.  Amen,  sir  :  To  my  poor  unworthy  notire, 
He  mock'd  us,  when  he  begg'd  our  voices. 

3rd  Cit.  Certainly, 

He  flouted  us  down-right. 

1st  Cit.  No,  'tis  his  kind  of  speech,  he  did  not 

mock  us. 
2nd  Cit.  Not  one  amongst  us,  save  yourself,  but 
says, 
He  us'd  us  scornfully :  he  should  have  show'd  us 
His  marks  of  merit,  wounds  receiv'd  for  his  country. 
Sic.  Why,  so  he  did,  I  am  sure. 
Cit.  jNo  ;  no  man  saw  'em. 

[Several  speak. 
3rd  Cit.    He    said,   he   had   wounds,  which   he 
could  show  in  private; 
And  with  his  hat,  thus  waving  it  in  scorn, 
"  I  would  be  consul,"  says  he  :    '  aged  custom, 
But  by  your  voices,  will  not  so  permit  me  ;34 
Tour  voices  therefore  :"  When  we  granted  that, 
i  [ere  was, — "  I  thank  you  for  your  voices, — thank 

you  — 
four  most  sv.  <■<  I  voices  : — now  you  have  left  your 

roi< 
I  have  no  further  with  you:" — Was  not  this  mock- 
ery P 
Why,  either,  yon  were  ignorant  to  lee't? 
eeing  it,  of  such  childish  friendliness 
To  yield  your  \  r 

800 


Bru.  Could  you  not  have  told  him, 

As  you  were  lesson' d, — When  he  had  no  power, 
But  was  a  petty  servant  to  the  state, 
He  was  your  enemy  ;  ever  spake  against 
Your  liberties,  and  the  charters  that  you  bear 
I'  the  body  of  the  weal :  and  now,  arriving 
A  place  of  potency,  and  sway  o'  the  state, 
If  he  should  still  malignantly  remain 
East  foe  to  the  plebeii,  your  voices  might 
Be  curses  to  yourselves  ?  You  should  have  said, 
That,  as  his  worthy  deeds  did  claim  no  less 
Than  what  he  stood  for ;  so  his  gracious  nature 
Would  think  upon  you  for  your  voices,  and 
Translate  his  malice  towards  you  into  love 
Standing  your  friendly  lord. 

Sic.  Thus  to  have  said, 

As  you  were  fore-advis'd,  had  touch' d  his  spirit, 
And  try'd  his  inclination  ;  from  him  pluck'd 
Either  his  gracious  promise,  which  you  might, 
As  cause  had  call'd  you  up,  have  held  him  to  ; 
Or  else  it  would  have  gall'd  his  surly  nature, 
Which  easily  endures  not  article 
Tying  him  to  aught ;  so,  putting  him  to  rage, 
You  should  have  ta'en  the  advantage  of  his  choler, 
And  pass'd  him  unelected. 

Bru.  Did  you  perceive, 

He  did  solicit  you  in  free  contempt, 
When  he  did  need  your  loves ;  and  do  you  think, 
That  his  contempt  shall  not  be  bruising  to  you, 
When  he  hath  power  to  crush?   Why,  had  your 

bodies 
No  heart  among  you  ?  Or  had  you  tongues,  to  cry 
Against  the  rectorship  of  judgment  ? 

Sic.  Have  you, 

Ere  now,  deny'd  the  asker?  and,  now  again, 
On  him,  that  did  not  ask,  but  mock,  bestow 
Your  su'd-for  tongues  ? 

3rd  Cit.  He's  not  confirmed,  we  may  deny  him  yet. 

2nd  Cit.  And  will  deny  him  : 
I  '11  have  five  hundred  voices  of  that  sound. 

1st  Cit.  I  twice  five  hundred,  and  their  friends 
to  piece  'cm. 

Bru.   Get  you  hence  instantly  ;  and  tell  those 
friends, — 
They  have  chose  a  consul,  that  will  from  them  take 
Their  liberties ;  make  them  of  no  more  voice 
Than  dogs,  that  are  as  often  beat  for  barking, 
As  therefore  kept  to  do  so. 

Sic.  Let  them  assemble  ; 

And,  on  a  safer  judgment,  all  revoke 
Your  ignorant  election  ■   Enforce  his  pride, 
And  his  old  hate  unto  you:  besides,  forget  not 
With  what  contempt,  he  wore  the  humble  weed; 
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llcw  \«'iin",l\  he  began  to  hi  rve  his  country, 
lli.w  long  continued:  and  whal  stock  ho  of, 

The  noble  house   o' the    Marcians;    from   whence 

came 
Thai  Alien-  M.n-tius,  Numa*s  daughter's  son, 
Who,  after  great  Kostilius,  here  was  kin 
Of  the  same  house  Publiua  and  Quintus  were. 
That  our  boat  water  brought  by  conduits  hither; 
Ami  GensorinuB,  darling  of  the  people, 
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i;    prut   in  I 

//  I. 

This  mutin;  ;"  tter  put  in  h  \i  ird, 

'I'd:  I  doubt 

I  In-  fall   : 

\\  ii  Ii  tin  ii-  refu  ial,  bol 
The  vantage  of  hi 

i 
I     :i.-;  we'll   be   there   ! 

I"'": 

Ami  this  shall  . 

Which  we  hare  goaded  oi 


ACT    III. 


SCENE  I.— The  same.     A  Street 


Cornet*.    Enter  Cobiolautjs,   Mjsxexiub,  Comi- 
ntus,  Tin  a  Labtii  s,  Senators,  and  Patricians. 

Cor.  Tullua  Aul'ulius  then  had  made  new  head  : 

Lari.  He  had,  my  lord;  and  that  it  wee,  which 
caua'd 
Our  swifter  composition. 

Cor.  So  then  the  Voices  stand  but  as  at  first; 
Steady,  when -time  shall  prompt  them,  to  make  road 
1  pen  US  again. 

Com.  They  are  worn,  lord  consul,  so, 

That  we  shall  hardly  in  our  ages  see 
Their  banners  wave  again. 

i  tor.  Saw  you  Aufidius  ? 

Lari.  On  safe-guard  he  came  to  me  ;35  and  did 
curse 
Against  the  Voices,  for  they  had  so  vilely 
Yielded  the  town  :  he  is  retir'd  to  Antium. 

Cor.  Spoke  he  of  me  ? 


7. 
Cor. 

Lart.   How   often    he    had    I  1    to 

sword : 
That,  of  all  things  upon  t!  h,  he  hated 

Tour  person  most:  that  he  would  pawn  his  fortm 
To  hopeless  restitution,  so  he  might 
Be  call'd  your  vanquisher. 

Cor.  At  Antium  lives  fa    . 

Lart.  At  Antium. 

Cor.  I  wish,  I  had  a  cause  to  seek  him  there, 
To  oppose  his  hatred  fully. — Welcome  hi 

b  Lab*. 

En:      Si    nrius  and  Brl n    - 

Behold  !  these  are  the  tribunes  of  the  people, 
The  tongues  o1  the  common  mouth.     I  do  des;   i 

them ; 
For  they  do  prank  them  in  authority, 
inst  all  noble  sufferance. 
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111. 


COBIOLANUS. 


SCEKE  T. 


Pass  no  further. 
(    r.  Ha!  what  is  that  ? 

Urn.  It  will  be  dangerous  to 

GK)  on:  no  further. 

What  makes  this  change  P 
Mi  n,  The  matter  ? 

Com.   Hath  he  not   pass'd  the  nobles,  and  the 

(•(Millions  ? 

Bru.  Cominius,  no. 

i ' »'.  Have  1  had  children's  voices? 

1st  Sen.  Tribunes,    give    way  ;    he  shall  to    the 
market-place. 

Bru.  The  people  are  incens'd  against  him. 

Sic.  Stop, 

Or  all  will  fall  in  broil. 

Cor.  Are  these  your  herd  ? — 

Must  these  have  voices,  that  can  yield  them  now, 
And  straight  disclaim  their  tongues  ? — What  are 

your  offices  ? 
You  being  their  mouths,  why  rule  you  not  their 

teeth  ? 
Have  you  not  set  them  on  ? 

Men.  Be  calm,  be  calm. 

Cor.  It  is  a  purpos'd  tiling,  and  grows  by  plot, 
To  curb  the  will  of  the  nobility : — 
Suffer  it,  and  live  with  such  as  cannot  rule, 
Nor  ever  will  be  rul'd. 

Bru.  Call 't  not  a  plot : 

The  people  cry,  you  mock'd  them  ;  and,  of  late, 
When  corn  was  given  them  gratis,  yon  repin'd ; 
Scandal' d  the  suppliants  for  the  people ;  call'd  them 
Time-pleasers,  flatterers,  foes  to  nobleness. 

Cor.  Why,  this  was  known  before. 

Bru.  ]\Tot  to  them  all. 

Cor.  Have  you  inform' d  them  since  ? 

Bru.  How  !  I  inform  them  ! 

Cor.  You  are  like  to  do  such  business. 

Bru.  Not  unlike, 

Each  way,  to  better  yours. 

Cor.    Why  then  should  I  be  consul  ?     By  yon 
clouds, 
Let  me  deserve  so  ill  as  you,  and  make  me 
Your  fellow  tribune. 

Sic.  You  show  too  much  of  that, 

For  which  the  people  stir:  If  you  will  pass 
To  where  you  are  bound,  you  must  inquire  your 

way, 
Which  you  are  out  of,  with  ;i  gentler  spirit: 
Or  never  be  to  noble  as  a  consul, 
Nor  yoke  with  him  for  tribune. 

Men.  L  •:  'a  be  calm. 

Com.  The  people  are  abuVd:-  Bel   en.— This 
palt'ring 
802 


Becomes  not  Borne  ;  nor  has  Coriolanus 
Deserv'd  this  so  dishonour' d  rub,  laid  falsely 
F  the  plain  way  of  his  merit. 

Cor.  Tell  me  of  corn ! 

This  was  my  speech,  and  I  will  speak  't  again ; — 

Men.  Not  now,  not  now. 

1st  Sen.  Not  in  this  heat,  sir,  now. 

Cor.  Now,  as  I  live,  I  will. — My  nobler  friends, 
I  crave  their  pardons  : — 

For  the  mutable,  rank-scented  many,  let  them 
Begard  me  as  I  do  not  flatter,  and 
Therein  behold  themselves  :  I  say  again, 
In  soothing  them,  we  nourish  'gainst  our  senate 
The  cockle  of  rebellion,  insolence,  sedition, 
Which  we  ourselves  have  ploughed  for,  sow'd,  and 

scatter' d, 
By  mingling  them  with  us,  the  honour' d  number ; 
Who  lack  not  virtue,  no,  nor  power,  but  that 
Which  they  have  given  to  beggars. 

Iden.  Well,  no  more. 

1st  Sen.  No  more  words,  we  beseech  you. 

Cor.  How !  no  more  ? 

As  for  my  country  I  have  shed  my  blood, 
Not  fearing  outward  force,  so  shall  my  lung 
Coin  words  till  their  decay,  against  those  raeazels,36 
Which  we  disdain  should  tetter  us,  vet  sought 
The  very  way  to  catch  them. 

Bru.  You  speak  o'  the  people 

As  if  you  were  a  god  to  punish,  not 
A  man  of  their  infirmity. 

Sic.  'Twere  well, 

We  let  the  people  know 't. 

Men.  What,  what  ?  his  choler  ? 

Cor.  Choler! 
Were  I  patient  as  the  midnight  sleep, 
By  Jove,  'twould  be  my  mind. 

Sic.  It  is  a  mind, 

That  shall  remain  a  poison  where  it  is, 
Not  poison  any  further. 

Cor.  Shall  remain  ! — 

Hear  you  this  Triton  of  the  minnows  ?  mark  you 
His  absolute  "shall?" 

Com.  'Twas  from  the  canon. 

Cor.  "Shall!" 

O  good,  but  most  unwise  patricians,  why, 
You  grave,  but  reckless  senators,  have  you  thus 
Given  Hydra  here  to  choose  an  officer, 
That  with  his  peremptory  "  shall,"  being  but 
The  horu  and  noise  o'the  monsters,  wants  not  spirit 
To  say,  he'll  turn  your  current  in  a  ditch, 
And  make  your  channel  his  ?     If  he  have  power, 
Thru  vail  your  ignorance:  if  none,  awake 
Your  dangerous  lenity.     If  you  are  learned, 
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I  le  nol  .<     ommon  fool 

L.-i  Hi.  in  h  i\.  ou  ihion  i  by  you      f< 

I I  i in  \  i>.    tmutoi       i'  i  th 

\\  1 1 1  1 1  bol  li  \  our  i  oioi  i  bh  ruled,  i ' 

U.i  i  |.  il  ii.     i '..   i        rhi 

\  ml  mob  .1  one  i    ho,  >\  ho  pul  ill," 

Mi.  popular  '     h  ill  nil 

Than  ev<  r  fVow  n'd  in  (1 

1 1  ii 

To  h  'iitw  ,  u  Ii.  ii  two  nut  horil  up, 

Neil her  supremo,  Ii  ion 

M.i\  enter  'I  wi  ip  of  bol  h,  and  tal 

The  ono  bi  I  he  oth< 

I  ■:,!.  \\ .  il     on  to  tho  n 

o  i  ha!  coun  el,  to 
The  oorn  o'  the  store  ! 
Somel  ime  in  Gi  — 

1/  Will,  well,  no  more  of  thai . 

'        |  I'll. mi  ■  h  i  hei  e  i  he  people  had  moi 
lute  power,) 
I  saj  |  t  hei  uourish'd  disobedience,  fed 
'riic  ruin  c>r  i he  state, 

/int.  Win ,  shall  the  people 

One  thai  speaks  thus  their  roi< 

' ' . '/•.  I '  II  give  tnv  !• 

More  worthier  than  their  voic<  s<     The}  know,  the 

corn 
Was  not  our  recompense;  resting  well  assur'd 
Thev  ne'er  did  servioe  R>rM  i   Being  press'd  to  the 

war. 

Even  when  the  nave]  of  the  Btate  was  tonch'd. 
They  would  not  thread  the  gates:8*  this  kind  of 

■en  toe 
Did  not  deserve  corn  gratis:  being  i'  the  war, 
Their  mutinies  and  revolts,  wherein  they  show'd 
MCosI  valour,  spoke  not  for  them:  Tho  accusation 
Which  they  have  often  made  against  the  Benate, 
All  cause  unborn,  could  never  be  the  native 
Of  our  so  frank  donation.     Well,  what  thou? 
How  shall  this  bosom  multiplied  dige 
Tho  senate's  courtesy  ?      Lei  deeds  express 
What's  like  to  be  their  words: — u  We  did  request  it ; 
We  are  the  greater  poll,  and  in  true  tear 
The}   gave  us  our  demands  :" — Thus  we  debase 
The  nature  of  our  seats,  and  make  the  rabble 
Call  our  cares  tears  :   which  will  in  time  break  ope 
The  locks  o'  the  senate,  and  bring  in  the  crows 
To  -peck  the  eagles. — 

'  ii.  Come,  enough. 

Brit.  Enough,  with  over-measure. 

Cor.  No,  take  more  : 

What  may  be  sworn  by,  both  divine  and  human. 
Seal  what  I  end  withal ! — This  double  worship, — 
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Ml! 

( >f  thai  integrity  w  hieh  should  l> 

■  t  he  po 
For  the  ill  which  doth  it. 

/  ll< 

1 1 
\    trail       do. 

'  rhou  wr< 

What  should  the  people  do  w  ith  th 
( )u  whom  depending,  their  obed  ill 

be  greater  bench  \  In  a  rebellion, 
When  uhat  's  n. -t  meet,  but  what  m 
Thm  were  they  chosen  ;  in  b  boor, 

what  is  meet,  be  said  it  musl  be 

And  throw  their  power  i'  the  die 

/;;•/'.    Manit'ot  tr. 

S  T 

Bru.  The  JSdiles,  ho!— Let  him  be  appreh* 
.•all  the  people;  [J 
name,  myself 
Attach  thee,  as  a  traitorous  innov.e 
A  foe  to  the  public  weal:   Obey.  I  charge  thee, 
\     I  follow  to  thine  answer. 
Cor.  I  Knee,  old  goat ! 

S    i.  and  Pat.        We 'U  surety  him. 
Com.  Afi  "ff. 

Hence,  rotten  thing,  or  I  shall  shake 
bones 
Out  of  thy  garments 

Sic.  ft  '"■:■ ; "  '■ 

Re-enter  Biu'xus,  with  the  -Ediles,  and  a  Babble  of 

Citizt . 

Jlcn.  On  both  sides  more  respect. 

Here  's  he,  that  would 
ike  from  yon  all  vour  power. 


u  r  in. 


COIMOL  USUS. 


SCE"N"E  I. 


Bru,  8   ise  him,  JEdilcs. 

Cit.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him  ! 

[Several  speak. 
2)tJ  Sen.  Weapons,  weapons,  weapons  I 

[  77/ ry  all  hustle  about  Cor. 

Tribunes,  patricians,  citizens! — what  ho! — 
Sicinius,  Brutus,  Coriolanus,  citizens! 

Peace,  peace,  peace  ;  stay,  hold,  peace  ! 

Mi  u.  What  is  about  to  be  ? — I  am  out  of  breath  : 
Confusion's  near:  I  cannot  speak :— You,  tribunes 
To  the  people, — Coriolanus,  patience  : — 
Speak,  good  Sicinius. 

Hear  me,  people  ; — Per.ee. 

OU.  Let's  hear  our  tribune: — Peace.      Speak, 
speak,  speak. 

Sic.  You  are  at  point  to  lose  your  liberties  : 
Marcius  would  have  all  from  you  ;  Marcius, 
Whom  late  you  have  nam'dfor  consul. 

Men.  Fye,  fye,  fye  ! 

This  is  the  way  to  kindle,  not  to  quench. 

Is*  Sen.  To  unbuild  the  city,  and  to  lay  all  flat. 

Sic.  What  is  the  city,  but  the  people  ? 

OU.  True, 

The  people  are  the  city. 

Bru.  By  the  consent  of  all,  we  were  establish'd 
The  people's  magistrates. 

Cit.  You  so  remain. 

Men.  And  so  are  like  to  do. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  the  city  flat ; 
To  bring  the  roof  to  the  foundation  ; 
And  bury  all,  which  yet  distinctly  ranges, 
In  heaps  and  piles  of  ruin. 

Sic.  This  deserves  death. 

Bru.  Or  let  us  stand  to  our  authority, 
Or  let  us  lose  it : — We  do  here  pronounce, 
Upon  the  part  o'  the  people,  in  whose  power 
We  were  elected  theirs,  Marcius  is  worthy 
Of  present  death. 

Sic.  Therefore,  lay  hold  of  him  ; 

Bear  him  to  the  rock  Tarpeian,  and  from  thence 
Into  destruction  cast  him. 

Bru.  ^Edilcs,  seize  him. 

Cit.   field,  Marcius,  yield. 

Men.  Hear  me  one  word. 

Beseech  you,  tribunes,  hear  me  but  a  word. 

*  K  li.  Peace,  peace. 

.\/>  ,i.  Be  thai  yon  sennjn  dyvour  country's  friend, 
And  temperately  proceed  to  what  you  would 
Thus  \  iolentry  redr 

Bru.  Sir,  those  cold  ways, 

Thai  seem  like  prudent  helps,  arc  very  poisonous 
Where  I  he  disease  is  violent : — Lay  hands  upon  him, 
\  ad  bear  him  to  the  rock. 


Cor.  No  ;  I  '11  die  here. 

[Drawing  his  Sword. 
There  \s  some  among  you  have  beheld  me  fighting  ; 
Come,  try  upon  yourselves  what  you  have  seen  me. 
Men.  Down  with  that  sword ; — Tribunes,  with- 
draw a  while. 
Bru.  Lay  hands  upon  him. 

Men.  Help,  Marcius!  help, 

You  that  be  noble ;  help  him,  young,  and  old ! 
Cit.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him  ! 

[ In  this  Mutiny,  the  Tribunes,  the  .^Ediles,  and 
the  People,  are  all  beat  in. 
Men.    Go,  get   you   to   your   house ;    be  gone, 
away, 
All  will  be  naught  else. 

2nd  Sen.  Get  you  gone. 

Cor.  Stand  fast ; 

We  have  as  many  friends  as  enemies. 
Men.  Shall  it  be  put  to  that  ? 
1st  Sen.  The  gods  forbid  ! 

I  pr'ythee,  noble  friend,  home  to  thy  house  ; 
Leave  us  to  cure  this  cause. 

Men.  For  'tis  a  sore  upon  us, 

You  cannot  tent  yourself:  Begone,  'beseech  you. 
Com.  Come,  sir,  along  with  us. 
Cor.  I  would  they  were  barbarians,  (as  they  are, 
Though  in  Rome  litter' d,)  not  Romans,  (as  they  are 

not, 
Though  calv'd  i'  the  porch  o'  the  Capitol,)  — 

Men.  Be  gone : 

Put  not  your  worthy  rage  into  your  tongue ; 
One  time  will  owe  another. 

Cor.  On  fair  ground, 

I  could  beat  forty  of  them. 

Men.  I  could  myself 

Take  up  a  brace  of  the  best  of  them  ;  yea,  the  two 
tribunes. 
Com.  But  now  'tis  odds  beyond  arithmetic  ; 
And  manhood  is  call'd  foolery,  when  it  stands 
Against  a  falling  fabrick. — Will  you  hence, 
Before  the  tag  return  ?  wrhose  rage  doth  rend 
Like  interrupted  waters,  and  o'erbear 
What  they  are  used  to  bear. 

Men.  Pray  you,  be  gone  : 

I  '11  try  whether  my  old  wit  be  in  request 
With  those  that  have    but  little;    this  must  be 

patch' d 
With  cloth  of  any  colour. 

Com.  Nay,  come  away. 

[Exeunt  Cor.  Com.,  and  Others. 
Vet  Pat.  This  man  has  marred  his  fortune. 
Men.    1 1  is  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world  : 
lie  would  not  latter  Neptune  for  bis  trident, 
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1 1         ill  bo  i  lirou  ii  .low  ii  t  he  Tarpe 
W  il  Ii  rigorous  hand  -  .   he  hut  Ii  resisted  I  i 
Viiil  tberefore  law  shall  scorn  him  furthi  r  trial 
Than  i  In-  severity  of  the  public  pon  i 
Which  he  'ii. 

I.s7  I  II.-  nhall  well  km 

The  aoble  tribunes  are  the  y  ople's  moul 
A  ml  we  their  hands. 

( 'it.  1  [e  shall,  sure  on  i . 

N    ■<  ral  mi  ah  together. 

Men. 

s  r 

Men.  Do  qo1  cry,  havoc,  where  you  should  but 

hunt 
With  modest  warrant. 

s  Sir,  how   COmeS  it.  that   vuu 

Have  holp  to  make  this  rescui 

Mi  /i.  Hoar  me  speak  : — 

Ls  1  do  know  the  consul's  worthiness, 

So  can  I  name  his  faults: 

Sic.  Consul! — what  consul? 

Mi  ii.  The  consul  Coriolanus. 

Brat.  He  a  consul  ! 

Cit.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 

Men.  It",  by  the  tribunes'  Leave,  and  yours,  good 
people, 
I  may  be  hoard,  I  \l  crave  a  word  or  two; 
The  which  shall  turn  you  to  no  further  harm, 
Than  so  much  loss  of  time. 

Sic.  Speak  briefly  then  : 

Tor  we  are  peremptory,  to  despatch 
This  viperous  traitor:  to  eject  him  hence, 
Were  but  one  danger;  and,  to  keep  him  here, 
Our  certain  death  ;  therefore  it  is  decreed, 
lie  dies  to-night. 

Men.  Now  the  good  gods  forbid, 

That  our  renowned  Rome,  whose  gratitude 

T.  2  H 
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This  tiger-fi  w  hen  i'  find 

The  harm  of  unscann'd  sn  Lfl  n< 

leaden  pounds  to  1  I '  --si, 

he  is  belot  'd)  bn 
An.: 
Bru. 

.   What  do  ye  ta! 

1  la\e  WO  had  : 

Our  JEdlll l  i  :  — 

M      I       liderthis; — II- 
Since  he  could  draw  a  sword, 
In  boulted  Language  ;  meal  and  I 
Ho  throws  without  distinction.     Q 
I  '11  go  to  him,  and  undertake  to  bri: 
Where  he  shall  answer,  by  a  lawful  form, 
(In  peace)  to  his  utmost  peril. 

1st  Sen.  Noble  tribur 

li  is  the  humane  way  :  the  other  con  i 
Will  prove  too  bloody  :  and  the  end  of  it 
Unknown  to  the  beginning. 

Sic.  Xoble  Menenius, 

Be  you  then  as  the  people's  officer : — 
'   Masters,  lay  down  your  weapons. 

Bru.  { I  i  not  home. 

Sic.    Meet    on   the   market-place:  —  We  *D  at- 
tend you  there : 
j  Whore,  if  you  bring  not  Mareius.  we  '11  proceed 
\  In  our  first  way. 

Men.  I  '11  bring  him  to  you  : — 


ACT  III. 


COKIOLANUS. 


SCESTE  II. 


Let  me  desire  your  company.  [To  the  Sen.]  He  must 

come, 
Or  what  is  worst  will  follow. 

1st  Sen.  Pray  you,  let 's  to  him.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. — A  Boom  in  Coriolanus's  House. 

Enter  Comolanus,  and  Patricians. 

Cor.  Let  them  pull  all  about  mine  ears ;  present 
me 
Death  on  the  wheel,  or  at  wild  horses' s  heels ; 
Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  rock, 
That  the  precipitation  might  down  stretch 
Below  the  beam  of  sight,  yet  will  I  still 
Be  thus  to  them. 

Enter  Volumnia. 

1st  Pat.  You  do  the  nobler. 

Cor.  I  muse,  my  mother 
Does  not  approve  me  further,  who  was  wont 
To  call  them  woollen  vassals,  things  created 
To  buy  and  sell  with  groats ;  to  show  bare  heads 
In  congregations,  to  yawn,  be  still,  and  wonder, 
When  one  but  of  my  ordinance  stood  up 
To  speak  of  peace,  or  war.    I  talk  of  you ;  [To  Vol. 
Why  did  you  wish  me  milder  ?    Would  you  have 

me 
False  to  my  nature  ?  Kather  say,  I  play 
The  man  I  am. 

Vol.  O,  sir,  sir,  sir, 

I  would  have  had  you  put  your  power  well  on, 
Before  you  had  worn  it  out. 

Cor.  Let  go. 

Vol.  You  might  have  been  enough  the  man  you 
are, 
With  striving  less  to  be  so  :  Lesser  had  been 
The  thwartings  of  your  dispositions,  if 
You  had  not  show'd  them  how  you  were  dispos'd 
Ere  they  lack'd  power  to  cross  you. 

Cor.  Let  them  hang. 

Vol.  Ay,  and  burn  too. 

Enter  "M  i;m;nius,  and  Senators. 

Men.  Come,   come,  you  have   been  too  rough, 
something  too  rough  ; 
You  must  return,  and  mend  it. 

1st  Sen.  There  's  no  remedy  ; 

Unlets,  by  not  so  doing,  our  good  city 
ClesTe  in  the  midst,  and  perish. 

Vol,  Pray  be  counsel' <1 : 

I  hare  a  heart  ai  little  apl  m  yours, 
Bui  v.t  b  brain,  that  leads  my  use  of  anger, 
To  better  rentage, 
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Men.  Well  said,  noble  woman  : 

Before  he  should  thus  stoop  to  the  herd,  but  that 
The  violent  fit  o'the  time  craves  it  as  physic 
For  the  whole  state,  I  would  put  mine  armour  on, 
Which  I  can  scarcely  bear. 

Cor.  What  must  I  do  ? 

Men.  Return  to  the  tribunes. 

Cor.  Well, 

What  then  ?  what  then  ? 

Men.  Eepent  what  you  have  spoke. 

Cor.  For  them  ? — I  cannot  do  it  to  the  gods  ; 
Must  I  then  do  't  to  them  ? 

Vol.  You  are  too  absolute  ; 

Though  therein  you  can  never  be  too  noble, 
But  when  extremities  speak.     I  have  heard  you  say, 
Honour  and  policy,  like  unsever'd  friends, 
I'  the  war  do  grow  together :  Grant  that,  and  tell 

me, 
In  peace,  what  each  of  them  by  th'  other  lose, 
That  they  combine  not  there. 

Cor.  Tush,  tush ! 

Men.  A  good  demand. 

Vol.  If  it  be  honour,  in  your  wars,  to  seem 
The  same  you  are  not,  (which,  for  your  best  ends 
You  adopt  your  policy,)  how  is  it  less,  or  worse, 
That  it  shall  hold  companionship  in  peace 
With  honour,  as  in  war ;  since  that  to  both 
It  stands  in  like  request  ? 

Cor.  Why  force  you  this  ? 

Vol.  Because  that  now  it  lies  on  you  to  speak 
To  the  people ;  not  by  your  own  instruction, 
Nor  by  the  matter  which  your  heart  prompts  you  to, 
But  with  such  words  that  are  but  roted  in 
Your  tongue,  though  but  bastards,  and  syllables 
Of  no  allowance,  to  your  bosom's  truth. 
Now,  this  no  more  dishonours  you  at  all,4 
Than  to  take  in  a  town  with  gentle  words, 
Which  else  would  put  you  to  your  fortune,  and 
The  hazard  of  much  blood. — 
I  would  dissemble  with  my  nature,  where 
My  fortunes,  and  my  friends,  at  stake,  requir'd , 
I  should  do  so  in  honour  :  I  am  in  this, 
Your  wife,  your  son,  these  senators,  the  nobles  ;H) 
And  you  will  rather  show  our  general  louts 
How  you  can  frown,  than  spend  a  fawn  upon  them, 
For  the  inheritance  of  their  loves,  and  safeguard 
Of  what  that  want  might  ruin. 

Men.  Noble  lady  !— 

Come,  go  with  us ;  speak  fair :  you  may  salve  so, 
Not  what  is  dangerous  present,  but  the  loss 
Of  what  is  past. 

Vol.  I  prVthco  now,  my  son, 

Go  to  them,  with  this  bonnet  in  thy  hand 
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Go,  and  hi  ml  .1 :  although,  I  know,  thou  had         Hut  owe  thy  pride  thj 

rat  tier, 

Follow  thine  enemy  in  a  Aery  gulf, 

Thau  flatter  him  in  i  bower.     Hon       I  ominiue. 

Enter  Cominii  b< 


'  or. 
Mnl!        I 

Chido  me  no  mon       I      ■  r  lores, 

n-ir  h.'ari  i  from  them,  ami  oome  home  tx 

( )f  all  (lir  (radi -a  in    \(  I.  I 

Com.  1  have  been  L'the  market-plaee j  and,  rif,     Oomnjend  i  ['lli  Jj 


'tis   lit 

\  ou  make  strong  party,  or  defend  yourself 
B)  calmnessj  or  by  absence;  all  '■  in  anger. 

Men.    Only  lair  speech. 

Com.  I  think  'twill  servo,  If  he 

Can  (hereto  frame  his  spirit. 


( )r  neri  t  trnai  to  what  my  I 
V  the  wwj  of  flattery,  farti 

Vol.  I '        nr  will.      / 

(     ).  Away,  the  tribunes  do  attend  you:  arm 
yourself 

To  answer  mildly :  for  they  are  prepared 


Vol. 


He  must,  and  will : —     With  accusal  [hear 


IVythee,  now,  say,  you  will,  and  go  about  i(. 

Cor.  Musi  I  go  show  them  my  unbarb'd  sconce? 

Kurt  1 
With  my  base  tongue,  give  to  my  noble  heart 
A  lie,  that  it  must  bear  ?     Well,  1  will  do  't  : 
Yet  were  there  but  this  single  plot  to  lose. 
Tins  mould  of  Marcins,  they  to  dust  should  grind  it,  I 
And  throw  it  against  the  wind. — To  the  market' 

place : — 

You  have  put  me  now  to  such  a  part,  which  never 
I  shall  discharge  to  the  life. 


Com. 


Come,  come,  we'll  prompt  you.  { 


Than  are  upon  you 

Cor.  The  word  is,  mildly  :-  — Pray  |  us  go  : 

Let  them  accuse  me  by  invention,  I 
Will  answer  in  miue  honour. 

Men.  Ay,  but  mildly. 

Cor.  AVell,  mildly  be  it  then;  mildly.     [Exeunt. 

SCEXE  III.— The  same.     The  Forum. 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Bru.    In  this  point   oharje  hi  in  home,  that  ho 
affects 


Vol.  1  pr'ythee,  now,  sweet  son:  as  thou  hast  J  Tyrannical  power  :  If  he  evade  us  there, 


said, 
My  praises  made  thee  first  a  soldier,  so 
To  have  my  praise  for  this,  perform  a  part 
Thou  hast  not  done  before. 

Cor.  Well,  I  must  do  't. 

Away,  my  disposition,  and  possess  me 
Some  harlot's  spirit!     M\  throat  of  war  be  turn'd,  \ 


*  Enforce  him  with  his  envy  to  the 
And  that  the  spoil,  got  on  the  Autiat   - 


Was  ne'er  distributed. — 

Enter  an  .Ed lie. 
What,  will  he  come  ? 


JEJ. 


ning. 


' 


ACT  TIT. 


COBIOLAXUS. 


SCENE  ITT. 


Bru  How  accompanied?   \ 

.Ed.  "With  old  Menenius,  and  those  senators 
That  always  favour' d  him. 

Sic.  Hare  you  a  catalogue      : 

Of  all  the  voices  that  we  have  procur'd, 
down  by  the  poll  ? 

JE,i.  I  have;  'tis  ready,  here. 

Sic.  Have  yon  collected  them  by  tribes  ? 

/Ed.  I  hare. 

Sic.  Assemble  presently  the  people  hither: 
And  when  they  hear  me  say,  "  It  shall  be  so 
I'  the  right  and  strength  o'  the  commons,"  be  it 

either 
For  death,  for  fine,  or  banishment,  then  let  them, 
If  I  say,  fine,  cry  "  fine  ;"  if  death,  cry  "  death;" 
Insisting  on  the  old  prerogative 
And  power  i'  the  trnth  o'  the  cause. 

JEd.  I  shall  inform  them. 

Bru.    And  when  such  time  they  have  begun  to 
cry, 
Let  them  not  cease,  but  with  a  din  confus'd 
Enforce  the  present  execution 
Of  what  we  chance  to  sentence. 

JEd.  Very  well. 

Sic.  Make  them  be  strong,  and  ready  for  this  hint, 
"When  we  shall  hap  to  give 't  them. 

Bru.  Go  about  it. — 

[Exit  &A. 
Put  him  to  choler  straight :  He  hath  been  us'd 
Ever  to  conquer,  and  to  have  his  worth 
Of  contradiction  :  Being  once  chaf 'd,  he  cannot 
Be  rein'd  again  to  temperance ;  then  he  speaks 
What 's  in  his  heart ;  and  that  is  there,  which  looks 
With  us  to  break  his  neck. 

Enter  Coriolanus,  Me^enifs,  Cominitts, 
Senators,  and  Patricians. 

Sic.  Well,  here  he  comes. 

Men.  Calmly,  I  do  beseech  you. 

Cor.  Ay,  as  an  ostler,  that  for  the  poorest  piece 
Will  bear  the  knave  by  the  volume. — The  honour' d 

gods 
Keep  Borne  in  safety,  and  the  chairs  of  justice 
Supplied  with  worthy  men!  plant  love  among  us  ! 
Throng  our  large  temples  with  the  shows  of  peace, 
And  not  our  streets  with  war! 

\sf  Si  n.  Amen,  amen  ! 

Ma  n.   A  noble  wish. 

Re-enter  .Kdile,  vnth  Citizens. 

!  I     i   near,  j  e  people. 

it  tribunes;  audience:  Peace,  I  say. 
Cor.   First,  hern-  me  speak. 
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Both  Tri.  Well,  say. — Peace,  ho. 

Cor.  Shall  I  be  charg'd  no  further  than  this  pre- 
sent ? 
&  I  ust  all  determine  here  ? 

Sic.  I  do  demand. 

If  you  submit  you  to  the  people's  voices, 
Allow  their  officers,  and  are  content 
To  suffer  lawful  censure  for  such  faults 
As  shall  be  prov'd  upon  you  ? 

Cor.  I  am  content. 

Men.  Lo,  citizens,  he  says,  he  is  content : 
The  warlike  service  he  has  done,  consider  ; 
Think  on  the  wounds  his  body  bears,  which  show 
Like  graves  i'  the  holy  churchyard. 

Cor.  Scratches  with  briars, 

Scars  to  move  laughter  only. 

Men.  Consider  further, 

That  when  he  speaks  not  like  a  citizen, 
You  find  him  like  a  soldier  :  Do  not  take 
His  rougher  accents  for  malicious  sounds, 
But,  as  I  say,  such  as  become  a  soldier, 
Bather  than  envy  you. 

Com.  Well,  well,  no  more 

Cor.  What  is  the  matter, 
That  being  pass'd  for  consul  with  full  voice, 
I  am  so  dishonour' d,  that  the  very  hour 
You  take  it  off  again  ? 

Sic.  Answer  to  us. 

Cor.  Say  then :  'tis  true,  I  ought  so. 

Sic.  We  charge  you,  that  you  have  contriv'd  to 
take 
From  Borne  all  season' d  office,  and  to  wind 
Yourself  into  a  power  tyrannical ; 
For  which,  you  are  a  traitor  to  the  people. 

Cor.  How !  Traitor  ? 

Men.  Nay  ;  temperately  :  Your  promise. 

Cor.  The  fires  i'  the  lowest  hell  fold  in  the  people  ! 
Call  me  their  traitor  ! — Thou  injurious  tribune ! 
Within  thine  eyes  sat  twenty  thousand  deaths, 
In  thy  hands  clutch 'd  as  many  millions,  in 
Thy  lying  tongue  both  numbers,  I  would  say, 
Thou  liest,  unto  thee,  with  a  voice  as  free 
As  I  do  pray  the  gods. 

Sic.  Mark  you  this,  people  ? 

Cit.  To  the  rock  with  him;  to  the  rock  with  him! 

Sic.  Peace. 

We  need  not  put  new  matter  to  his  charge : 
What  you  have  seen  him  do,  and  heard  him  speak, 
Beating  your  officers,  cursing  yourselves, 
Opposing  laws  with  strokes,  and  here  defying 
Those  whose  greal  power  must  try  him;  even  this 
So  criminal,  and  in  such  capital  kind, 
Deserves  the  extremest  death. 


\.  I  I  \ 
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Their  mercj  al  1  he  pi  »ue  fair  word  ; 

\  •!•  check  m\  courage  for  \\  Iml  1  hoj  can 
To  hare  'i  w till  Q  od  mon 

For  t  ha!  he  hai 
<  \  1  much  ai  in  him  lies)  from  t  ime  to  1  ime 
Iji\  ied  against  1  he  people,  Becking  mi 
To  pluok  :iw;i\  their  power;  hai  non  at  ! 
Given  hostile  strokes,  and  that  not  in  the  presence 
Of  dreaded  justice,  but  on  the  ministers 
Thai  do  distribute  it  ;  In  the  name  «»'  the  people, 
Ami  in  tht1  power  of  us  the  tribunes,  we, 
Even  from  this  instant,  banish  him  our  citj  ; 
In  peril  of  precipital ion 
From  off  the  rock  Tarpeian,  never  more 
To  enter  our  Etome  gates  :   I'  the  people's  name, 
1  say,  it  shall  be  so. 

(7/.  It  shall  be  bo, 

It  shall  be  so;  lei  him  awaj  :  he  's  banish'd 
And  s.>  it  shall  be. 

i.  Sear   me,   my  masters,  and   my  common 

friends  ; 

Sie.  Ele  *s  sentene'd :  no  more  bearing, 
Com.  Lei  me  speak  : 

I  have  been  consul,  and  can  show  from  Borne, 
Her  enemies'  marks  upon  me.     I  do  love 
My  country's  good,  with  a  respect  more  tender, 
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A t ini. 1  us  through  the  e 

OU.  Come,  come,  let  us  see  him  out   :. 
come : — 
The  gods  preserve  our  noble  tribune-  ae. 

/.    *unt. 


ACT    IV. 

SCENE  I. — The  same.    Before  a  Gate  of  the  City,   j  Where  is  your  ancient  courage?  you  wen 

\  To  say,  extremity  was  the  trier  of  spirr 
Enter  CoKlOLAinJS,  VoiTnoriA,  VmeiLlA,  MeKB-   |  That  common  chances  common  men  could  bear  : 
HUTS,  CoimriUS,  and  several  young  Patricians.        \  Th  f      h       th  ^  ^       j,  boats  alike 

I 

Cor.  Come,  leave  your  tears  ;  a  brief  farewell : —  ;  Show'd  mastership  in  floating  :  fortune's  bl 

the  beast  j  "When  most   struck  home,  being  gentle  wounded. 

With  many  heads  butts  me  away. — Nay,  mother,      j  craves 
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ACT  lVc 


COBIOLANUS. 


SCE'NE  II. 


•\  noble  cunning  :  you  were  us*d  to  load  me 
With  precepts,  thai  would  make  invincible 
The  heart  thai  conn'd  them. 
/"/>.   O  heavens  !   O  heavens! 
( tor.  Nay,  I  pr'ytheo,  woman, — ■ 

Vol.   Now  the  red  pestilence  strike  all  trades  in 

Rome, 
I  occupations  perish  ! 
Cor,  What,  what,  what ! 

1  shall  he  lov'd,  when  I  am  lack'd.     Nay,  mother, 

i me  that  spirit,  when  you  were  wont  to  say, 
It'  you  had  been  the  wife  of  Hercules, 
Six  of  his  labours  you'd  have  done,  and  sav'd 
Your  husband  so  much  sweat. — Cominius, 
Droop  not ;    adieu  : — Farewell,  my  wife  !    my  mo^ 

ther ! 
I  '11  do  well  yet. — Thou  old  and  true  Menenius, 
Thy  tears  are  Salter  than  a  younger  man's, 
And    venomous    to    thine    eyes.  —  My    sometime 

general 
I  have  seen  thee  stern,  and  thou  hast  oft  beheld 
Heart-hard'ning  spectacles ;  tell  these  sad  women, 
'Tis  fond  to  wail  inevitable  strokes, 
As  'tis  to  laugh  at  them. — My  mother,  you  wot 

well, 
My  hazards  still  have  been  your  solace  :  and 
Believe  't  not  lightly,  (though  I  go  alone, 
Like  to  a  lonely  dragon,  that  his  fen 
ft  fakes  fear'd,  and  talk'd  of  more  than  seen,)  your 

son  ! 

"Will,  or  exceed  the  common,  or  be  caught 
With  cautelous43  baits  and  practice. 

Vol.  My  first  son, 

AVI ii ther  wilt  thou  go  ?     Take  good  Cominius 
With  thee  a  while  :  Determine  on  some  course, 
M  »re  than  a  wild  exposure  to  each  chance 
That  starts  i'  the  way  before  thee. 

Cor.  O  the  gods  ! 

Com.  I  '11  follow  thee  a  month,  devise  with  thee 
Where  thou  shalt  rest,  that  thou  may'st  hear  of 

us, 
And  we  of  thee  :  so,  if  the  time  thrust  forth 
A  cause  for  thy  repeal,  we  shall  not  send 
O'er  the  vast  world,  to  seek  a  single  man ; 
And  lose  advantage,  which  doth  ever  cool 
V  the  absence  of  the  needer. 

Cor.  Pare  ye  well : — 

Thou  hast  years  upon  thee  ;   and  thou  rrt  too  full 
Of  the  wars'  surfeits,  to  go  rove  with  one 
Thai  '■  v<  t  onbrtriVd  ;  bring  me  but  out  at  gate. — 
I    me,  my  iweel  wife,  my  deareri  mother,  and 
My  friends  of  noble  touch,  when  I  am  forth, 
Bid  me  fan-well,  and  smile.     1  pray  you,  come.  . 
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While  I  remain  above  the  ground,  you  shall 
Hear  from  me  still :  and  never  of  me  aught 
But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 

Men.  That 's  worthily 

As  any  ear  can  hear. — Come,  let 's  not  weep. — 
If  I  could  shake  off  but  one  seven  year3 
From  these  old  arms  and  legs,  by  the  good  gods, 
I'd  with  thee  every  foot. 

Cor.  Give    me  thy  hand : — 

Come.  [Exevui. 

SCENE  II.— The   same.     A   Street   near   the 
Gate. 

Enter  Siciitius,  Brutus,  and  an  iEdile. 

Sic.  Bid  them  all  home ;  lie  's  gone,  and  we  '11 
no  further. — 
The  nobility  are  vex'd,  who,  we  see,  have  sided 
In  his  behalf. 

JBru.  Now  we  have  shown  our  power, 

Let  us  seem  humbler  after  it  is  done, 
Than  when  it  was  a  doing. 

Sic.  Bid  them  home : 

Say,  their  great  enemy  is  gone,  and  they 
Stand  in  their  ancient  strength. 

Bru.  Dismiss  them  home. 

[Exit  M&. 

Enter  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  and  Mefe^ius. 

Here  comes  his  mother. 

Sic.  Let 's  not  meet  her. 

Brit.  Why  ? 

Sic.  They  say,  she  's  mad. 

Bru.  They  have  ta'en  note  of  us  : 

Keep  on  your  way. 

Vol.  O,  you  're  well  met :  The  hoarded  plague 
o'  the  gods 
Eequite  your  love ! 

Men.  Peace,  peace ;  be  not  so  loud. 

Vol.    If  that  I  could  for  weeping,  you  should 
hear, — 
Nay,  and  you  shall  hear  some. — Will  you  be  gone  ? 

[To  Bru. 
Vir.  You  shall  stay  too :  [To  Sic.l  I  would,  I 
had  the  power 
To  say  so  to  my  husband. 

Sic.  Are  you  mankind  ? 

Vol.    Ay,  fool ;    Is  that  a  shame  ? — Note  but 
this  fool. — 
Was  not  a  man  m\  father?     Hadst  thou  foxship 
To  banish  him  that  struck  more  blows  for  Rome, 
Than  thou  hast  spoken  words  ? 

Sic.  O  blessed  heavens  ' 
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/  ol     M  •  •  i .    noble   blow   ,   t  hnu   uvui    tin 
word   , 

,\  ml     I.  .1     I  ! ill         I     II    hll   I  lii  i 

but  thou    hull    tu  [  would  n 

\\  i  i ■.•  111    \  i . 1 1 « i . i .  ;iimI  I  li\   tribe  I"  Ibi «    linn, 

Mi    •• I  iword  in  In    baud, 

8ic  W  li:.l   tb(  Q 

iir  ,1    ll,.  ■„  \ 

I  Lc  '«l  make  mi  end  of  tin  no  t<  ril ) 

Vol    r      n .1  .  :in<i  .ill 
1 1 1  hi. in,  t  be  wound  -  i  ha1  be  d<  U 

Men.    (  Nunc,  come,  |m 

Skc,   I  would  be  bad  cont  inu'd  to  bii  i  ounl 

\  I   li«'   In  ■•■.in  ;    fllld    UOl    iliikinl    Inn. 

The  noble  Knot  he  made. 

/.'/•//.  I  would  be  had. 

V6k     I    VfOUld    li*1    had:     'Tu;i.   TOO    Lnoens'd    the 

rabblej 

I         t  hut  can  judge  ai  Btlj  of  his  worl  b, 
\     I  oanofthoie  mysteries  which  heaven 
W ill  not  lia\ e  earl h  to  know. 
/>'/•//.  ftpaj ,  lot  >, 

/  C/.     Now,   pray,  sir,  "'t    J  "ii   "  "io  : 

Sou  bare  done  a  brave  i\i>cd.    Bre  you  go,  bear  I 
As  far  ms  doth  tin*  Capitol  ezoeed 
The  meanest  house  in  Etome  :  so  Car,  m\ 
(This  lady's  husband  hero,  this,  d.>  too  w 

Whom  you  ha\o  lunish'd.  does  SXOeed  yOU  all. 

lint.  Well,  well,  we  'II  leave  j  ou, 

Why  stay  we  to  be  baited 
With  one  that  wauls  her  wits  ? 

Vol,  Take  my  prayers  with  you. — 

I  would  the  gods  had  nothing  else  to  do, 

\Exi  iuit  Tribw 
But  to  confirm  my  curses!     Could  1  meet  them 
But  once  a  day,  it  would  andog  my  heart 
Of  what  lies  heavy  to  't. 

Mm.  You  have  told  them  home, 

And,  by  my  troth,  you  have  cause.     You  '11  bud 
with  me  ? 

Vol.   Anger  *s  my  moat ;  I  sup  upon  myself, 
And  so  shall  starve  with  feeding. — Come,  let's  go: 
Leave  this  taint  poling,  and  lament  as  I  do, 
In  anger,  Juno-like.     Come,  come,  come. 

Men.    Fye,  fye,  fye  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. — A  High  waif  between  Home  and 
Antrum. 

Enter  a  Roman  and  a  Voice,  meeting. 

Rom.  I  know  yon  well,  sir,  and  you  know  me : 
your  name,  I  think,  is  Adrian. 


I  OKIOL  \ 


i       i 

1  ieoa  an 
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'  l*t  MAW 

1. 1.! 
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and  i 

II 

thii 

i,  and   ! 
t  heir  di 

5  I  mam    Ida/.-   ol  '.mall 

tiling  would   makr  il 

I    thfl    haui-liii; 

( 

all  power  horn 

thru-  tribuj  I  j 

loll    y,,u,     and    ia    alii, 

breaking  on 

1  i  ? 

B        ■  I    ushed,  sir. 

Vol.    Vuii  will  be  w.l. 
Nicanor. 

B    /.  The  daj  •  them  mom .    1 

hoard  it  said,  The  fit- 

wife,   is   when   she  's   falh-n   out  with 

Your  ooble  Tullus  Anfidius  will  appear  a  ese 

wars,  bis  great 

no  request  of  his  country. 

Vol.   Ho  cannot  choose.     1    . 
thus  accidentally  to  enoom  [ 

my  business,  and  I  will  memlj 
home. 

Bom.  I  shall,  between  this  and  supper,  teh 
most  strange  things  from  Borne  j  all  ten      _       the 
good  of  their  adversaries.       il  .       you   an    al- 
ready, say  you  ? 

Vol.  A  most  royal  one  :  the  cent  . 
charges,  distinctly  billeted,   already  in   the 
tainment,  and  to  be  on  foot  at  an  hour's  warni; 

Rom.  I  am  joyful  to  hear  of  their  readiness,  and 
am  the  man,  I  think,  that  shall  set  them  in  pre- 
:   action.     So,  sir,  heartily  well  met,  and  n. 
of  your  company. 

Vol.  You  take  my  part  from  me,  sir ;  I  have  the 
most  cause  to  be  elad  of  vours. 


Rom.  Well  let  us  _    I    gether. 
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ACT  IV. 


COKIOLANUS. 


SCENE  V. 


SCENE  IV.— Antium.     Before  Aufidius's  House. 

Enter    Cobiolaxus,    in    mean   Apparel,    disguised 
and  mujjled. 

Cor.  A  goodly  city  is  this  Antium  :  City, 
'Tis  I  that  made  thy  widows ;  many  an  heir 
Of  these  fair  edifices  'fore  my  wars 
Have  I  heard  groan,  and  drop  :  then  know  me  not ; 
Lest  that  thy  wives  with  spits,  and  boys  with  stones, 

Enter  a  Citizen. 

In  puny  battle  slay  me. — Save  you,  sir. 

Cit.  And  you. 

Cor.  Direct  me,  if  it  be  your  will, 

Where  great  Aufidius  lies  :  Is  he  in  Antium  ? 

Cit.  He  is,  and  feasts  the  nobles  of  the  state, 
At  his  house  this  night. 

Cor.  Which  is  his  house,  'beseech  you  ? 

Cit.  This,  here,  before  you. 

Cor.  Thank  you,  sir  ;  farewell.  {Exit  Cit. 

0,  world,  thy  slippery  turns !     Eriends  now  fast 

sworn, 
Whose  double  bosoms  seem  to  wear  one  heart, 
Whose  hours,  whose  bed,  whose  meal,  and  exercise, 
Are  still  together,  who  twin,  as  'twere,  in  love 
Unseparable,  shall  within  this  hour, 
On  a  dissension  of  a  doit,  break  out 
To  bitterest  enmity  :  So,  fellest  foes, 
Whose  passions  and  whose  plots  have  broke  their 

sleep 
To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  some  chance, 
Some  trick  not  worth  an  egg,  shall  grow  dear  friends, 
And  interjoin  their  issues.     So  with  me  : — 
My  birth-place  hate  I,  and  my  love's  upon 
This  enemy  town. — I  '11  enter :  if  he  slay  me. 
He  does  fair  justice  ;  if  he  give  me  way, 
I  '11  do  his  country  service.  {Exit. 

SCENE  V.— The  Same.     A  Hall  in  Aufidius's 
House. 

Music  within.     Enter  a  Servant. 

1st  Scrv.  Wine,  wine,  wine !      What  service  is 
here !  I  think  our  fellows  are  asleep.  {Exit. 

Enter  another  Servant. 

2nd  Scrv.  Where  's  Cotus !   my  master  calls  for 
lnm.     Cotus!  {Exit. 

Enter  Cobiolantjs. 

Cor.  A  goodly  house  :  The  feast  smells  well :  but  I 
Appear  not  lik<  -sb. 
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He-enter  the  first  Servant. 

1st  Serv.  What  would  you  have,  friend  ?  Whence 
are  you  ?  Here's  no  place  for  you :  Pray,  go  to  the 
door. 

Cor.  I  have  deserv'd  no  better  entertainment, 
In  being  Coriolanus. 

He-enter  second  Servant. 

2nd  Serv.  Whence  are  you,  sir  ?  Has  the  porter 
his  eyes  in  his  head,  that  he  gives  entrance  to  sucli 
companions  ?     Pray,  get  you  out. 

Cor.  Away ! 

2nd  Serv.  Away  ?     Get  you  away. 

Cor.  Now  thou  art  troublesome. 

2nd  Serv.  Are  you  so  brave  ?  I  '11  have  you  talked 
with  anon. 

Enter  a  third  Servant.     The  first  meets  him. 

3rd  Serv.  What  fellow 's  this  ? 
1st  Serv.  A  strange  one  as  ever  I  looked  on :  1 
cannot  get  him  out  o'the  house ;  Pr'ythee,  call  my 
master  to  him. 

3rd  Serv.  What  have  you  to  do  here,  fellow  ? 
Pray  you,  avoid  the  house. 

Cor.  Let  me  but  stand;   I  will  not  hurt  your 

hearth. 
3rd  Serv.  What  are  yon  ? 
I       Cor.  A  gentleman. 

3rd  Serv.  A  marvellous  poor  one. 
j       Cor.  True,  so  I  am. 

3rd  Serv.  Pray  you,  poor  gentleman,  take  up 
\  some  other  station  ;  here  's  no  place  for  you  ;  pray 
I  you,  avoid :  come. 

Cor.  Follow  your  function,  go  ! 
And  batten  on  cold  bits.  {Pushes  him  away. 

3rd  Serv.  What,  will  you  not  ?  Pr'ythee,  tell  my 
master  what  a  strange  guest  he  has  here. 

2nd  Serv.  And  I  shall.  {Exit 

3rd  Serv.  Where  dwellest  thou  r 
Cor.  Under  the  canopy. 
3rd  Serv.  Under  the  canopy  ? 
Cor.  Ay. 

3rd  Serv.  Where 's  that  ? 
Cor.  I'  the  city  of  kites  and  crows. 
3rd  Serv.  T  the  city  of  kites  and  crows  ? — What 
an   ass   it   is !  —  Then   thou   dwellest   with    daws 
too  ? 

Cor.  No,  I  serve  not  thy  master. 
3rd  Serv.  How,  sir  ?     Do  you  meddle  with  my 
master? 

Cor.  Ay ;  'tis  an  honester  service  than  to  meddle 
with  thy  mistress ; 


I  \ 


Thou  i" 


/  \  i  i  1 1 1 1 1     and  tl  l " ' 

I    -     \\   . 

II,  I  i  him  I 

do  •   I. hi  for  di  i  in  I""  '  the  lord  i  w  ith 

i    \\  ' h  liii  wouldi 

Tin  name 
Wli\  ■  peal  w 

I  It'.  Tull 

\,,i  \,  i  thou  knon    i  me,  id  •",i 

Think  me  for  the  man  I  am,  ip 
<  Command  -  me  name  mj  i<  If. 

/,,/:  Win!  ii  tin  name  P 

Hire, 
i    ,-.    \  name  unmnaioa]  to  the  Vol 
\nd  harth  In  round  to  thine. 

i  .  wIkiI  'i  th\  name  P 

Thou  h  rim  appearance,  and  fchj  face 

Bean  i  command  in't  ;  though  thy  tackle's  torn, 
Thou  show'st  i  noble  W\aA  *n  thy  nam< 

Prepare  tin  bro*  to  Brown  :   Know'st  thou 
mi 

1  know  thee  no1  :■    Thy  nai 

.    M\    name  if  Cam-   Maiviu>,  who  bath  done 

To  thee  particularly,  and  to  all  the  Vola 
Great  hurl  and  mischief;  thereto  witness  may 
M\  surname,  Ooriolanua:  The  painful  servi 
The  extreme  dangers,  and  the  drops  of  blood 
Shed  for  my  thankless  country,  are  requited 
But  with  that  surname;  a  good  memory, 
Ami  witness  of  the  malice  and  displeasure 
Which    thou   should'sl   hear   me:   only    that    name 
remains  ; 

The  cruelty  ami  envy  of  the  people, 
Permitted  by  our  dastard  nobles,  who 

Have  all  forsook  me,  hath  devour' d  the  rest; 
And  Buffered  1m1  by  the  voice  of  slaves  to  be 
Whoop*  d  out  of  Rome.     Now,  tins  extremity 
Hath  brought  mo  to  tin  hearth;   Not  out  of  hope, 
Mistake  me  not.  to  Bare  my  lite;  for  if 
L  had  fear'd  death,  of  all  the  men  i'  the  world 
I  would  have  'voided  thee :  but  in  mere  spite, 
To  be  full  quit  of  those  my  banishers, 
Stand  .1  before  thee  here.     Then  if  thou  hast 
A  heart  of  wreak  in  thee,  that  will  revenge 
Thine  own  particular  wrongs,  and  stop  those  maims 
Of  shame  seen  through   thy  country,  speed  thee 

straight, 
And  make  my  misery  serve  thy  turn  ;  so  use  it, 
That  my  revengeful  services  may  prove 
As  benefits  to  thee ;  for  I  will  fight 
x.  2  s 
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Should    from    yoil    do  I 
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Ml  noble  M  0,  let 

M  mi'  arms  about  that 

M  aafa  an  hundred 

And  sear'd  the  EDOOU  \s  ith  ipli  ' 

The  an\  il  of  my  sword  ;u  and 
\  -  hotly  and  a-  m>blv  with  thv  1- 
•  \«-r  in  ambit  ious  stren    "      I 
tend  against  thy  valour.     8 
I  loved  the  maid  I  married  :  nerer  man 
Sighed  truer  breath  ;  !  I 

Thou  noble  thing ' 
Than  when  I  first  my  wedded  nii= 

B  stride  my  threshold.     Why,  thou  Mars!  I  I 

th 
We  have  a  power  on  foot ;  and  I  had  pur, 
Once  more  to  hew  thy  tai  m  thy  brawn, 

Or  lose  mine  arm  for  't  :   Thou  hasi  :ne  out 

Twelve  scveial  times,  and  I  have  nighti;    - 
Dreamt  of  eucounters  'twixt  thyself  and  me; 
We  have  been  down  together  in  my  sleep, 
Unbuckling  helms,  fisting  each  other's  thr< 

I   And  wak'd  half  dead  with  nothing.     Wort 
ci 
Had  we  no  quarrel  else  to  Home,  but  that 

1  Thou  art  thence  baniah'd,  we  would  muster  all 

[  From  twelve  to  seventy  ;  and,  pouring  war 
Into  the  bowels  oil  ungrateful  Rome, 
Like  a  bold  flood  o'er-beat.     O.  come,  go  in, 

I  And  take  our  friendly  senators  by  the  hands ; 

\  A\"ho  now  are  here,  taking  their  leaves  of  me, 
Who  am  prepar'd  against  your  territories, 

J  Though  not  for  Rome  itself. 

I       Cor.  Y  ttW  bbh  -.  Gfodal 
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Auf.  Therefore,  most  absolute  sir,  if  thou  wilt 
have 
The  leading  of  thine  own  revenges,  take 
The  one  half  of  my  commission  ;  and  set  down, — 
As  best  thou  art  cxperiene'd,  since  thou  know'st 
Thy  country's  strength  and  weakness, — thine  own 

ways  : 
"Whether  to  knock  against  the  gates  of  Home, 
Or  rudely  visit  them  in  parts  remote, 
To  fright  them,  ere  destroy.     But  come  in : 
Let  me  commend  thee  first  to  those,  that  shall 
Say,  "  yea,"  to  thy  desires.    A  thousand  welcomes! 
And  more  a  friend  than  e'er  an  enemy ; 
Yet,  Marcius,  that  was  much.     Your  hand !    Most 
welcome  !  [Exeunt  Cor.  and  Auf. 

1st  Serv.  [Advancing, .]  Here's  a  strange  alteration! 

2nd  Serv.  By  my  hand,  I  had  thought  to  have 
strucken  him  with  a  cudgel ;  and  yet  my  mind 
gave  me,  his  clothes  made  a  false  report  of  him. 

1st  Serv.  What  an  arm  he  has  !  He  turned  me 
about  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb,  as  one  would 
set  up  a  top. 

2nd  Serv.  Nay,  I  knew  by  his  face  that  there 
was  something  in  him :  He  had,  sir,  a  kind  of  face, 
mcthought, — I  cannot  tell  how  to  term  it. 

1st  Serv.    He  had  so ;  looking  as  it  were, 

'Would  I  were  hanged,  but  I  thought  there  was 
more  in  him  than  I  could  think. 

2nd  Serv.  So  did  I,  I  '11  be  sworn :  He  is  simply 
the  rarest  man  i'  the  world. 

1st  Serv.  I  think,  he  is :  but  a  greater  soldier 
than  he,  you  wot  one. 

2nd  Serv.  "Who  ?  my  master  ? 

1st  Serv.  Nay,  it 's  no  matter  for  that. 

2nd  Serv.  "Worth  six  of  him. 

1st  Serv.  Nay,  not  so  neither ;  but  I  take  him  to 
be  the  greater  soldier. 

2nd  Serv.  'Faith,  look  you,  one  cannot  tell  how 
to  say  that  :  for  the  defence  of  a  town,  our  general 
■  ■client. 

1*/  Serv.  Ay,  and  for  an  assault  too. 

He-enter  third  Servant. 

3rd  Serv.  O,  slaves,  I  can  tell  you  news ;  news, 
you  rascals. 

1st  and  2nd  Serv.  What,  what,  what  ?  let's  par- 
take. 

3rd  Serv.  I  would  Dot  be  a  "Roman,  of  all  nations  ; 
]  had  a^  lieve  be  a  condemned  man. 

1st  and  2nd  Serv.  Wherefore  ?  wherefore  ? 

3rd  Serv.  Why,  here's  he  that  was  wont  to 
thwack  our  general,     Cairo  Marcius. 

\ti  Serv.  Why  do  you  say,  thwack  our  general  ? 
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3rd  Serv.  I  do  not  say,  thwack  our  general;  but 
he  was  always  good  enough  for  him. 

2nd  Serv.  Come,  we  are  fellows,  and  friends  :  he 
was  ever  too  hard  for  him ;  I  have  heard  him  say 
so  himself. 

1st  Serv.  He  was  too  hard  for  him  directly,  to 
say  the  truth  on't :  before  Corioli,  he  scotched  him 
and  notched  him  like  a  carbonado. 

2nd  Serv.  An  he  had  been  cannibally  given,  he 
might  have  broiled  and  eaten  him  too. 
1st  Serv.  But,  more  of  thy  news  ? 
3rd  Serv.  Why,  he  is  so  made  on  here  within, 
as  if  he  were  son  and  heir  to  Mars  :  set  at  upper 
end  o'  the  table  ;  no  question  asked  him  by  any  of 
the  senators,  but  they  stand  bald  before  him :  Our 
general  himself  makes  a  mistress  of  him  ;  sanctifies 
himself  with 's  hand,45  and  turns  up  the  white  o* 
the  eye  to  his  discourse.  But  the  bottom  of  the 
news  is,  our  general  is  cut  i'  the  middle,  and  but 
one  half  of  what  he  was  yesterday ;  for  the  other 
has  half,  by  the  entreaty  and  grant  of  the  whole 
table.  He  '11  go,  he  says,  and  sowle  the  porter  of 
Rome  gates  by  the  ears  :46  He  will  mow  down  all 
before  him,  and  leave  his  passage  polled. 

2nd  Serv.  And  he  's  as  like  to  do  't,  as  any  man 
I  can  imagine. 

3rd  Serv.  Do  't  ?  he  will  do  't :  For,  look  you, 
sir,  he  has  as  many  friends  as  enemies :  which 
friends,  sir,  (as  it  were,)  durst  not  (look  you,  sir,) 
show  themselves  (as  we  term  it,)  his  friends, 
whilst  he  's  in  directitude. 

1st  Serv.  Directitude  !  what 's  that  ? 
3rd  Serv.  But  when  they  shall  see,  sir,  his  crest 
up  again,  and  the  man  in  blood,  they  will  out  of 
their  burrows,  like  conies  after  rain,  and  revel  all 
with  him. 

1st  Serv.  But  when  goes  this  forward  ? 
3rd  Serv.  To-morrow  ;  to-day  ;  presently.     You 
shall  have  the  drum  struck  up  this  afternoon  :  'tis, 
as  it  were,  a  parcel  of  their  feast,  and  to  be  executed 
ere  they  wipe  their  lips. 

2nd  Serv.  Why,  then  we  shall  have  a  stirring 
world  again.  This  peace  is  nothing,  but  to  rust 
iron,  increase  tailors,  and  breed  ballad-makers. 

1st  Serv.  Let  me  have  war,  say  I ;  it  exceeds 
peace,  as  far  as  day  does  night ;  it  's  sprightly, 
waking,  audible,  and  full  of  vent.  Peace  is  a  very 
apoplexy,  lethargy  ;  mulled,  deaf,  sleepy,  insensible ; 
a  getter  of  more  bastard  children,  than  wars  a 
destroyer  of  men. 

2nd  Serv.  'Tis  so :  and  as  wars,  in  some  sort, 
may  be  said  to  be  a  ravisher  ;  so  it  cannot  bo 
denied,  but  peace  is  a  great  maker  of  cuckolds. 
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Of  late.     Hail,  nrl 

.1/  Hail  to  \  en  both  ! 

.   lour  CoriolanuB,  sir,  is  not  much  mise'd, 
Bui  \\  ith  his  friends;  the  common-wealth  doth  stand; 
so  would  do,  were  he  more  angry  at  it. 
Men.   All's  well;  and  might  have  been  much 
better,  it" 
He  could  have  temporis'd, 
Sir.  Where  is  he,  hear  you? 

Men.   Nay,  I  hear  nothing;   his  mother  and  liis 
wife 
Hoar  nothing  from  him. 

Enter  Three  or  Four  Citizens. 

Cit.  The  gods  preserve  you  both! 

s  Good-e'en,  our  neighbours. 

JBru,    Good-e'en  to   you  all,  good-e'en  to  you 

all: 
Iff  Cit.  Ourselves,  our  wives,  and  children,  on 
our  knees, 
Are  bound  to  pray  for  you  both. 

SKc.  Live,  and  thrive ! 

JBru.   Farewell,   kind  neighbours :    We   wish'd 
Coriolanns 
Had  lov'd  you  as  we  did. 

Cit.  Now  the  gods  keep  you  ! 

Both  Tri.  Farewell,  farewell.  [Exeunt  Cit, 

Sic.  This  is  a  happier  and  more  comely  time, 
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We  have  record,  that  very  well  it  can; 
And  three  examples  of  the  like  ha 
Within  nrj  '  !(-"  f<Ho 

Before  you  punish  him,  where  he  heard  t 
■  you  shall  chance  to  whip  your  infon 
And  beat  the  mi  r  who  bids  beware 

Of  what  is  to  be  dreaded. 

Sic.  Tell  not  me 

I  know,  this  cannot  be. 

JBru.  N   '  .    ■  We. 

Enter  a  III  .r. 

Mess.  The  nobles,  in  great  earnestness,  are  going 
All  to  the  senate-house :  some  news  is  come, 
That  turns  their  countenances. 

Sic.  Tis  this  stare  j — 

Go  whip  him  'fore  the  people  -        - : — his  raising  ! 
Nothing  but  his  report ! 

Mess.  Tes,  worthy  sir, 

The  slave's  report  is  seconded ;  and  more, 
More  fearful,  is  deliver' d. 
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ACT  IV. 


COKIOLANUS. 


SCENE  VI. 


The  very  trick  on  't. 


Sic.  What  more  fearful  ? 

Met*.  It  is  spoke  freely  out  of  many  mouths, 
(How  probable,  I  do  not  know,)  that  Marcius, 
Join'd  with  Aufidius,  leads  a  power  'gainst  Borne; 
And  rows  revenge  as  spacious,  as  between 
The  young'st  and  oldest  thing. 

Sic.  This  is  most  likely  ! 

'.   Rais'd  only   thai  the  weaker  sort  may  wish 
Good  Marcius  home  again. 

Sic. 

Men.  This  is  unlikely  : 
lie  and  Aufidius  can  no  more  atone, 
Than  violentest  contrariety. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

Mess.  You  are  sent  for  to  the  senate 
A  fearful  army,  led  by  Cains  Marcius, 
Associated  with  Aufidius,  rages 
Upon  our  territories  ;  and  have  already, 
O'erborne  their  way,  consum'd  with  fire,  and  took 
What  lay  before  them. 

Enter  Cominius. 

Com.  O,  you  have  made  good  work  ! 

Men.  What  news  ?  what  news  ? 

Com.  You  have  holp  to  ravish  your  own  daugh- 
ters, and 
To  melt  the  city  leads  upon  your  pates ; 
To  see  your  wives  dishonour' d  to  your  noses  ; 

Men.  "What 's  the  news  ?  what 's  the  news  ? 

Com.  Your  temples  burned  in  their  cement ;  and 
Your  franchises,  whereon  you  stood,  confin'd 
Into  an  augre's  bore. 

Men.  Pray  now,  your  news  ? — 

You  have  made  fair  work,  I  fear  me  : — Pray,  your 

news  ? 
If  Marcius  should  be  join'd  with  Volcians, 

Com.  If! 

He  i3  their  god;  he  leads  them  like  a  thing 
Made  by  some  other  deity  than  nature, 
That  shapes  man  better :  and  they  follow  him, 
Against  us  brats,  with  no  less  confidence, 
Than  boys  pursuing  summer  butterflies, 
Or  butchers  killing  flies. 

Men.  You  have  made  good  work, 

You,  and  your  apron  men  ;  you  that  stood  so  much 
Upon  the  voice  of  occupation,  and 
The  breath  of  garlic-eaten ! 

Com.  He  will  shake 

Tour  Rome  about  your  ear-. 

Men.  \<  !!m-«  ules 

I>i<l  shake  down  mellow  fruit  :   You  have  made  fair 
work  ! 


Bru.  But  is  this  true,  sir? 

Com.  Ay  ;  and  you  '11  look  pale 

Before  you  find  it  other.     All  the  regions 
Do  smilingly  revolt ;  and,  who  resist, 
Are  only  mock'd  for  valiant  ignorance, 
And  perish  constant  fools.     AVho  is  't  can  blame 

him  ? 
Your  enemies,  and  his,  find  something  in  him. 

Men.  We  are  all  undone,  unless 
The  noble  man  have  mercy. 

Com.  AVho  shall  ask  it  ? 

The  tribunes  cannot  do  't  for  shame ;  the  people 
Deserve  such  pity  of  him,  as  the  wolf 
Does  of  the    shepherds:  for   his   best   friends,  if 

they 
Should  say,  "  Be  good  to  Home,"  they  charg'd  him 

even 
As  those  should  do  that  had  deserv'd  his  hate, 
And  therein  show'd  like  enemies. 

Men.  'Tis  true : 

If  he  were  putting  to  my  house  the  brand 
That  should  consume  it,  I  have  not  the  face 
To  say,  "  'Beseech  you,  cease." — You  have  made 

fair  hands, 
You,  and  your  crafts !  you  have  crafted  fair ! 

Com.  You  have  brought 

A  trembling  upon  Borne,  such  as  was  never 
So  incapable  of  help. 

Tri.  Say  not,  we  brought  it. 

Men.  How !  was  it  we  ?     We  lov'd'  him  ;   but, 
like  beasts, 
And  cowardly  nobles,  gave  way  to  your  clusters, 
Who  did  hoot  him  out  o'  the  city. 

Com.  But,  I  fear 

They  '11  roar  him  in  again.     Tullus  Aufidius, 
The  second  name  of  men,  obeys  his  points 
As  if  he  were  his  officer : — Desperation 
Is  all  the  policy,  strength,  and  defence, 
That  Borne  can  make  against  them. 

Enter  a  Troop  of  Citizens. 

Men.  Here  come  the  clusters. — 

And  is  Aufidius  with  him  ? — You  are  they 
That  made  the  air  unwholesome,  when  you  cast 
Your  stinking,  greasy  caps,  in  hooting  at 
Coriolanus'  exile.     Now  he  's  coming ; 
And  not  a  hair  upon  a  soldier's  head, 
Which  will  not  prove  a  whip  ;  as  many  coxcombs, 
As  you  threw  caps  up,  will  he  tumble  down, 
And  pay  you  for  your  voices.     'Tis  no  matter; 
If  he  could  burn  us  all  into  one  coal. 
We  have  deserv'd  it. 

Cit.  'Faith,  we  hear  fearful  news. 
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wealth 
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iSfo.  Prog  .  lit  us  go.     Exeunt. 
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BNE    \  I  I .      .  /  ( \imp  ;   at  a  imoll  dUtanOd  from 

Borne. 

Enter  Aurmius,  and  Hit  Lieutenant. 

Auf.  Do  they  si  ill  fly  to  the  Roman? 

Xfiew.  1  do  do1  know  what  witchcraft's  in  him; 

luit 

Your  Boldiers  use  him  as  the  grace  'torn  meat, 
Their  talk  at  table,  and  their  thanks  a!  end; 
And  you  are  darken'd  in  this  action,  sir, 
Even  by  your  own. 

Auf.  I  cannot  help  it  now; 

Unless,  by  using  means.  I  lame  the  foot 
Of  OUT  design.      He  bears  himself  more  prondlier 
Kven  to  my  person,  than  I  thought  he  would, 
When  first  I  did  embrace  him  :  Yet  his  nature 
In  that 's  no  changeling  ;  and  I  must  excuse 
What  cannot  be  amended. 

Lieu,  Yet  I  wish,  sir, 

(I  mean,  for  your  particular,)  you  had  not 
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\   I  to  be  otlu-r  than  one  thing,  not  mewing 
From  the  casque  to  I  don,  but  command 
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\    he  controll'd  the  war  ;  but,  one  of  tli 

(As  he  hath  spices  of  them  all,  not  all, 

For  I  dare  so  far  \'rcc  him,)  made  him  frarM, 

So  hated,  and  BO  banish'd  :   But  he  lias  a  merit, 

To  choke  it  in  the  utterance.     So  our  vir; 

Lie  in  the  interpretation  of  the  time  : 

And  power,  unto  itself  most  commendable, 

Hath  not  a  tomb  so  evident  as  a  chair 

To  extol  what  it  hath  done. 

One  fire  drives  out  one  fire ;  one  nail,  one  nail ; 

Eights  by  rights  fouler,  strengths  by  -         _  hfl  do 

fail. 

Come,  let's  away.     When,  Caius,  Rome  is  thine. 

\  Thou  art  poor'st  of  all ;  then  shortly  art  thou  mine. 

£  eunt. 


ACT  V. 


CORIOLANUS. 


SCENE  I. 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I.— Bome.     A  public  Place. 
Enter  MnmrruB,  Comuttcs,  Sicinius,  Beutus, 

anil  Others. 

Men,  No,  I  '11  not  go  :  you  hear,  what  he  hath 
raid, 
Which  was  sometime  his  general ;  who  lov'd  him 
In  a  most  dear  particular.     He  call'd  me,  father: 
But  what  o'  that  ?     Go,  you  that  banish' d  him, 
A  mile  before  his  tent  fall  down,  and  kneel 
The  way  into  his  mercy  :  Nay,  if  he  coy'd48 
To  hear  Cominius  speak,  I  '11  keep  at  home. 

Com.  He  would  not  seem  to  know  me. 

Men.  Do  you  hear  ? 

Com.  Yet  one  time  he  did  call  me  by  my  name  : 
I  urg'd  our  old  acquaintance,  and  the  drops 
That  we  have  bled  together.     Coriolanus 
He  would  not  answer  to :  forbad  all  names  ; 
He  was  a  kind  of  nothing,  titleless, 
Till  he  had  forg'd  himself  a  name  i'  the  fire 
Of  burning  Rome. 

Men.  Why,  so  ;  you  have  made  good  work  : 

A  pair  of  tribunes  that  have  rack'd  for  Some, 
To  make  coals  cheap  :  A  noble  memory  ! 

Com.  I  minded  him,  how  royal  'twas  to  pardon 
When  it  was  less  expected  ;  He  replied, 
It  was  a  bare  petition  of  a  state 
To  one  whom  they  had  punish' d. 

Men.  Very  well : 

Could  he  say  less  ? 

Com.  I  offer'  d  to  awaken  his  regard 
For  his  private  friends  :  His  answer  to  me  was, 
He  could  not  stay  to  pick  them  in  a  pile 
Of  noisome,  musty  chaff:  He  said,  twaa  folly, 
For  one  poor  grain  or  two,  to  leave  unburnt, 
And  still  to  nose  the  offence. 

Men.  For  one  poor  grain 

Or  two  ?     I  am  one  of  those ;  his  mother,  wife, 
J I  is   child,   and  this  brave  fellow  too,  we  are  the 

grains  .- 
You  are  the  musty  chaff;  and  you  are  smelt 

Ore  the  moon  :  "We  must  be  burnt  for  you. 

Hie.  Nay,  pray,   be  patient :  If  you  refuse  your 
aid 
In  this  so  never-heeded  help,  yet  do  not 
Upbraid  m  with  our  distress.     But,  sure,  if  you 
Would  hi'  your  count  ry's  pleader,  your  good  tongue, 
More  than  the  instant  army  we  can  make, 
Mighl  itop  our  countryman. 
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Men.  No  ;  I  '11  not  meddle 

Sic.  I  pray  you,  go  to  him. 

Men.  What  should  I  do  ? 

JBru.  Only  make  trial  what  your  love  can  do 
For  Rome,  towards  Marcius. 

Men.  "Well,  and  say  that  Marcius 

Return  me,  as  Cominius  is  return' d, 
Unheard  ;  what  then  ? — 
But  as  a  discontented  friend,  grief-shot 
"With  his  unkindness  ?     Say  't  be  so  ? 

Sic.  Yet  your  good  will 

Must  have  that  thanks  from  Rome,  after  the  mea- 
sure 
As  you  intended  well. 

Men.  I  '11  undertake  it : 

I  think,  he  '11  hear  me.     Yet  to  bite  his  lip, 
And  hum  at  good  Cominius,  much  unhearts  ine. 
He  was  not  taken  well ;  he  had  not  din'd  : 
The  veins  unfill'd,  our  blood  is  cold,  and  then 
We  pout  upon  the  morning,  are  unapt 
To  give  or  to  forgive  ;  but  when  we  have  stuff' d 
These  pipes  and  these  conveyances  of  our  blood 
With  wine  and  feeding,  we  have  suppler  souls 
Than  in  our  priest-like  fasts  ;  therefore  I  '11  watch 

hirn 
Till  he  be  dieted  to  my  request, 
And  then  I  '11  set  upon  him. 

Bru.  You  know  the  very  road  into  his  kindness, 
And  cannot  lose  your  way. 

Men.  Grood  faith,  I  '11  prove  him, 

Speed  how  it  will.    I  shall  ere  long  have  know- 


ledge 


{Exit. 


Of  my  success. 

Com.  He  '11  never  hear  him. 

Sic.  Not  ? 

Com.  I  tell  you,  he  does  sit  in  gold,  his  eye 
Red  as  'twould  burn  Rome ;  and  his  injury 
The  gaoler  to  his  pity.     I  kneel' d  before  him  ; 
'Twas  very  faintly  he  said,  "  Rise;"  dismiss'd  me 
Thus,  with  his  speechless  hand:   What  he  would 

do, 
He  sent  in  writing  after  me ;  what  he  would  not, 
Bound  with  an  oath,  to  yield  to  his  conditions:49 
So,  that  all  hope  is  vain, 
Unless  his  noble  mother,  and  his  wife ; 
Who,  as  I  hear,  mean  to  solicit  him 
For  mercy  to  his  country.     Therefore,  let 's  hence, 
And  with  our  fair  entreaties  haste  them  on. 

{Exeunt. 
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Ami  of  nil  friends  there,  it  is  lota  to  blan 
M\  iiamr  hath  touch'd  your  ears :  il  i«  Meneniua. 

l,s7  (>'.    Be  il  back  i   the  i  irtue  of  your 

name 
.Is  not  here  passable, 

Mm.  I  i.ll  thee,  fellow, 

Th\  genera]  Is  my  lover:   1  have  been 
The  book  of  bis   good   arts,    whence  men  bave 

road 

His  fame  unparallel'd,  haply,  amplified; 

For  1  bave  ever  verified  my  friends, 

(Of  whom  he's  chief,)  with  all  the  >i/o  thai  rent] 

Would  without  lapsing  suffer:  nay,  aometin 

Liko  to  a  howl  upon  a  subtle  ground, 

1  have  tumbled  past  the  throw  j  and  in  his  praise 

Save,  almost,   Btamp'd   the   Leasing:50   Therefore, 

follow, 

I  must  have  leave  to  pass. 

1st  G.  'Faith,  sir,  it' you  had  told  as  many  lies  in 
liis  behalf,  as  you  have  uttered  words  in  your  own, 
you  should  not   pass  here;  no,  though  it  wen 
virtuous  to  tie,  as  to  live  chastly.     Therefore,  go 

bark. 

Men.  Pr'ythee,  follow,  remember  my  name  is 
Menenins,  always  factionary  on  the  party  of  your 
general. 

2nd  O.  Howsoever  you  have  boon  his  liar,  (as 
you  say,  you  have,)  1  am  one  that,  telling  true 
under  him,  must  say,  you  cannot  pass.  Therefore, 
go  back. 

Men.  Has  he  dined,  can'st  thou  tell  ?  for  I 
would  uot  speak  with  him  till  after  dinner. 
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I        What 

M<  u  comj  ' 

for  you  j  j  ou  shal]  kn> 
tion  ;  l 
cannol  offi<     i 

hut  by  my  entertainment  with  him,  if  thou  b1 
do!  V  the  state  of 
long  iu  ■pectatorahip,  and  crueller 
behold  now  presently,  and 
come  upon  thee. — The  glori 
synod  about  thy   particular   prosperity,  and 
thee  no  worse  than  thy  old  father  Meneniui 
o.  my  son!   my  son!  thou  art  prepari 
us:  look  thee,  here's   water  to  quench  it.      I 
hardly  moved  to  come  to  thee;  but  bei:  ~ed, 

none  but   myself  could  mow    the©,  I   ha', 
blown  out  of  your  gates  with  -  jure 

thee  to  pardon  Rome,  and  thy  petitionary  com 
men.     The  good  gode  ge  thy  wrath,  and  turn 

the  dregs  of  it   upon  this  varlet   here  ;  this,  who, 
like  a  block,  hath  denied  : 

Cor.  Away  ! 

Men,  .How  !  away  *r 

Cor,    Wife,   mother,   child,    I   know   not.      My 
affairs 
Are  sen-anted  to  others  :  Though  I  owe 
3Iv  revenge  properly,  my  remission  lies 
In  Volcian  breasts.     That  we  have  been  famibar, 
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Ingrate  forgetfulness  shall  poison,  rather 

Than  pity  note  how  much. — Therefore,  be  gone. 
Mine  ears  againsl  your  suits  are  stronger,  than 
Your  gates  against  my  force.     Yet,  for  I  lov'd  thee, 
Take  this  along;  I  writ  it  for  thy  sake, 

[Gives  a  Letter. 
And  would  have  sent  it.  Another  word,  Menenius, 
I  will  not  hear  thee  speak. — This  man,  Aundius, 
Was  my  beloved  in  Borne:  yet  thou  behold'st 

Auf.  You  keep  a  constant  temper. 

[Exeunt  Cor.  and  Auf. 

1st  (', .    Now,  sir,  is  your  name  Menenius  ? 

2nd  G.  'Tis  a  spell,  you  see,  of  much  power: 
You  know  the  way  home  again. 

1st  G.  Do  you  hear  how  we  are  shent  for  keep- 
ing your  greatness  back  ? 

2nd  G.  What  cause,  do  you  think,  I  have  to 
swoon  ? 

Men.  I  neither  care  for  the  world,  nor  your 
general :  for  such  things  as  you,  I  can  scarce  think 
there' 3  any,  you  are  so  slight.  He  that  hath  a  will 
to  die  by  himself,53  fears  it  not  from  another.  Let 
your  general  do  his  worst.  For  you,  be  that  you 
are,  long ;  and  your  misery  increase  with  your  age  ! 
I  say  to  you,  as  I  was  said  to,  Away !  [Exit. 

1st  G.  A  noble  fellow,  I  warrant  him. 

2nd  G.  The  worthy  fellow  is  our  general :  He  is 
the  rock,  the  oak  not  to  be  wind-shaken.    [Exeunt. 

SCENE  111.— The  Tent  of  Coriolanus. 

Enter  Coriolantjs,  Aufidius,  and  Others. 

Cor.  We  will  before  the  walls  of  Rome  to-mor- 
row 
Set  down  our  host. — My  partner  in  this  action, 
You  must  report  to  the  Volcian  lords,  how  plainly 
I  have  borne  this  business. 

Avf.  Only  their  ends 

You  have  respected  ;  stopp'd  your  ears  against 
The  general  suit  of  Rome  ;  never  admitted 
A  private  whisper,  no,  not  with  such  friends 
That  thought  them  sure  of  you. 

Cor.  This  last  old  man, 

Whom  with  a  crack' d  heart  I  have  sent  to  Rome, 

ed  me  above  the  measure  of  a  father  ; 
Nay,  godded  me,  indeed.     Their  latest  refuge 
Was  to  send  him  :  for  whose  old  love,  I  have 
(Though  I  show'd  sourly  to  him,)  once  more  offer' d 
The  ftrsi  conditions,  which  they  did  refuse, 
A  M'!  cannol  now  accept,  to  grace  him  only, 
That  thoughl  he  could  do  more;  a  very  little 
1  have  yielded  too:   Fresh  eml  .  and  suits, 

Not  from  th<  lot  private  friends,  hereafter 
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A V ill  I  lend  ear  to. — Ha  !  what  shout  is  this  ? 

[Shouts  within. 
Shall  I  be  tempted  to  infringe  my  vow 
In  the  same  time  'tis  made  ?    I  will  not. — 

Enter,  in  mourning  Habits,  Virgilia,  Volumnia, 
leading  young  Marcius,  Valeria,  and  At- 
tendants. 

My  wife  comes  foremost ;  then  the  honour'd  mould 

Wherein  this  trunk  was  fram'd,  and  in  her  hand 

The  grand-child  to  her  blood.     But,  out,  affection  ! 

All  bond  and  privilege  of  nature,  break ! 

Let  it  be  virtuous,  to  be  obstinate. — 

What  is  that  curt'sy  worth  ?  or  those  doves'  eyes, 

Which  can  make  gods  forsworn  ? — I  melt,  and  am 

not 
Of  stronger  earth  than  others. — My  mother  bows  j 
As  if  Olympus  to  a  molehill  should 
In  supplication  nod :  and  my  young  boy 
Hath  an  aspect  of  intercession,  which 
Great  nature  cries,  "  Deny  not." — Let  the  Voices 
Plough  Rome,  and  harrow  Italy;    I  '11  never 
Be  such  a  goslin  to  obey  instinct ;  but  stand, 
As  if  a  man  were  author  of  himself, 
And  knew  no  other  kin. 

Vir.  My  lord  and  husband  ! 

Cor.    These  eyes  are  not  the  same  I  wore  in 
Rome. 

Vir.  The  sorrow,  that  delivers  us  thus  chang'd, 
Makes  you  think  so. 

Cor.  Like  a  dull  actor  now, 

I  have  forgot  my  part,  and  I  am  out, 
Even  to  a  full  disgrace.     Best  of  my  flesh, 
Forgive  my  tyranny ;  but  do  not  say, 
For  that,  "  Forgive  our  Romans." — O,  a  kiss 
Long  as  my  exile,  sweet  as  my  revenge  ! 
Now  by  the  jealous  queen  of  heaven,  that  kiss 
I  carried  from  thee,  dear ;  and  my  true  lip 
Hath  virgin' d  it  e'er  since. — You  gods  !  I  prate, 
And  the  most  noble  mother  of  the  world 
Leave  unsaluted :  Sink,  my  knee,  i'  the  earth  ; 

[Kneels. 
Of  thy  deep  duty  more  impression  show 
Than  that  of  common  sons. 

Vol.  O,  stand  up  bless'd  ! 

Whilst,  with  no  softer  cushion  than  the  flint, 
I  kneel  before  thee  ;  and  improperly 
Show  duty,  as  mistaken  all  the  while 
Between  the  child  and  parent.  [Kneel*. 

Cor.  What  is  this  r" 

Tour  knees  to  ?nc  ?  to  your  corrected  son  ? 
Then  let  the  pebbles  on  the  hungry  beach 
Fillip  the  stars:  then  let  the  mutinous  winds 
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Vol.  \  our  I- in-'-,  sirrah. 

I    /•.  TTi.it  'a  mj  brave  boj . 

Vol,  Bven  be,  your  wife,  this  lady,  and  myself, 
Art*  Buiton  t'1  J  on. 

/'.  I  beseech  \  ou,  peace  : 

Ov,  if  you'd  ask,  remember  this  befon 
Tlic  things,  I  have  foresworn  to  grant,  maj  never 
Be  held  bj  you  denials.     Do  no1  bid  me 
Dismiss  m\  Boldiers,  or  capitulate 
Again  with  Rome's  mechanics:     Tell  me  not 
Wherein  I  seem  unnatural:   Desire  not 
To  ally  im  rages  and  revenges,  with 
four  colder  reasons, 

/  oh  ( b  no  more,  no  more  ' 

You  have  said,  you  will  not  grant  us  any  thing; 
For  we  have  nothing  else  to  ask,  but  that 
Which  you  denj  already  :   Yet  wo  will  ask  ; 
That,  if  you  tail  in  our  request,  the  blame 
May  bang  upon  your  hardness  :  therefore  boar  us. 

Cor.  Autulius,  and  you  Voices,  mark  ;  for  we'll 
Sear  nought  from  Rome  in  private. — Yourreqw 

Vol.   Should  we  be   silent  and  not  speak,  our 
raiment, 
Ami  state  of  bodies  would  bewray  what  life 
We  have  Led  since  thy  exile.     Think  with  thyself, 
How  more  unfortunate  than  all  living  women 
Are  we  come  hither:   since  that  thy  sight,  which 

should 
Make  our  eyes  bow    with  joy,  hearts  dance  with 

comforts. 
Constrains  them  weep,   and  shake  with   tear   and 

sorrow  ; 
Making  the  mother,  wife,  and  child,  to  sec 
The  son,  the  husband,  and  the  lather,  tearing 
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(Trust  to't,  t  bou  i  ball 

Thai  brought  thee  to  this  world. 

I 
That  broughl  you  forth  tb 
Li\  ing  to  t  Line. 

B  II-  shall  id  on  m 

1  Ml  run  away  till  I  am  bigger,  but  then  J  '11 
Qori  Not   of  a  wuiua:. 

Requires  nor  child  nor  womai    - 

I  have  sat  too  lo 

Vol.  \  from  us  tb  . 

[fit  bat  our  ad 

lave  the  Romanw,  thereby  I 
The  Voices  whom  you  i         youmigl  I 
As  poisonou  it  honour:    v^         ur  suit 

[s,  that  you  reconcile  them:  while  the  Vok 
May    say,    -'This    mercy  we    have    showM; 

liomans, 
M  This  we  receiv'd;"  and  each  in  either  side 
(Jive  the  all-bail  to  thee,  and 
Tor  making  up  this  peace!"  Thou  kn« 
The  end  o'  war's  uncertain;  but  this  in, 

That,  if  thou  conquer  Borne,  the  benefit 
Which  thou  shalt  thereby  reap,  is  such  a  name, 
Whose  repetition  will  be  dogg'd  with  cure 
"Whose  chronicle  thus  writ,  —  **  The  man  was  noble, 
But  with  his  last  attempt  lie  wip'd  it  out ; 
Destroy'd  his  country:  and  his  name  reman  - 
To  the  ensuing  age.  abboTT'oV1     S  ,  son; 

Thou  hast  affected  the  tine  strains  of  honour, 
To  imitate  the  graces  of  the  god- : 
To  tear  with  thunder  the  wide  checks  o'  the  air, 
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Lnd  yel  to  charge  thy  sulphur  with  .1  bolt 
That  should  hut  rive  an  oak.    Win  dost  not  speak  ? 
Think'st  thou  it  honourable  for  ;i  noble  man 
Still  to  remember  wrongs  ? — Daughter,  speak  you: 
cares  aol  for  your  weeping. — Speak  thou,  boy: 
Perhaps,  thy  childishness  will  mo\e  him  more 
Than   can   our    reasons.    -There    Is   no   man   in   the 

world 
Mure  bound  to  his  mother;  yet  here  he  lets  me 
prate 

lake  one  V  the  stocks.      Thou  hast  never  in  thy  life 

Show'd  thy  dear  mother  any  courtesy; 

When  she,  (poor  hen  !)  fond  of  no  second  brood, 

Baa  cluck' d  thee  to  the  wars,  and  safely  home, 

I.c.aden  with  honour.     Say,  my  request 's  unjust, 

And  spurn  me  back:  But,  if  it  be  not  so, 

Thou  art  not   honest ;    and  the  gods  will  plague 

thee, 
That  thou  restrain'st  from  me  the  duty,  which 
To  a  mother's  part  belongs. — He  turns  away: 
Down,  ladies ;  let  us  shame  him  with  our  knees. 
To  his  surname  Coriolanus  Tongs  more  pride, 
Than  pity  to  our  prayers.     Down ;  An  end  : 
This  is  the  last  ; — So  we  will  home  to  Rome, 
And  die  among  our  neighbours. — Nay,  behold  us : 
This  boy,  that  cannot  tell  what  he  would  have, 
But  kneels,  and  holds  up  hands,  for  fellowship, 
Does  reason  our  petition  with  more  strength 
Than  thou  hast  to  deny 't. — Come,  let  us  go  : 
This  fellow  had  a  Volcian  to  his  mother ; 
1 1  is  wife  is  in  Corioli,  and  his  child 
Like  him  by  chance : — Yet  give  us  our  despatch : 
I  am  hush'd  until  our  city  be  afire, 
And  then  I  Tl  speak  a  little. 

Cor.  O  mother,  mother ! 

[Holding  Vol.  by  the  hands,  silent. 
What   have  you  done  ?    Behold,   the   heavens  do 

ope, 
The  gods  look  down,  and  this  unnatural  scene 
They  laugh  at.     O  my  mother,  mother !    O! 
STou  have  won  a  happy  victory  to  Rome : 
But,  for  your  son, — believe  it,  O,  believe  it, 
M    -t  dangerously  you  have  with  him  prevail' d, 
It  not  most  mortal  to  him.     But,  let  it  come: — 

idius,  though  1  cannot  make  true  wars, 
I  '11  frame  convenient  peace.     Now,  good  Aufidius, 
Were  you  m  my  stead,  Bay,  would  you  have  heard 
\  motherless?  or  granted  less,  Aulidius? 

.  /     '      1    was  mov'd  withal. 

Oor,  I  dare  be  sworn,  you  were: 

\ nd,  sir,  it  is  no  little  t bing,  to  make 
Miii  '  compassion.     But,  good  sir, 

What  ;  "i  Ml  make,  advise  me:   For  my  pari, 
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I  Ml  not  to  Rome,  T  Ml  back  with  you ;  and  pray  you, 
Stand  to  me  in  this  cause. — O  mother  !  wife  ! 

Auf.  I  am  glad,  thou  has  set  thy  mercy  and  thy 
honour 
At  difference  in  thee  :  out  of  that  I  Ml  work 
.Myself  a  former  fortune.  \ Aside. 

\_The  Ladies  malce  signs  to  Cor. 

Cor.  Ay,  by  and  by  ; 

[To  Vol.,  Vir.,  Sfc. 
But  we  will  drink  together  ;53  and  you  shall  bear 
A  better  witness  back  than  words,  which  we, 
On  like  conditions,  will  have  counter-seal' d. 
Come,  enter  with  us.     Ladies,  you  deserve 
To  have  a  temple  built  you  :  all  the  swords 
In  Italy,  and  her  confederate  arms, 
Could  not  have  made  this  peace.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— Kome.     A  public  Place. 

Enter  Menewius  and  Sicrarus. 

Men.  See  you  yond'  coign  o'  the  Capitol ;  yond" 
corner-stone  ? 

Sic.  Why,  what  of  that  ? 

Men.  If  it  be  possible  for  you  to  displace  it  with 
your  little  finger,  there  is  some  hope  the  ladies  of 
Borne,  especially  his  mother,  may  prevail  with  him, 
But  I  say,  there  is  no  hope  in  't ;  our  throats  are 
sentenced,  and  stay  upon  execution. 

Sic.  Is  't  possible,  that  so  short  a  time  can  alter 
the  condition  of  a  man  ? 

Men.  There  is  differency  between  a  grub,  and 
a  butterfly ;  yet  your  butterfly  was  a  grub.  This 
Marcius  is  grown  from  man  to  dragon :  he  has 
wings ;  he 's  more  than  a  creeping  thing. 

Sic.  He  loved  his  mother  dearly. 

Men.  So  did  he  me :  and  be  no  more  remembers 
his  mother  now,  than  an  eight  year  old  horse.  The 
tartness  of  his  face  sours  ripe  grapes.  When  he 
walks,  he  moves  like  an  engine,  and  the  ground 
shrinks  before  his  treading.  He  is  able  to  pierce 
a  corslet  with  his  eye ;  talks  like  a  knell,  and  his 
hum  is  a  battery.  He  sits  in  his  state,  as  a  thing 
made  for  Alexander.  What  he  bids  be  done,  is 
finished  with  his  bidding.  He  wants  nothing  of  a 
god  but  eternity,  and  a  heaven  to  throne  in. 

Sic.  Yes,  mercy,  if  you  report  him  truly. 

Men.  I  paint  him  in  the  character.  Mark  what 
mercy  his  mother  shall  bring  from  him:  There  is 
no  more  mercy  in  him.  than  there  is  milk  in  a  male 
tiger;  that  shall  our  poor  city  find:  and  all  this  is 
'long  of  you. 

Sic.  The  gods  be  good  unto  us! 
i/V,.\    No,   in   such   a  case  the  gods  will   not   be 
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prevail'd, 
The  Voices  are  di  ilodg'd,  and  VTarciu    gone  i 
A  merrier  da)  did  aei  er  \  el  greel  Rome, 
\,.,  m .(  i be  expulsion  of  I  be  Tarquins. 

Friend, 
Art  thou  certain  this  is  true?  ii  H  mosl  certain 

Mess,   As  curtain,  as  I  Know  the  bud  ifl  ftrei 
Where  have  you  lurk'd,  thai  you  make  <I  >ubl  of 
Ne'er  through  an  arch  bo  hurried  1 1 » *  *  Mown  tide, 
\^>  the  recomforted  through  the  ■■  Wny,  hark 

\.mi; 

[Trumpets  and  Hautboy*  Bounded)  and  Drums 
bead  n,  ,ill  together*     Shouting  also  within. 
The  trumpets,  Backbuts,  psalteries,  and  fifes, 
Tabors,  and  cymbals,  and  the  shouting  Etonians, 
Make  the  sun  dance.   Hark  you  !    [Shouting  again* 

Men.  This  is  good  m 

1  will  go  meel  the  ladies,     Thia  Volumnia 

Is  worth  of  Consuls,  senators    patricians, 
A  city  full;   of  tribunes,  such  as  von, 

A  bos  and  land  full:  You  have  pray'd  well  to-day; 
This  morning,  for  ten  thousand  of  your  throats 
1  \l  not  have  given  a  doit.    Hark,  how  they  joy! 

[Shouting  and  Music. 

Sic.  First,  the  gods  bless  you  for  their  tidings  i 
next, 
Accept  mj  thankfulness. 

Mess.  Sir,  we  have  all 

Great  cause  to  rive  great  thanks. 

's>'<".  They  are  near  the  city  ? 

Meet,    Almost  at  point  to  enter. 

Sic,  We  will  moot  them. 

And  help  the  joy.  [Going. 

Enter  the  Ladies,  accompanied  by  Senators,   Patri- 
cians, and  People.     They  pass  over  the  Stage. 

Yet  Sen.  Behold  our  pat  roness,  the  life  of  Rome  : 
Call  all  your  tribes  together,  praise  the  gods. 


1 

1 

I  \\ 

I  I  l 

1 

•i    I  | 

/  i  \  i  i  i  i. 

i 

I  linn    I  I 

Bid  1  horn  repair  to  1 h<  Uplaes  ;  when    I 

i       i  in  theirs  and  in  t he  comi 
Will  vouch  I  do  trul  d  of  it.      II        I 
The  (ritj  poi  '  bis  bath  enter* d,  a 

Int.' 

To  purge  himself  with  '  I 

/. 

Entt  >•  Tkn      •   I        I 

M    t  welcome ! 
\M  I         H  it  w  ith  our 

Am/.  i;       ^o, 

\     with  a  man  by  his  own  alms  empoison'd, 

A  nd  w  it  h  his  charity  slain. 
2n<l  Con,  Ifost  i  oble  bit, 

It" you  do  h.dd  the  atent  wher 

Y<  u  wish'd  us  pari  11  deliver  you 

Of  y.nir  great  danger. 

A  Sir,  I  cannot  t.-ll  ; 

We  must  proceed,  si  we  do  find  the  people. 

3rd  Con.  The  people  will  remain  uncertain,  n 
'Twixt  you  there's  difference  ;  but  the  fall  of  either 
Makes  the  survivor  heir  ot%  all. 

Auf.  I  know  it  ; 

And  my  pretext  to  strike  at  him  admits 
A  good  construction.     I  rais'd  him,  and  I  pawi 
Mine  honour  for  his  truth:  Who  being  so  heig    - 

/d, 
He  water'd  his  new  plants  with  dews  of  flatt 
9    Lncing  so  my  friends  :  and,  to  this  end, 
He  bow'd  his  nature,  never  known  before 
But  to  be  rough,  unswayable.  and  fin 

I  Con.  Sir,  his  stoutness 
When  he  did  stand  for  consul,  which  he  lost 
By  lack  of  stooping, 

Auf.  That  I  would  have  >pok< 

Being  banish'd  for  't.  he  came  unto  my  hearth  ; 
Presented  to  my  knife  his  throat  :   I  took  him  ; 
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Made  him  joint-sonant  with  me;  gave  him  way 
In  all  his  own  desires  ;  nay,  Let  him  choose 
Out  of  my  files,  hia  projects  to  accomplish, 
M]  beal  and  freshesl  men;  serv'd  bis  designments 
In  mint4  own  person;  holp  to  reap  the  same, 
Which  he  did  end  all  Ins  ;  and  took  some  pride 
To  do  myself  this  wrong  :  till,  at  the  last, 

I  aeem'd  his  follower,  not  partner ;  and 
He  wag'd  me  with  his  countenance,  as  if 
1  had  boon  mercenary. 

1st  Con.                         So  he  did,  my  lord  : 
The  army  marvell'd  at  it.     And,  in  the  last, 
When  he  had  carried  Rome  ;  and  that  we  look'd 
For  no  less  spoil,  than  glory, 

Auf.  There  was  it ; — 

Tor  which  my  sinews  shall  be  stretch'd  upon  him. 
At  a  few  drops  of  women's  rheum,  which  are 
As  cheap  as  lies,  he  sold  the  blood  and  labour 
Of  our  great  action  ;  Therefore  shall  he  die, 
And  I  '11  renew  me  in  his  fall.     But,  hark  ! 

[Drums  and  Trumpets  sound,  with  great  Shouts 
of  the  People. 

1st  Con.  Your  native  town  you  cnter'd  like  a 
post, 
And  had  no  welcomes  home  ;  but  he  returns, 
Splitting  the  air  with  noise. 

2nd  Con.  And  patient  fools, 

Whose  children  he  hath  slain,  their  base  throats 

tear, 
With  giving  him  glory. 

3rd  Con.  Therefore,  at  your  vantage, 

Ere  he  express  himself,  or  move  the  people 
With  what  he  woidd  say,  let  him  feel  your  sword, 
"Which  we  will  second.     When  he  lies  along, 
After  your  way  his  tale  pronounc'd  shall  bury 
His  reasons  with  his  body. 

Auf.  Say  no  more  ; 

I I  •  re  come  the  lords. 

Enter  the  Lords  of  the  City. 

i      .'.v.   You  are  most  welcome  homo. 

Auf.  I  have  not  deserv'd  it, 

But,  worthy  lords,  have  you  with  heed  perus'd 
What  I  have  written  to  you  ? 

Lordi.  We  have. 

1  it  Lord.  And  grieve  to  hear  it. 

What  faults  he  made  before  the  last,  1  think, 
M  ghl   have  found  easy  lines:  but  there  to  end. 
Where  he  was  to  begin;  and  give  away 
The  benefil  of  our  levies,  answering  us 

With  OUT  own  charge  ;''    making  a  treaty,  where 
There  wan  a  yielding;  This  admits  no  excuse. 
Auf.   Hi-  approaches,  you  shall  hear  him. 
824 


Enter   Coijiolams,  with    Drums  and  Colour*;  a 
Crowd  of  Citizens  with  him. 

Cor.  Hail,  lords  !  I  am  returned  your  soldier ; 
No  more  infected  with  my  country's  love, 
Than  when  I  parted  hence,  but  still  subsisting 
Under  your  great  command.     You  are  to  know, 
That  prosperously  I  have  attempted,  and 
With  bloody  passage,  led  your  wars,  even  to 
The  gates  of  Home.     Our  spoils  we  have  brought 

home, 
Do  more  than  counterpoise,  a  full  third  part, 
The  charges  of  the  action.     We  have  made  peace, 
With  no  less  honour  to  the  Ajitiates. 
Than  shame  to  the  Romans :  and  we  here  deliver, 
Subscrib'd  by  the  consuls  and  patricians, 
Together  with  the  seal  o'the  senate,  what 
We  have  compounded  on. 

Auf  Read  it  not  noble  lords  ; 

But  tell  the  traitor,  in  the  highest  degree 
He  hath  abus'd  your  powers. 

Cor.  Traitor ! — How  now  ? — 

Auf  Ay,  traitor,  Marcius. 

Cor.  Marcius! 

Auf.  Ay,  Marcius,   Cains   Marcius ;  Dost  thou 
think 
I  '11  grace  thee  with  that  robbery,  thy  stol'n  name 
Coriolanus  in  Corioli  r — 
You  lords  and  heads  of  the  state,  perfidiously 
He  has  betray' d  your  business,  and  given  up 
For  certain  drops  of  salt,  your  city  Rome 
(I  say,  your  city,)  to  his  wife  and  mother : 
Breaking  his  oath  and  resolution,  like 
A  twist  of  rotten  silk;  never  admitting 
Council  o'the  war ;  but,  at  his  nurse's  tears 
He  whin'd  and  roar'd  away  your  victory ; 
That  pages  blush' d  at  him,  and  men  of  heart 
Look'd  wondering  each  at  other. 

Cor.  Hear'st  thou,  Mars  ? 

Auf.  Name  not  the  god,  thou  boy  of  tears, — 

Cor.  Ha! 

Auf  No  more. 

Cor.  Measureless  liar,  thou  hast  made  my  heart 
Too  great  for  what  contains  it.     Boy  !  O  slave  ! — 
Pardon  me,  lords,  'tis  the  first  time  that  ever 
I  was  fore'd  to  scold.     Your  judgments,  my  grave 

lords, 
Must  give  this  cur  the  lie:  and  his  own  notion 
(Who    wears    m\    stripes    impress' d   on   him;   that 

must  bear 
My  beating  to  his  grave;)  shall  join  to  thrust 

The  lie  unto  him. 

1st  Lord.  Peace,  both,  and  hear  me  speak. 


A<    I     V. 


t  ''T.     (  'ill    III-"    I    •    | I'oli 

Htuin  ull  you  i  in<        I  Joy  I    I       i    ImmiimI  ! 

[f  you  1 1 .  i  ■. .   wfil 

'lli.it  like  :ui  -  i  ■  I-   "i   i  I 

I    lilt  I.   Ill    \  I  MM'    \   "'••'     I    III    <  '"I  l'»ll   . 

Uoni  I  did  ll      Boj  ' 

////'  Why,  nnbl<    ' 

W  ill  \  on  bo  pill  in  mind  of  hi  i  blind  fori  u 

\\  Inch   u  .1     your     '    >  i  j  i  -  ■ .   I»\    t  In  i   null..' 

I         your  own  i 
I         I  ,ii  Innt  die  t'"i'i .      |  Sei 
('if.     [Speaking   promiscuously."]      !•         ; 
piece  i,  <l"   ii    pi.   .nt l\ .     II.-  K illed  m)  mi 

daughter;     lie    killed    mj    i  l  —  Hi 

killed  mj  fat  her. — 

2nd  Lord.    Peace,  ho  ;     no  oul 
The  man  ii  noble,  and  hia  fame  folda  in 
This  orb  o'  t  he  earl  b.     1 1  i  i  last  offem  i 
Shall  have  judicious  hearis  Jtand,   \  nfid 

And  trouble  aol  i he  pea< e. 

W>.  0,  that    I   I. :i.l  l.nn, 

With  au  A.ufidiuses,  or  more,  hia  tribe, 

To  ate  mj  law  t'nl  sword  I 

.  \nf-  1  nsolenl  \  illain  ! 

Kill,  kill.  Kill,  Kill,  kill  him. 
|  A  i  i'.  and  the  Con.  dr<nr,  and  hill  Cox.,  who 
full.*,  and  A  I  t.  standi  on  hi 

Lords,  I  [old,  hold,  hold,  hold. 

'.  My  noble  masters,  hear  me  speak. 

U7  Lord.  0  Tnllns  — 
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i  |  / 
\    I  mourn  j  ou  f<>r  h 
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I  )id  follow    to  hi  |  urn. 

'InJ    I  II 

Takes  from  A  ufidi 

And   I  am  struck  «  it  h 

Help,  three  o'  the  chi<  I 

I  thou  the  drum,  thai  i'  speak  moun 
Trail  your  steel  pikes.  —Though  in  t 

II  :th  a  idow'd  and  uuchilded 
Which  to  this  hour  bewail  the  inj 

he  shall  hs  ble  memory. — 

\  [Exeunt,  hearing  the  B 
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1   To  scale  it  a  little  more. 
To  scale,  is  to  disperse.     The  meaning  of  the  whole 
passage   is,   though  many  of  you  may  have  heard  the 
story,  still  I  will  venture  to  repeat  it,  to  spread  a  know- 
ledge of  it  still  wider. 

2  Tilt  ere  the  other  instruments. 
W h ere  is  here  used  as  whereas  ;   instrwnents  are  limbs 
or  members. 

3  Mutually  participate* 
Participate  is  used  for  participant,  or  participating. 

4  The  one  side  must  have  bale. 

Bale  is  an  old  Saxon  word  for  misery  or  calamity. 
Mr.  Mason  observes,  that  bale,  as  well  as  bane,  signified 
poison,  in  Shakspere's  time.  Mr.  Malone  says  the 
word  was  antiquated  in  our  poet's  age ;  still,  it  is  to  be 
found  in  Spencer's  Fairy  Queen, — 

For  light  she  hated  as  the  deadly  bale. 

5 Your  virtue  is 


To  make  him  worthy,  whose  offence  subdues  him, 
And  curse  that  justice  did  it. 

This  is  an  obscure  passage,  but  the  meaning  appears 
to  be,  your  virtue  consists  in  speaking  well  of  the  vicious 
man,  and  in  cursing  the  justice  that  condemns  him. 

6  Their  ruth,  i.e.  their  pity,  compassion. 

7  As  high  as  I  could  pick  my  lance. 

Pitch  my  lance,  is  the  meaning ;  but  pick  is  correct, 
and  was  anciently  synonymous  with  pitch.  Thus,  in 
Froissart's  Chronicle,  "  and  as  he  stouped  downe  to 
take  up  his  swerde,  the  Frenche  squyer  dyd  pycke  his 
■werde  at.  hym,  and  by  hap  strake  hym  through  bothe 
the  thyes." 

8   To  break  the  heart  of  generosity. 
To  give  the  final  blow  to  the  nobles.     Marcius  uses 
rarity  to  signify  high  birth. 

'•  Marciue,  'tit  true,  that  you  hare  lately  told  us ; 

The  Voices  are  in  arms. 

Marcius   had   himself  only  been  just   told   that   the 

Voices  were  in  arms,  and  could  not  therefore  have  told 

enate.     The  meaning  is:— you  were  right  in   your 

opinion   as  to  what  they  would  do,  for  they  are   now 

ready  for  the  war  which  you  anticipated. 

*  Bring  moved,  he  wiU  not  tpare  to  gird  the  gads. 

To  '/'"A  u  to  taunt,  or  meet  at     Mr.  Malone 

Mvmous  com  ipondenl  inform*  him,  thai  in  ', 
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some  parts  of  England,  it  means  to  push  vehemently. 
To  gird,  likewise  signified  to  pluck  or  twinge ;  hence, 
probably,  it  was  metaphorically  used  in  the  sense  of,  to 
taunt  or  annoy  by  sarcasm. 

11   Of  his  demerits  rob  Cominius. 

Merits  and  demerits  had  anciently  the  same  meaning. 
Thus,  in  Othello: — 

And  my  demerits 


May  speak  unbonnetted. 

Again,  in  Hall's  Clironicle,  Henry  VI.,  fol.  69: — 
"  This  noble  prince,  for  his  demerits  called  the  good 
Duke  of  Gloucester." 

12  To  take  in  many  towns. 

To  take  i?i,  signified  to  overcome,  to  take  possession  of. 

13  A  crack  madam. 

A  crack,  literally  means  a  boy;  it  is  here  used  in 
answer  to  the  assertion  of  Valeria,  that  he  is  a  noble 
child,  to  imply  that  he  will  do — he  will  pass  muster. 

14  ■  Thou  wast  a  soldier 


Even  to  Catoys  t&ish,  not  fierce  and  terrible 
Only  in  strokes. 

Plutarch,  in  The  Life  of  Coriolcmus,  has  this  passage  : 
"  For  he  was  even  such  another  as  Cato  would  have 
a  soldier  and  a  captain  to  be;  not  only  terrible  and 
fierce  to  lay  about  him,  but  to  make  the  enemy  afraid 
with  the  sound  of  his  voice  and  the  grimness  of  his 
countenance."  This  passage  led  Shakspere  into  a  great 
chronological  error — that  of  making  Cato  anterior  to 
Coriolanus. 

15  Lefs  fetch  him  off,  or  make  remain  alike. 
To  make  remain  is  an  ancient  and  obsolete  mode  of 
speaking,  which  merely  means — to  remain.     Time  has 
pruned  our  language  of  many  redundancies  of  expres- 
sion. 

lr>  See  here  these  movers,  that  do  p?~ize  their  hours. 
Pope  reads — prize  their  honours:  an  ingenious  alte- 
ration ;  but  the  text  is  doubtless  correct.     Hours  is  used 
as  time. 

,7   The  ports,  i.e. ,  the  gates. 

18  Those  centuries. 

Centuries  were  companies  of  soldiers,  consisting  each 
of  a  hundred  men.  Hence  the  military  title  of  Centu- 
rion, a  commander  of  one  of  these  regiments. 
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Anxiou  t  fur  th<  ■    ""ii  1 1  how ii  li\ 

Im.w  in-  and  humility. 

hUj  fhuj  tii/ninif  'ill  j 

'I  hat  I  ii 8  wai  i  |»ui i<  m  <■•     I >r.  J«»l 

ti  ul\  ob  bat  than  >  •  not  w  it  enough  In  th 

in  recompense  it.s  -i 

'**   The  most  ription   i     (  but 

,[>in't  ufii /., 

This    sentence   contain';   an    anachronism    of   QOftl 

hundred  and   fifty  years.     Neneniui  flourished  about 
four  hundred  and  ninety  yean  before  Christ,  and  Galen 

bom  in  the  hundred  and  thirtieth  year  Of  the  Chris- 
tian era.     Etnpiricutick  is  an  adjective  arbitrarily  formed 

h\    OUT  poet   from  the  weld   imptric,  a  <|ii;i.k. 
86   Into  a  rapture  its  hi  r  bobu  ,r;/. 

libly  into  •  rupture,  to  which  children  are  liable 
from  extreme  tits  of  crying)  or,  ■  rapturt  may  signify  a 

tit  ;  as  Wf  BtUl  say,  that  a  child  will  cr\  itself  into  fits. 

w The  kitchen  malkiti  pins 

Her  richest  luckram  'bout  her  rOOChu  neck. 

The  kitchen  malkin  is  the  kitchen  wench  ;  a  nutukin 
OX  nuilkin,  is  properly  >  sort  of  mop,  made  of  clouts, 
for  the  use  of  sweeping  ovens  :  thence  I  figure  of  r. 
dressed  up,  was  BO  called;  and  from  thence  the  name 
was  transferred  to  any  negligent,  dirty  woman.  Loch- 
ram  was  a  kind  of  cheap  linen  ;  and  reechij  is  sweaty. 
greasj 

27   Seld-shown  Jkunens. 

That  is.  priests  who  seldom  exhibit  themselves  to 
public  view. 

"   It  shall  be  to  him,  tlien,  as  our  good  wills ; 
A  sure  destruction, 

Mr.  Tyrwhitt  says  wills  should  be  written  will  is  : 
that  is,  it  shall  be  to  him  of  the  same  nature  as  our  dis- 
positions towards  him — deadly. 

30   You  sooth'd  not,  therefore  hurt  not. 

You  did  not  flatter  me,  and  therefore  did  not  offend 
roe. 

30    Ulien  with  his  Amazonian  chin. 

That  is,  his  chin  smooth  as  a  woman's  ;  a  chin  on 
which  there  was  no  beard. 
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him. 

M  Against  those  menteit. 

iw.      In   77. 
/'     'lii/af,    Oliver,    tl  'I    «  •  • 

you  were  yspHt,  and  you  let  th  I  a  per. 

Jfcscll  is  uaed  in  Pi§f     /'     waoVj  Visum  for  a  leper. 

m  y     . 

Thai  ■  them,  go   through  them.     Bo  in 

r — 

. Threading  dark-ey'd  ni. 

38  To  jump 
To  jump  is  not  unfrequently  used  by  the  old  writers 

tor  Jolt:  therefore  to  jump  a  body  may  mean  to  put  it  in 
1  violent  agitation  or  commotion.  Shakspere  appears  to 
have  used  the  word  elsewhere  in  the  sense  of  risk  or 
hazard  ;  thus  in  Macbeth — 

Wc  Wjump  the  life  to  come. 
again  in  Antony  and  Cleopatra — 

Our  fortune  lies 

Upon  this  jump. 

It  may  also  fairly  have  this  meaning  attributed  to  it  in 
the  present  passage. 

39  This  is  clean  kam. 

\  Kam  is  crooked,  awry;  a  crooked  stick  is  called  a 
\  cambrel,  and  the  Welsh  word  for  crooked  is  kam.  Vul- 
;  srar  pronunciation  has  corrupted  clean  kam  into  kirn  kam. 
:  which  phrase  occurs  several  times  in  the  old  translation 
''   of  Gasman  de  Alfarache,  of  which  the  following  is  an 
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instance: — "All  goes  topsie  tuny  ;  all  kirn,  kam ;  all  is 
tricks  and  devices ;  all  riddles  and  unknown  mysteries." 

*°  I  am  in  flu's, 


Your  irife,  your  son,  these  senators,  the  nobles. 

That  is,  in  thus  persuading  you  I  act  as  your  wife, 
your  son,  as  these  senators  and  nobles,  who  all  join  with 
me  in  a  desire  for  your  welfare,  and  whose  interests  you 
sacrifice  by  a  refusal. 

41    Which  quired  with  my  drum. 

That  is,  played  in  concert,  with  it.  My  spirits  sympa- 
thised with  warlike  sounds. 

iZ  Abated  captives,  i.e.  dejected,  subdued  captives. 

43  Cautelous,  i.e.  wily,  cunning,  cautious. 


y 


■Here  I  clip 


The.  anvil  of  my  sword. 

To  clip  is  to  embrace.  Aufidius  calls  Coriolanus  the 
anvil  of  his  sword,  because  he  had  struck  as  heavy 
blows  at  him,  as  a  smith  strikes  on  his  anvil. 

43  Sanctifies  himself  with  his  hand. 

That  is,  considers  the  touch  of  his  hand  as  holy,  and 
clasps  it  with  the  same  reverence  as  a  lover  would  the 
hand  of  his  mistress. 

46  He'll  go,  he  says,  and  sowle  the  porter  of  Rome  gates 
hy  the  cars. 

That  is,  drag  him  down  by  the  ears  into  the  dirt. 
Skinner  says  the  word  is  derived  from  sow ;  i.e.  to  take 
hold  of  a  person  by  the  ears  as  a  dog  seizes  one  of  those 
animals.  So  Heywood,  in  a  comedy  called  Love's  dfis- 
tress,  1636 : — 

Venus  will  sowle  me  by  the  ears  for  this. 
To  soicle  is  still  in  use  for  pulling,  lugging,  and  dragging, 
in  the  west  of  England. 

"  "Whatever,"  says  Mr.  Tyrwhitt,  "  the  etymology  of 
sowle  may  be,  it  appears  to  have  been  a  familiar  word  in 
the  last  century.  Lord  Strafford's  correspondent,  Mr. 
Garrard,  uses  it  as  Shakspere  does.  Strafford's  Letters, 
vol.  ii.,  p.  149 — '  A  lieutenant  soled  him  well  by  the  ears, 
and  drew  him  by  the  hair  about  the  room.' " 

47  As  is  the  osprcy  to  the  fish. 
An  osprey  is  a  kind  of  eagle,  or  a  large  and  rare 
species  of  hawk ;  it  hovers  over  streams,  and  feeds  on 


fish.  In  Michael  Drayton's  Polyolbion,  song  twenty- 
five,  is  the  following  account  of  the  osprey,  which  shows 
the  appropriateness  of  Shakspcre's  simile : — 

The  osprey,  oft  here  seen,  though  seldom  here  it  breeds, 

Which  over  them  the  fish  no  sooner  doth  espy, 

But,  betwixt  him  and  them  by  an  antipathy, 

Turning  their  bellies  up,  as  though  their  death  they  saw, 

They  at  his  pleasure  lie,  to  stuff  his  gluttonous  maw. 


fe 


Nay  if  he  coxfd. 


Unwillingly    condescended,    acted   with   reserve   and 
coldness. 

49  Bound  icith  an  oath  to  yield  to  his  conditions. 

This  is  obscure,   and  apparently  corrupt;  we  might 
read,  to  yield  no  new  conditions. 


BO 


And  in  his  praise 


Have,  almost,  stamp' d  the  leasing. 

In  his  praise  I  have  told  falsehoods  so  plausibly,  that 
they  have  passed  as  current,  as  if  they  had  the  stamp  of 
truth. 

51  A  jack  guardant. 

An  insolent  officer ;  it  is  equivalent  to  a  term  still  in 
use,  namely,  a  Jack  in  office. 

52  He  that  hath  a  tcill  to  die  by  himself. 

He  that  is  tired  of  life,  and  desires  to  die  by  his  own 
hands. 

53  But  we  will  drink  together. 

This  would  represent  the  wife  and  mother  of  Coriola- 
nus as  rather  jovial  than  delicate ;  drinking  together 
was  certainly  used  as  a  sign  of  amity,  but  I  am  inclined 
to  adopt  Dr.  Farmer's  emendation,  and  read — think 
together. 

M Answering  us 

With  our  own  charge. 

Rewarding  us  with  our  own  expenses,  throwing  awray 
the  victory,  and  making  the  mere  cost  of  war  its  recom- 
pense. 

55  Judicious  hearing. 

Judicious  is  here  either  a  corruption  of  judicial;  i.e. 
such  a  hearing  as  is  allowed  to  criminals  in  courts  of 
judicature;  or  the  word  was  anciently  used  in  the  same 
sense,  as  imperious  is  used  by  our  author  for  imperii/. 

H.  T. 


Stditta  tear. 


Tl  1 1  i  w  hoi 

to  be  oflWl  i\«  K    1 1 . mi.  .1  w  ii  'mi   the   lii 
r.  quired  bul   aii  hour  For  il 
i.-  .in  ordinary    lifo.      W  o  are 
ill"  uol    t  he   life  im<!   <l«  « ■■  '    •  -cir,  Iml    ! 

inn   Brut ua  in  the  hero  of  ih<-  di 
of  the  groal  warrior  and  historian,  tho  brilliant   and  noble  m 
he  appears  upon  i he  11,  w ••  n  ppointod  i hal   lw  i\ 

thai   the  plaj  had  ootnnienccd  with  an  oarlior  period  of  bit  lif 
to  its  conclusion.     The  subsequent   odvonturci  of  Brutus  and  ' 

l«. ..I    ample  materials   for  another  tragedy  ;    the  vwth   t;  ( 

sect  tin  I  frith  tin*  defeat  and  suicide  of  lii*  clii<  f 

Julius  *  i  character  worthy   of  the  closest   analytical  in 

of  Shakspere;  his  attainment  of  power,  and  his  great   influence  with  tin*  I.' 
attributable  to  his  lofti  talents  and  indomitable  courage;  his  patience  under  toil,  hi 
pursuit  of  success,  his  wise  deliberation,  and  the  unshaken  *t«-:ulii 
wonderful  resolutions,  were  the  terror  of  his  advi  ,  and  the  aston  ;*1<1. 

Slender  and    treble   in   person,   and   subject    to  riolent    headaches   and 
suffered  these  natural  imperfections  to  interfere  with  his  plans,  or  allure  him 
occasion,  being  out   upon  an  excursion  with  some  friends,  they  were  overtai 
and  sought   for  shelter  in  a  mean  hut,  consisting  of  a  single  room,  and  that  only 
one  man  to  sleep  in.     This  was,  of  course,  offered  to  !        p,  but  he  declined  it.  and  il 

for  the  great,  and  necessaries  for  the  infirm,"  gave  it  up  to  bis  friend  Oppiui  rati 

of  the  company,  slept  under  a  Bhed  at  the  door. 

Bis  lofty  ambition  was  shown  in  many  acts  of  early  life:  when  pa  I  his  fri 

COme  to  a  Little  town,  when  one  of  them  said,  jestingly,  "Can  there  here  he  any  «U-pii: 
contentions  for  precedency,  or  such  envy  and  ambition  as  e  among  .  ' 

replied  proudly — "1  assure  you,  1  had  rather  be  the  first  man  here,  than  the  second  man  in  B 
When  in  Spain,  he  bestowed  his  leisure  time  in  reading  the  1  ;"  Alexander,  and  i 

over  it  for  a  Long  time  in  a  pensive  attitude,  he  burst  into  tears.     His  friends  inquired  the 
distress;  "Do  you  think,"  lie  replied,  "  I  have  not  sufficient  cause  for  concern,  when  A 
age  reigned  over  so  many  conquered  countries,  and  I  have  not  one  glorious  achievement  to  bo:  - 

Plutarch  apologises  for  Csssar's  attempt  at  sovereignty,  and  says  that  his  tyranny  wos  merely- 
nominal,  for  no  tyrannical  act  could  be  laid  to  his  charge  ;  and  he  adds — M  Nay,  such  1  condition 
of  Rome,  that  it  evidently  required  a  master;  and  Csssar  was  no  more  than  a  tender  and  skilful  phy-  - 
clan  appointed  by  Providence  to  heal  the  distemper  of  the  state.  Perhaps  the  dai  upon  his 
character  was  his  treatment  of  his  son-in-law,  Pompey  the  Great,  upon  -  n  he  1. 
resolved,  for  the  consolidation  of  his  own  power  ;  and  whose  treacherous  murder  by  the  Egyptians  formed 
a  dark  and  fearful  close  to  a  brilliant  career,  spent  chiefly  in  promoting  the  true  interests  of  mankind. 
Almost  the  last  words  spoken  by  Pompey  were  these  lines  from  Sophocles : — 

i'st  thou  a  tyrant's  door  ?  then  farewell  freedom  ! 
Though  free  as  air  before. 

T  2  u 


Julius  cj:s\k\ 

Shakapere  lias  ?ery  artistically  alluded  to  the  greatness  and  the  fall  of  Pompey  in  the  first  scene  of 
his  tragedy,  hut  he  in  do  way  points  ou1  Cesar  as  the  cause  of  Pompey's  ruin  and  cruel  death. 

Brutus  i>  delineated  with  great  subtlety  ;  his  lofty  integrity  and  wonderful  self-denial,  the  purity  of 

his  life,  his  gentleness  to  his  dependents,  (so  touchingly  shown  in  his  fatherly  consideration  for  the  boy 

Lucius,)  and  his  noble  patriotism,  all  are  exquisitely  pictured  by  the  poet.     His  humanity  also  appears 

prominently  even  at   the  moment  that   he  is  consenting  to  the  death  of  Caesar,  and  he  deplores  that 

they  cannot  destroy  him  painlessly — come  at  his  spirit  without  shedding  hi3  blood.     Brutus  is  chiefly 

blamed  for  his  ingratitude  to  Caesar,  against  whom  he  had  fought  in  conjunction  with  Pompey ;  and 

(  .tsar  had  not  only  pardoned  him,  and  sought  his  friendship,  but  also  forgave  all  for  whom  he  interceded. 

Brutus  says — 

I  know  no  personal  cause  to  spurn  at  him, 
But  for  the  general.     He  would  be  crowned ; 

and  the  unbending  republican  sacrifices  his  friend  to  his  country;  and  sheds  the  blood  of  Caesar,  not  for 
what  he  had  done,  but,  for  what  he  feared  he  would  ultimately  do.  This  is  an  act  of  injustice,  for  which 
Brutus  is  punished  by  the  failure  of  his  cause,  and  his  own  premature  and  violent  death. 

"  Brutus,"  says  Mr.  Drake,  "  the  favourite  of  the  poet,  is  brought  forward,  not  only  adorned 
with  all  the  virtues  attributed  to  him  by  Plutarch,  but,  in  order  to  excite  a  deeper  interest  in  his 
favour,  and  to  prove  that  not  jealousy,  ambition,  or  revenge ;  but  unalloyed  patriotism,  was  the  sole 
director  of  his  conduct — our  author  has  drawn  him  as  possessing  the  utmost  sweetness  and  gentleness 
of  disposition,  sympathising  with  all  that  suffer,  and  unwilling  to  inflict  pain,  but  from  motives  of 
the  strongest  moral  necessity.  He  has  most  feelingly  and  beautifully  painted  him  in  the  relations 
of  a  master,  a  friend,  and  a  husband ;  his  kindness  to  his  domestics,  his  attachment  to  his  friends, 
and  his  love  to  Portia,  demonstrating  that  nothing  but  a  high  sense  of  public  duty  could  have  induced 
him  to  lift  his  hand  against  Caesar.  It  is  this  struggle  between  the  humanity  of  his  temper,  and  his 
ardent  and  hereditary  love  of  liberty,  nowr  threatened  with  extinction,  by  the  despotism  of  Caesar, 
that  gives  to  Brutus  that  grandeur  of  character,  and  that  predominancy  over  his  associates  in  purity 
of  intention,  which  secured  to  him  the  admiration  of  his  contemporaries,  and  to  which  posterity 
has  done  ample  justice,  through  the  medium  of  Shakspere,  who  has  placed  the  virtues  of  Brutus, 
and  the  contest  in  his  bosom  between  private  regard  and  patriotic  duty,  in  the  noblest  light ; 
wringing,  even  from  the  lips  of  his  bitterest  enemy,  the  fullest  eulogium  on  the  rectitude  of  his  prin- 
ciples and  the  goodness  of  his  heart." 

1      sius  is  a  man  of  more  worldly  wisdom  than  Brutus:   his  great  tact  and  knowledge  of  human 
nature  is  displayed  in  his  remark  to  Antony,  to  reconcile  him  to  the  murder  of  Caesar : — 

Your  voice  shall  be  as  strong  as  any  man's 
In  the  disposing  of  new  dignities. 

Majiy  touches  of  this  worldliness  appear  in  him :  he  is  eminently  fitted  for  a  conspirator ;  but  is  still 
noble.     We  feel  that  Mark  Antony,  in  his  hour  of  triumph,  slanders  the  memory  of  Cassius,  in  attri- 
buting his  conspiring  against  Caesar  merely  to  envy.     The  scene  in  the  streets  of  Borne,  where  Cassius 
walks  through  the  storm  at  night,  amid  the  prodigies  that  foretell  the  death  of  the  ambitious  dictator, 
and  bares  his  "  bosom  to  the  thunder-stone,"  is  the  sublime  of  tragedy :  it  raises  our  expectations  to 
highest  pitch,  and  is  a  fitting  prelude  to  the  approaching  catastrophe;  when  Caesar,  sur-rounded  by 
•e  looks  and  glittering  swords,  and  gashed  with  three-and-twenty  hideous  wounds,  falls  dead  on  the 
of  hil  rival's  statue,  which  is  bespattered  with  his  blood,  and  is  supposed  to  look  down,  with  grim 
satisfaction,  on  the  death  of  his  destroyer.     The  following  scene,  where  Brutus,  in  his  orchard,  meditates 
the  that!)   of  Cunt,  is  finer  still :  his  struggle  between  tenderness  and  duty — his  love  for  his  friend, 
and   his   love    for   his  country — his  high   bearing  to  his   fellow-conspirators,  where  he  deprecates  the 
BSsitT  of  nn  oath  to  bind  just  men  "that  have  spoke  the  word,  and  will  not  palter" — and  his  generous 
Yielding  of  tbe  secret   to  his  heroic   and  noble  wife     are  all  pregnant  with  the  vivid   fire  of  genius — all 
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point  to  Shakspi 

I  Plutarch 

The     i"  •  •  h  of  l;i  ul  u      in  ju  hi  --!'  h 

U  ul    w  il  li    I  !"•    i  t"i.    il    i  altlllK         uf    In  i    I-  Hi]  ' 

infinitely  bottoi  ii\\ 

,■•  in  ■   h  tenon   i"  vi  !'■••  urn  i  ||. 

oei  t  1 1 1 . 1  \  muki  i  i  li'  in  f(  i>  atmi  ind  bring  •■  i  liem  in 

Mini  •  i\ .     Hul  t  lii )  did  nol 

I » \  i he  brilliant  and  touohii  I       i: 

linn,  rathi  r  thou  with  the  oon  <  wmt  had  coo* 

R  rrcd  upon  i  hem,  to  break  uul  into  laniental  ion  foi         fall      r 

doal  li.  and  w<  re   implanihl 
fatal   oon  lequena  i  of  |  op  il  u  i  li  itomonl  and  I'm  ildneM  ■ 
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e-.s  l  In-      line  name  as  our  of  I  lie  eon 

The  parting  of  Brutui  and  Os  □  the  ere  of  the  battle  al    Philippi  . 

cloud  of  Hatliu'ss  hauivs  (i\««r  them;  an  ominous  feeling  thai  thifl  m  tin  »ears 

to  strike  them  both,  and  despondency  Btrugglen  with  natural  en  < 

with  a  reverse  of  fortune,  and  then  doubl  of  his  partm  loubt,  1 

choly*s  child,"  overcomes  his  failing  heart,  and  urges  him  to  the  Koman  In 
The  death  of  Brutua  IB  melancholy  in  the  extreme  ;  the  painful  fhiabcL  '  t shakes 

heart,  t  hen  follows  the  death  of  his  friend  Cassius,  the  defeat  of  his  and  with  il 

the  republican  cause.     Ho  roc  the  hand  of  fate  in  it,  and  I 

enterprise,  exclaims : — 

o  Julius  Cmor,  thov  srl  mifl 

Thy  ipirit  walki  abroad,  and  turns  our  iwordi 

In  t>or  on n  proper  entrai 

The  cold  and  selfish  character  of  Octavius  is  strongly  traced;    his  first   act  of  powet  is  on 
cruelty,  thai  of  the  proscription  of  the  senators;  the  r  his  conduct  is  marked  by  littleness  and 

cunning.     In  the  early  pan  of  the  tragedy,  Bhakspere  introduces  one  of  tl  that  arc 

almost  peculiar  to  his  pen,  Casca,  whose  humorous  bluntness  Lends 
Bcenes;  M  his  rudeness"  is  truly,  Ma  sauce  to  1  I  wit."     Jt  would  ha. 

readers  o(  the  Roman  classics,  it*  Shakspere  had  introduced  the  orator  I  prominently 

present  he  is  lost  in  the  crowd  of  illustrious  men  who  fill  the  scene  and  support  the  action,  and  when 
brought  forward,  is  treated  rather  contemptuously  than  otherwise;  but  the  great  mass  of  materials  the 

poet  had  in  hand  would  not    permit  an\   further  elaboration.      Indeed,  those  who  will  trouble  tic 
to  trace  the  history  oi'  the  period  will  be  astonished  at  the  consumate  art  which  Shakspere  has 
in  the  arrangement  of  events,  and  in  the  manner  in  which  he  has  thrown  the  less  important  one=  into 
perspect  ive. 

This  tragedy,   which  Shakspere  founded  on  events  related  by  Plutarch,  is  attributed  to  the  ; 
1607;  in  the  same  year,  a  tragedy  upon  the  fate  oi'  Ca-sar  was  published  by  William   Alexander,  after- 
wards Karl  Sterline,  but  was  not  adapted  for  representation  ;  and  Grosson,  in  his  School  of  Abuse,  1" 
mentions  a  play   by   an  anonymous  author,   entitled  The    History  of  Casar  and  JPompey.     It  does  not 
appear  that  Shakspere  was   indebted  to  either  of  these  tragedies  for  any  hint  for  his  own,  although  in 
Earl  Sterline's  drama,  some  passages  arc  found  bearing  a  feeble  resemblance  to  others  in  Shakspere; 
but   these,  probably,  have  proceeded  only  from  the  two  authors  writing  upon  the  same  subject,  and  I 
borrowing  their  materials  from  the  same  source. 

H.  T. 


PERSONS     EEPRE8ENTED. 


Jri.ll's  C .rs.\  ft. 
Api     r»,  Art  I.  so.  2.     Act  II.  bc.  2.     Art  III.  sc.  1. 

Octayius  GsSAB,  a  Triumvir  after  the  death  of 
Julius  Caesar. 

Appears,  Act  IV.  sc.  1.     Act  V.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  5. 

MaboTJB  Axtoxius,  a  Triumvir  aflcr  the  death   of 
Julius  Caesar. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2.     Act  II.  sc.  2.     Art  III.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2. 
Act  IV.  sc.  1.     Act  V.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  4  ;  sc.  5. 

M,  JEmilius  Lepidus,  a  Triumvir  after  the  death 
of  Julius  Caesar. 

Appears,  Act  III.  sc.  1.     Act  IV.  sc.  1. 

Cicero,  a  Senator. 
Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3. 

Publius,  a  Senator. 
Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  2.     Act  III.  sc.  1. 

Popilius  Lena,  a  Senator. 
Appears,  Act  III.  sc.  1. 

Marcus  Brutus,  a  Conspirator  against  Julius 
Csesar. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2.  Act  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2.  Act  III.  sc.  1  ; 
sc.  2.  Act  IV.  sc.  2 ;  sc.  3.  Act  V.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3 ; 
sc.  4  ;  sc.  5. 

Cassius,  a  Conspirator  against  Julius  Caesar. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3.     Act  II.  sc.  1.     Act  III.  sc.  1  ; 
sc.  2.     Act  IV.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3.     Act  V.  sc.  1 ;  sc.  3. 

Casca,  also  a  Conspirator. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3.    Act.  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2.    Act  III. 

sc.  1. 

Treeonius,  also  a  Conspirator. 
Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2.     Act  III.  sc.  1. 

Ligariis,  also  a  Conspirator. 
Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2. 

Decius  Brutus,  also  a  Conspirator. 
Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2.     Act  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2.     Act  III.  sc.  1. 

Met  i:  1. 1.  is  &MBEB,  also  a  Conspirator. 
Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2.     Act  III.  sc.  1. 

f'lwv,  also  a  Conspirator. 

Appears,  Act.  I.  sc.  3.    Act.  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2.    Act  III.  K.  1. 

r  i  LYi 

M  \  i:<  ! .i.i.' 

Appear,  Art  I.  sc.  1. 
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ArTEMIDORUS,  a  Sophist  of  Cnidos. 
Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  3.     Act  III.  sc.  1. 

A  Soothsayer. 
Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2.     Act  II.  sc.  4.     Act  III.  sc.  1. 

Cinna,  a  Poet. 
Appears,  Act  III.  sc.  3. 

A  Poet. 
Appears,  Act  IV.  sc.  3. 

Lucilius,  Friend  to  Brutus  and  Cassius. 

Appears,  Act  IV.  sc.  2;    sc.  3.     Act  V.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  3  ;  sc.  4  , 

sc.  5. 

TiTisTcrs,  Friend  to  Brutus  and  Cassius. 
Appears,  Act  IV.  sc.  2 ;  sc.  3.     Act  V.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  3. 

Messaea,  Friend  to  Brutus  and  Cassius. 
Appears,  Act  IV.  sc.  3.     Act  V.  sc.  1  ;   sc.  2;  sc.  3;  sc.  5. 

Young  Cato,  Friend  to  Brutus  and  Cassius. 
Appears,  Act  V.  sc.  3  ;  sc.  4. 

Voeumnius,  Friend  to  Brutus  and  Cassius. 
Appears,  Act  V.  sc.  3  ;  sc.  5. 

Varro, 
Claudius, 

Appear,  Act  IV.  sc.  3. 

Clitus,  Servant  to  Brutus. 
Appears,  Act  V.  sc.  5. 

Strato,  Servant  to  Brutus. 
Appears,  Act  V.  sc.  3  ;  sc.  5. 

Lucius,  Servant  to  Brutus. 
Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  4.     Act  IV.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3. 

Dardanius,  Servant  to  Brutus. 
Appears,  Act  V.  sc.  5. 

Pindarus,  Servant  to  Cassius. 
Appears,  Act  IV.  sc.  2.     Act  V.  sc.  3. 

Calpuurnia,  Wife  to  Caesar. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2.     Act  II.  sc.  2. 

Portia,  Wife  to  Brutus. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2.     Act  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  4. 

Senators,  Citizens,  Guards,  Attendants,  Sfc. 

SCENE. — During  a  great  pa)  t  of  the  J 'lag.  at  EoME; 
afterwards  at  Sardis  ;  and  near  PniLipri. 


J 


Servants  to  Brutus. 


SttlittS  0   »  all 


m  l.\  I.  I       I;  inn        /  S 


i ' .  ■,  ■  !  i  i  \  i ,       '. : 

v.    I  l-ii.r  ,  home,  \  ou  idl< 
•  ie ; 
I  i  this  a  holiday  ':    W  hat  !  It  aon  j  ou  d 
tig  mechanical,  \  ou  ought  not  walk, 
l  pon  :i  labouring  da) ,  n  it  1 1« >n t  tl 
Of    your   pro!  Speak,    whal     1 1 : *.. I « -    art 

11... u  ? 

.   Wnj ,  sir,  ■  carpent< 
.  Where  ia  fchj  leather  apron,  and  1 1>\  rule? 
What  dost  thou  with  thj  best  apparel  on?— 
\  ou,  rir ;  \\  hal  1 1  ade  are  3  ou  : 

'2, /<i  I        l  a  fine  workman, 

.1  am  but,  as  you  would  Bay,  a  cobler. 

But  what    trade  art    thou?    Answer  me 
•  directrj . 

OU.     \    trade,  sir,  tliat,    1    hope,    1      may    BBC 

with  a  safe  conscience;    which   ie,  indeed,  sir,  a 
mender  of  bad  seals. 

Mar,    What    trade,    thou    knave ;    then   naughty 

knave,  what  trade  ? 

2nd  Cit.  Nay,  1  beseech  you,  sir,  be  not  out  with 

me:  yet,  if  you  be  out,  sir,  I  can  mend  you. 

Mar.  What  meanest  thou  by  that  :     Mend  me, 

thou  sauev  fellow  ? 
j 

2*4  Cit.  Why,  sir,  cobble  you. 

Fla.  Thou  art  a  eobler,  art  thou? 

'2/1./.  OU,  Truly,  sir,  all  that  I  live  by  is,  with 
the  awl:  I. meddle  with  no  tradesman's  mat; 
nor  woman's  matters,  but  with  awl.  1  am,  indeed, 
a  surgeon  to  old  shoes  ;  when  they  are  in  great 
danger,  1  ve-eover  them.  As  proper  men  as  ever 
trod  upon  neat s-leat her,  have  gone  upon  my  handy- 
work. 

liar.  But  wherefore  art  not  hi  thy  shop  to-day  r 
Why  dost  thou  lead  these  men  about  the  street-  ': 

2nd  Cit.  Truly,  sir,  to  wear  out  their  shoes,  to 
myself  into  more  work.     But,  indeed,  sir,  we 
make  holiday,  to  see  Caesar,  and  to  rejoice  in  his 
triumph. 


1/    /       V  ■'■•:,: 

•?, 

thi. 
1  I 
k  r 

limb'd  up  I 

I  i  m. I  v.  ii 

\      \X  infanta  in  your  arm-,  and  • 

The  lire»long  daj ,  « ii 

l 

\    d  w  hen  you  saw  hi 

I I  on  not  made  an  lid  >ui, 

That   T\  her  t  ivmlilr.l  and  ri:-  at':. 

I  i  hear  t li«-  replication  oi 

.Made  in  her  eoneaw  .-horee  ? 

And  do  you  now  pui  <>n  your  beat  attu 

And  d<>  you  QOW  CuU  out  a  holid 

And  do  \  mi  n  I         n  in  hi  - 

That  COnm  in  triumph  o 

Be  goi 

Run  to  your  houses,  tall  upon  your  knees, 
Pray  to  the  godfl  to  intermit  the  plague 
That  needs  must  light  l>h  this  ingratitude. 

Fla,    Go,   go,  good  countrymen,   and, 
fault, 
Assemble  all  the  poor  men  of  your  sort  ; 
Draw  them  to  Tyber  banks,  and 
Into  the  channel,  till  the  lowest  stream 
Do  kiss  the  most  exalted  she:  JJ. 

L 
See,  whe'r  their  basest  metal  be  not  : 
They  vanish  tongue-tied  in  their  guiltin 
Go  you  down  that  way  towards  the  Cap/ 
This  way  will  I:  Disrobe  the  imag  a, 
If  you  do  find  them  deek'd  with  eeremon:   \ 

Mar,  May  we  do  - 
You  know,  it  is  the  feast  of  Lupereal. 

11a.  It  is  no  matter:  let  no  ima_   - 
Be  hung  with  t     -      -  trophies.     I  "11  about, 
And  drive  away  rhe  vulgar  from  the  stre 
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do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 
These  growing  feathers  pluck'd  from  Caesar's  wing, 
Will  make  him  lly  an  ordinary  pilch  ; 
Who  else  would  Boar  above  the  view  of  men, 
And  keep  US  all  in  servile  tearfulness.         [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II.— The  same.    A  public  Place. 

Enter,  in   Procession,    with   Music,   CiESAR ;    An- 
~\\    for    the    course;    Calphurnia,    PoetIa, 
Dim  a,8  Cut.ro,  Brutus,  Cassitjs,  and  Casca, 
a  great   Crowd  following ;  among  them  a  Sooth- 
sayer. 

Ca?s.  Calphurnia, — 

Casca.  Peace,  ho  !  Cresar  speaks. 

[Music  ceases. 
Cces.  Calphurnia, — 

Cal.  Here,  my  lord. 

Cces.  Stand  you  directly  in  Antonius'  way 
"When  he  doth  run  his  course.3 — Antonius. 
Ant.  Caesar,  my  lord, 

Cces.  Forget  not,  in  your  speed,  Antonius, 
To  touch  Calphurnia :  for  our  elders  say, 
The  barren,  touched  in  this  holy  chase^ 
Shake  off  their  steril  curse. 

Ant.  I  shall  remember  : 

When  Caesar  says,  "  Do  this,"  it  is  perform' d. 

Cces.   Set  on  ;   and  leave  no  ceremony  out. 

[Music. 
Sooth.  Caesar. 
Cces.  Ha !  Who  calls  ? 

Casca.  Bid  every  noise  he  still : — Peace  yet  again. 

[Music  ceases. 
Cces.  Who  is  it  in  the  press,  that  calls  on  me  ? 
I  hear  a  tongue,  shriller  than  all  the  music, 
Cry,  Caesar:  Speak;  Caesar  is  turn'd  to  hear. 
Sooth.  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 
Cces.  What  man  is  that ! 

Eru.  A  soothsayer,  bids  you  beware  the  ides  of 

March. 
Cces.  Set  him  before  me,  let  me  see  his  face. 
Cas.  Fellow,  come  from  the  throng  :  Look  upon 

I     sar. 
'      \   What  say'st  thou  to  me  now?   Speak  once 
again. 
•,ih.   Beware  I  be  ides  of  March. 

Cces.   He  11  a  dreamer;  let  us  leave  him; — pass. 
met.     Exeunt  all  />/>/  Bbu.  and  Cas. 
I        Will  you  go  see  the  order  of  the  course  ? 
JBru.   V.t  I. 

.   I  pray  you,  do. 
B  if.    I  am  ii'.i  'in*'  :  I  do  lack  some  pari 

Of  that  quick  ipirit  that  i-  in  Antony. 


Let  me  not  hinder,  Cassius,  your  desires 
I  '11  leave  you. 

Cas.  Brutus,  I  do  observe  you  now  of  late  * 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentleness, 
And  show  of  love,  as  I  was  wont  to  have  : 
You  bear  too  stubborn  and  too  strange  a  hand 
Over  your  friend  that  loves  you. 

Eric.  Cassius, 

Be  not  deceiv'd :  If  I  have  veil'd  my  look, 
I  turn  the  trouble  of  my  countenance 
Merely  upon  myself.     Vexed  I  am, 
Of  late,  with  passions  of  some  difference, 
Conceptions  only  proper  to  myself, 
Winch  give  some  soil,  perhaps,  to  my  behaviours : 
But  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  griev'd  ; 
(Among  which  number,  Cassius,  be  you  one ;) 
Nor  construe  any  further  my  neglect, 
Than  that  poor  Brutus,  with  himself  at  war, 
Forgets  the  shows  of  love  to  other  men. 

Cas.  Then,  Brutus,  I  have  much  mistook  your 
passion  ;5 
By  means  whereof,  this  breast  of  mine  hath  buried 
Thoughts  of  great  value,  worthy  cogitations. 
Tell  mej  good  Brutus,  can  you  see  your  tace  ? 

Eru.  ISTo,  Cassius :  for  the  eye  sees  not  itself, 
But  by  reflection,  by  some  other  things. 

Cas.  'Tisjust: 
And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Brutus, 
That  you  have  no  such  mirrors,  as  will  turn 
Your  hidden  worthiness  into  your  eye, 
That  you  might  see  your  shadow.     I  have  heard, 
Where  many  of  the  best  respect  in  Borne, 
(Except  immortal  CaBsar,)  speaking  of  Brutus, 
And  groaning  underneath  this  age's  yoke, 
Have  wish'd  that  noble  Brutus  had  hi3  eyes. 

Eru.    Into  what  dangers  would  you  lead  mc, 
Cassius, 
That  you  would  have  me  seek  into  myself 
Eor  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

Cas.  Therefore,  good  Brutus,  beprepar'd  to  hear. 
And,  since  you  know  you  cannot  see  yourself 
So  well  as  by  reflection,  I,  your  glass, 
Will  modestly  discover  to  yourself 
That  of  yourself  which  you  yet  know  not  of. 
And  be  not  jealous  of  me,  gentle  Brutu3  : 
Were  I  a  common  laugher,  or  did  use 
To  stale  with  ordinary  oaths  my  love 
To  exevy  new  protester;  if  you  know 
Thai    I  do  lawn  on  men,  and  hug  them  hard, 
And  after  scandal  them;  or  if  you  know 
That  I  profess  myself  in  banquetting 
To  all  the  rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous. 

[Flourish,  and  Shout* 


i(  I  I 


.11 


Hi  ii     \\  hiil    i ■   i  in       '  — !  I 

i  li«-  people 
( !ho<       I  i heir  I. ii 

'  \ 

'I'll,  ii  ii.ii  i   I  i  IniiL  \  ..ii  would  riol 

///•//.  I  irould  in. i   <  I  love  In' 

But  whoi  do  you  hold  me  here  so  loi 

I    i  .   il    I  li.-il    \  OU   WOUld   imp  nt    i    | 

I  I"  ll     l>.-    ;ui    ■!,!     tOW    II  'I    I  II'  "I, 

Bel  honour  in  01  tih  i'  I  hi 

\nil  I  w  ill  look  "ii  both  indiffi  i'  nl 
I  'or,  l<  t  thi  I 

The  iiMinr  of  honour  more  i  han  I  1 1 1 ■ 

'  I  know  ( li:it  \  nt  in-  \<>  be  in  jrou,  Bi 
\  veil  a  L  do  know  \  our  out  «  nrd  In  i  »ur. 
\\  .11,  honour  1 1  t  he  -  ubjecl  of  mj  -• 

I  cannot  bell,  w  liit  \  "ii  and  "t  her  men 
'Hunk  of  I  his  life  :  but .  for  m\  elf, 

I  had  as  lief  not  be,  m  lire  t"  be 
I n  :iw.«  of  Buob  ;i  i hing  ai  I  myself. 
I  w  ai  bora  free      (  in  i 

\\  e  both  have  fed  as  well ;  and  we  can  both 
Endure  the  winter's  cold,  as  well  as  he. 
For  once,  upon  s  ran  and  gust}  da\ , 
The  troubled  Tyber  chafing  with  her  shon 
i  BBsar  Baid  to  me,  "  Dar*al  thou,  Oassius,  now 
Leap  in  with  me  into  this  angrj  flood, 
Ami  swim  to  yonder  point  P"    -Upon  the  word; 
Accouter'd  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in, 
And  bade  him  follow  i  so*  indeed,  he  did. 
The  torrenl  roar*d ;  and  we  did  buffet  it 
With  lusty  sinews;  throwing  it  aside 
And  stemming  it  with  hearts  of  contro 
But  ere  we  could  arrive  the  point  propos'd. 
(  a  Bar  cried,  "  Help  me.  Oassius,  or  I  sink." 
1.  as  -Eneas,  our  great  ancestor, 
Did  from  the  lames  of  Trey  upon  bis  shoulder 
The  eld  Anchises  bear, so, from  the  waves  of  Tyber 
Did  I  the  tired  CsBSSr:   And  this  man 
Is  new  become  a  godj  and  Cassius  i- 
A  wretched  creature,  and  must  bend  his  body, 
If  CsB&ar  carelessly  but  nod  on  him. 
He  had  a  fo\er  when  he  was  in  Spain, 
And,  when  the  tit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 
How  he  did  shake:   'tis  true,  this  god  did  shake: 
His  coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  fly; 
And  that  same  eye.  whose  bend  doth  awe  the  world, 
Did  lose  his  lustre:   I  did  hear  him  groan: 
Ay,  and  that  tongue  of  his,  that  bade  the  Romans 
Mark  him,  and  write  his  speeches  in  their  books, 
Alas!  it  cried,  "  Give  me  some  drink,  Titinius,'' 
As  a  sick  girl.     Ye  god?,  it  doth  amaze  me, 
A  man  of  such  a  feeble  tempor  should 
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I  ,ll,    drill 

mr:   W 
ould  1 1. 

W  a  MM 

Sound  t Inn, 
\\  ■     ;h  LIm'iii,  it 

.tm  will  si  i  as  Csssar. 

x  in  1  i. 
Upon  w  hat    iiM.it   doth  tin  I 

i 

.•,  t  hou 
When  went  t !. 

d  with  l 

When  could  t 

That  her  wide  walk 

\  -  it  Rome  indeed,  and  i  '!» 

When  tin-re  is  in  it  but  on.-  only  man. 

() !  you  and  I  b  nl  our  I 

There  wai  a   Bru1  .'"•  that  v.  Vd 

The  eternal  devil7  to  keep  Ins  B 

\  -  i  asill   as  a  kinur. 

Bru.  That  yon  do  lore  me,  I  am  nothing  jed 
What  you  would  w       .  I 

How  1  hare  thought  of  thi-,  and 
1  BhaU  recount  hereafter  j  for  this  pr 
I  would  not,  so  with  love  I  might  entreat  you, 
Be  any  further  mov'd.     What  you  hare 

■.   1  will  consider  :   what  you  have  to  sav, 
:   1  will  with  patience  hear  :  and  find  a  ti 
|  Both  meet  to  hear,  and  answer,  such  high  t 
I  Till  then,  my  noble  friend,  chew  upon  t. 
<   Brutus  had  rather  be  a  v 
Than  to  repute  himself  a  son  of  Borne 
ruder  these  hard  conditions  as  this  time 
1  a  like  to  lay  upon  us. 

Cas,  I  am  glad,  that  my  weak  words 
l  Have   struck   but   thus   much   show    of  fire   from 
Brutus. 

Rc-en:  ms. 

j       Bru.  The  games  are  done,  and  Csa  ruming. 
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Cas.  As  they  pass  by,  pluck  Oasoa  by  the  sleeve; 
And  he  will,  after  his  sour  fashion,  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded,  worthy  note,  to-day. 

Bru.  I  will  do  so  : — But,  look  you,  Cassius, 
The  angry  spot  doth  glow  on  Caesar's  brow, 
And  all  the  rest  look  like  a  chidden  train: 
Calphornia'e  cheek  is  pale ;  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  such  ferret  and  such  fiery  eyes, 
As  we  have  Been  him  in  the  Capitol, 
Being  cross'd  in  conference  by  some  senators. 

Cas.  Caeca  will  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. 

Cces.  Antonius. 

Ant.  Caesar. 

Ccps.  Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  are  fat ; 
Sleek-headed  men,8  and  such  as  sleep  o'  nights  : 
Tend'  Cassius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look ; 
He  thinks  too  much :  such  men  are  dangerous. 

Ant.  Fear  him  not,  Caesar,  he 's  not  dangerous  ; 
He  is  a  noble  Eoman,  and  well  given. 

Cces.  'Would  he  were  fatter: — But  I  fear  him 
not : 
Yet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear, 
I  do  not  know  the  man  I  should  avoid 
So  soon  as  that  spare  Cassius.     He  reads  much ; 
He  is  a  great  observer,  and  he  looks 
Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men  :  he  loves  no  plays, 
As  thou  dost,  Antony ;  he  hears  no  music  : 
Seldom  he  smiles ;  and  smiles  in  such  a  sort, 
As  if  he  mock'd  himself,  and  scorn'd  his  spirit 
That  could  be  mov'd  to  smile  at  any  thing. 
Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  heart's  ease, 
Whiles  they  behold  a  greater  than  themselves  ; 
And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 
I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd, 
Than  what  I  fear,  for  always  I  am  Caesar. 
Come  on  my  right  hand,  for  this  ear  is  deaf, 
And  tell  me  truly  what  thou  think' st  of  him. 

[Exeunt   CvES.  and  his   Train.     Casca  stays 
behind. 

Casca.  You  pull'd  me  by  the  cloak ;  Would  you 
speak  with  me  ? 

Bru.  Ay,  Casca  ;  tell  us  what  hath  chane'd  to- 
day, 
That  Caesar  looks  so  sad. 

Casca.  Why  you  were  with  him,  were  you  not  ? 

Bru.  I   should   not  then  ask  Casca  what  hath 
chane'd. 

I  tea.  Why,  there  was  a  crown  offered  him: 
and  being  offered  him,  he  put  it  by  with  the  back 
of  his  hand,  thus ;  and  then  the  people  fell  a 
shouting. 

Bru.    \\  h  bhe  second  noise  for? 

Casca.    Why,  for  that  too. 


Cas.  They  shouted  thrice  ;  What  was  the  last 

cry  for  ? 
Casca.  Why,  for  that  too. 
Bru.  Was  the  crown  offer'd  him  thrice  ? 
Casca.  Ay,  marry,  was  't,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice, 
every  time  gentler  than  other;  and  at  every  putting 
\  by,  mine  honest  neighbours  shouted. 
Cas.  Who  offered  him  the  crown  ? 
Casca.  Why,  Antony. 

Bru.  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Casca. 

Casca.  I  can  as  well  be  hanged,  as  tell  the  man- 

\  ner  of  it :  it  was  mere  foolery.     I  did  not  mark  it. 

>  I  saw  Mark  Antony  offer  him  a  crown ; — yet  'twas 

|  not  a  crown  neither,  'twas  one  of  these  coronets  ; 

|  — and,  as  I  told  you,  he  put  it  by  once ;  but,  for 

j  all  that,  to  my  thinking,  he  would  fain  have  had 

\  it.     Then  he  offered  it  to  him  again  ;  then  he  put 

\  it  by  again :    but,  to  my  thinking,  he  was  very 

loath  to  lay  his  fingers  off  it.     And  then  he  offered 

j  it  the  third  time  ;  he  put  it  the  third  time  by : 

and  still  as  he  refused  it,  the  rabblement  hooted, 

and  clapped  their  chopped  hands,  and  threw  up 

their  sweaty  night-caps,  and  uttered  such  a  deal  of 

stinking  breath  because  Caesar  refused  the  crown, 

that  it  had  almost  choked  Caesar ;  for  he  swooned, 

and  fell  down  at  it :  And  for  mine  own  part,  I  durst 

not  laugh,  for  fear  of  opening  my  lips,  and  receiving 

the  bad  air. 

Cas.  But,  soft,  I  pray  you :    What  ?  did  Caesar 

swoon  ? 
Casca.  He  fell  down  in  the  market-place,  and 
foamed  at  mouth,  and  was  speechless. 

Bru.  'Tis  very  like  :  he  hath  the  falling-sickness. 
Cas.  No,  Caesar  hath  it  not ;  but  you,  and  I, 
And  honest  Casca,  we  have  the  falling  sickness. 

Casca.  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that;  but, 
I  am  sure,  Caesar  fell  down.  If  the  tag-rag  people 
did  not  clap  him,  and  hiss  him,  according  as  he 
pleased,  and  displeased  them,  as  they  use  to  do  the 
players  in  the  theatre,  I  am  no  true  man. 

Bru.  What  said  he,  when  he  came  unto  himself  ? 
Casca.  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  when  he 
perceiv'd  the  common  herd  was  glad  he  refused  the 
crown,  he  plucked  me  ope  his  doublet,  and  offered 
them  his  throat  to  cut. — An  I  had  been  a  man  of 
any  occupation,9  if  I  would  not  have  taken  him  at 
a  word,  I  would  I  might  go  to  hell  among  the 
rogues  : — and  so  lie  fell.  When  he  came  to  himself 
again,  he  said,  If  he  had  done  or  said,  anything 
amiss,  he  desired  their  worships  to  think  it  was  his 
infirmity.  Three  or  four  wenches,  where  I  stood, 
cried,  "Alas,  good  soul!" — and  forgave  him  with  all 
their  hearts :  But  there  's  no  heed  to  be  taken  of 


M     I      I 


.11      1.11 


in;      if    ( 
Would   llUVU   'I"!  iH. 

I!,  it.    Ami  iillrr  thai,  ' 

r,» .    I  Md  '  1 1 » \  i  hiii 

\  \ ,  Ik   Rpokc  <  1 1 . .  k 

PO  v\l..il   |  II. 

,     I    I.  II    JTOU     that,     I   1  '""I- 

i  .hi  r  i  ho  fa  i    '  I 

him,  smiled  .ii  one  anol  her,  iind    lio<  L  ' 

luii ,  for  mine  «>u ii   pari ,  i1  I  •  I 

oould  t  <  - 1 1  \  <ni  moi  11 

\  in  .,   for  I'lillin  nil"   <  t  > 1 1 1 

to  silon  "ii  well      l 

yet,  if  I  could  romombor  ii . 

t,    VV  ill  v  "ii  sup  w  ii  Ii  mm-  to-night,  ( ' 
I  Mm  promi  icd  fori  h. 
( '<is.  \V  ill  \  on  dine  \\  it  Ii  me  Uvmon 

CoJU*    A\,    if    I    be   ali\r.    ami    yOUf    in i ml    liold, 

ami  \  our  dinner  ifoii  Ii  i  h<  i 
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i',is,;i.   Do  so  :   Farewell,  both.  ?  Ca  i  \ 

i,  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  bef 
Hi-  wms  quick  mettle,  when  he  wenl  to  school, 

(\ts.  Bo  ia  he  now ,  in  execul Ion 
( ft  any  bold  or  uoble  enterprise, 
However  he  puts  on  this  tardj  form. 
This  rudeneM  is  a  sauce  to  his  good  wit, 
Which  gives  men  Btomach  to  digeel  his  words 
W iiti  better  appetite, 

Jim.  Ami  so  it   is.     For  this  time  1   will  leave 
you  : 
To-morrow,  if  you  please  to  Bpeak  with  me, 
1  will  come  home  to  you  ;  or,  if  you  will, 
Come  homo  with  me,  and  1  will  wait  for  yon. 

Cot.  1  will  do  so:— till  then,  think  of  the  world. 

[JSdrii  Bbi  . 
Well,  Brutus,  thou  art  noble;  yet,  1 
Thy  honourable  metal  may  be  wrought 
From  that  it  is  dispos'd:  Therefore  'tis  moot 
That  noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes: 
For  who  so  firm,  that  cannol  be  seduc'd?       , 
Csssar  doth  hoar  me  hard;  but  he  loves  Brutus  : 
If  I  were  Brutus  now-,  and  he  were  Cassius, 
lie  Bhould  not  humour  me.     I  will  this  night, 
In  several  hands,  in  at  his  windows  throw, 
As  if  they  came  from  several  citizens, 
Writings,  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 
That  Bome  holds  of  his  name  ;  wherein  obscurely 
Cftsar's  ambition  shall  be  glanced  at : 
And,  after  this,  let  Csssar  seat  him  sure; 
For  we  will  shake  him,  or  worse  days  endure. 

[Exit. 
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Without  annoj  ing  me  i  And  thei 
Upon  a  heap  a  hundred  ghastly  i 
Transformed  with  their  fear;  wl 

Men,  all  in  lire,  walk  Up  and  down  i 

Ami,  yesterday,  the  bird  of  night  did 
Even  at  noon-day,  upon  the  market- 
il     ting,  and  shrieking.     Whenl 
Do  so  conjointly  meet,  Let  not  men  i 

"  These  are  their  I  . — They  are  natural;'' 

For,  I  believe,  they  are  | 

Unto  the  climate  that  they  point  upon. 

I     ■.   Indeed,  it  is  a  >trai.  I  time: 

But  men  may  construe  things  after  their  fashion, 
(.Mean  from  the  purpose  of  the  things  them»eh 
Comes  Csssar  to  the  capitol  to-monv     P 

(    gca.    He  doth;  for  he  did  bid  Antonius 
Send  word  to  you,  he  would  be  there  to-morrow. 

Cic.  Good  night  then,  :  this  di^tu: 

Is  not  to  walk  in. 

Casca.  Farewell,  C 

Enter  Casai    i. 

Gas.  Who  's  ther 

'     mo.  \   B     .an. 

C<w.  (  your  voice. 
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Casca.   Your  car  is  good,  Cassius,  what  night  is 

this; 

r.  A  very  pleasing  night  to  honest  men. 
ca.  Who  ever  knew  the  heavena  menace  so? 
Cas.  Those,  that  have  known  the  earth  so  full  of 

faults. 
For  my  part,  I  have  walk'd  about  the  streets, 
Submitting  me  unto  the  perilous  night; 
A  ml,  thus  unbraced,  Casca,  as  3*011  see, 
Have  bar'd  my  bosom  to  the  thunder-stone: 
And,  when  the  cross  blue  lightning  seem'd  to  open 
The  breast  of  heaven,  1  did  present  myself 
Even  in  the  aim  and  very  flash  of  it. 

Casca.  But  wherefore   did  you  so  much  tempt 
the  heavens  ? 
It  is  the  part  of  men  to  fear  and  tremble, 
When  the  most  mighty  gods,  by  tokens,  send 
Such  dreadful  heralds  to  astonish  us. 

Cas.  You  are  dull,  Casca ;  and  those  sparks  of  life 
That  should  be  in  a  Roman,  you  do  want, 
Or  else  you  use  not :  You  look  pale,  and  gaze, 
And  put  on  fear,  and  cast  yourself  in  wonder, 
To  see  the  strange  impatience  of  the  heavens : 
But  if  you  would  consider  the  true  cause, 
Why  all  these  fires,  why  all  these  gliding  ghosts, 
Why  birds,  and  beasts,  from  quality  and  kind; 
Why  old  men  fools,  and  children  calculate ; 
Why  all  these  things  change,  from  their  ordinance, 
Their  natures,  and  pre-formed  faculties, 
To  monstrous  quality ;  why,  you  shall  find, 
That  heaven  hath  infus'd  them  with  these  spirits, 
To  make  them  instruments  of  fear,  and  warning, 
Cnto  some  monstrous  state.     Now  could  I,  Casca, 
Name  to  thee  a  man  most  like  this  dreadful  night ; 
That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  graves,  and  roars 
Aj  doth  the  lion  in  the  Capitol: 
A  man  no  mightier  than  thyself,  or  me, 
jn  personal  action;  yet  prodigious  grown, 
And  fearful,  as  these  strange  eruptions  are. 

I      ca.  'Tia   < '.esar  that   you  mean:    Is  it  not, 

( 'assius  ? 
Cos.  Let  it  be  who  it  is :  for  Eomans  now 
Save  thewea  and  Limbs  like  to  their  ancestors; 
But,  woe  the  while:  our  fathers'  minds  are  dead, 
And  we  are  govern' d  with  our  mothers'  spirits; 
Our  yoke  and  sufferance  Bhow  us  womanish. 

ca.   [ndeed,  they  say,  the  senators  to-morrow 

Mean  to  establish  CaBSar  as  a  king: 

And  lie  shall  wear  his  crown  by  sea,  and  land, 

In  every  place,  save  here  in  Italy. 

Cat,    I  know  where  I  will  wear  this  dagger  then, 
I      lius  from  bondage  will  deliver  Cassius: 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  make  the  week  most  strong; 


Therein,  ye  gods,  you  tyrants  do  defeat : 
Nor  stony  tower,  nor  walls  of  beaten  brass, 
Nor  airless  dungeon,  nor  strong  links  of  iron, 
Can  be  retentive  to  the  strength  of  spirit ; 
But  life,  being  weary  of  these  worldly  bars, 
Never  lacks  power  to  dismiss  itself. 
If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  world  besides, 
That  part  of  tyranny,  that  I  do  bear, 
I  can  shake  off  at  pleasure. 

Casca.  So  can  I : 

So  every  bondman  in  his  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel  his  captivity. 

Cas.  And  why  should  Caesar  be  a  tyrant  then  ? 
Poor  man !  I  know,  he  would  not  be  a  wolf, 
But  that  he  sees  the  Romans  are  but  sheep : 
He  were  no  lion,  were  not  Romans  hinds. 
Those  that  with  haste  will  make  a  mighty  fire. 
Begin  it  with  weak  straws :  What  trash  is  Rome, 
"What  rubbish,  and  what  offal,  when  it  serves 
For  the  base  matter  to  illuminate 
So  vile  a  thing  as  Caesar?  But,  O,  grief! 
Where  hast  thou  led  me  ?  I,  perhaps,  speak  this 
Before  a  willing  bondman :  then  I  know 
My  answer  must  be  made :  But  I  am  arm'd, 
And  dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

Casca.   You  speak  to  Casca ;  and  to  such  a  man. 
That  is  no  fleering  tell-tale.     Hold  my  hand  : 
Be  factious  for  redress  of  all  these  griefs  ; 
And  I  will  set  this  foot  of  mine  as  far, 
As  who  goes  farthest. 

Cas.  There  's  a  bargain  made. 

Now  know  you,  Casca,  I  have  mov'd  already 
Some  certain  of  the  noblest-minded  Romans, 
To  undergo,  with  me,  an  enterprize 
Of  honourable-dangerous  consequence ; 
And  I  do  know,  by  this,  they  stay  for  me 
In  Pompey's  porch  :  For  now,  this  fearful  night, 
There  is  no  stir,  or  walking  in  the  streets ; 
And  the  complexion  of  the  element, 
Is  favour' d,  like  the  work  we  have  in  hand, 
Most  bloody,  fiery,  and  most  terrible. 

Enter  Cinna. 

Casca.  Stand  close  awhile,  for  here  comes  one  in 
haste. 

Cas.  'Tis  China,  I  do  know  him  by  his  gait ; 
He  is  a  friend. — China,  where  haste  you  so  ? 

Cin.  To  find  out  you  :    Who  's  that  ?    Metellus 
Cimber  ? 

Cas.  No,  it  is  Casca  ;  one  incorporate 
To  our  attempts.     Am  I  not  staid  for,  China  ? 

Cin,  I  am  glad  on't.  What  a  fearful  night  is  this? 
There  'a  two  or  three  of  ns  have  Been  strange  sights. 
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BCBNE    \.    -The  same.       BnitUl'l   Orchard. 
/.'  ;!<  /•    BRl    M 

/)V/(.   What,  Lucius  !  ho  ! — 
I  cannot,  b)  the  pn  >f  t be  si 

G-ive  guess  bo*  near  to  day.  Lucius,  I  sa]  ! — 
1  would  it'  were  my  fault  to  sleep  so  soundly. — 
When,  Lucius,  when?  Awake,  I  say:  What,  Lucius] 

Enter  Li  on  8. 

/.tie.  Call'd  you,  m\  lord  P 

Brit,  Gel  me  i  taper  in  my  study,  Lucius: 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 

Luc,  I  w  ill,  my  Lord.  [JEW*. 

Bru.   It  mufll  be  bj  his  death:  ami,  for  my  part, 
1  know  no  persona]  cause  to  Bpurn  ai  him, 
But  for  the  general,     lie  would  be  crown'd: — 
How  that  might   change  his  nature,  there's  the 

question. 
It  is  the  bright  day,  that  brings  forth  the  adder  ; 
And  that    craves  wary   walking.      Crown   him? — 

That  ;— 
And  then,  1  grant,  we  put  a  sting  in  him, 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 
The  abuse  of  greatness  is,  when  it  disjoins 
Remorse  from  power :  And,  to  speak  truth  of  Csesar, 
I  have  not  known  when  his  affections  swav'd 
More  than  his  reason.     But  'tis  a  common  proof, 
That  lowliness  is  young  ambition's  ladder, 
W hereto  the  climber-upward  turns  his  face: 
But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmost  round, 
He  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  back, 


I     iki  in  i be  cloud 

■  huh  be  did  ascend  :  So  Cssear  m 
Then,  I<-.m  be  maj .  pn 
Will  bear  uo  colour  i »r  I 
Fashion  il  thus  ;  I  b 

Would  run  to  * 

Ami  therefore  t bink  hi 

Which,    hatch'd,    would,    as    his    kj 

chievo 

And  kill  him  in  the  shell. 

Luc.   The  taper  burneth  in  J 
Searching  the  wind  md 

This  paper,  thus  seaTd  up ;  ai 

It  did  not  lie  there,  when  I  Wi 

Bru.   Get  yo  I  J  tin,  it  if  .v. 

Is  not  to-morrow,  boy,  the  ides  of  Man-     .- 

Luc.  I  know  not,  sir. 

Bru.   Look  in  the  calendar,  and  bring  me  v. 

Luc.  I  will,  sir. 

Bru.  The  exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  I 
Give  so  much  light,  that  I  may  read  by  them. 

[Opens  thtr  Left  -id*. 

"  Brutus,  thou  sleep* st ;  awake  and  see  I 
Shall  Borne,  Ac,     Speak,  strike,  n  Ir 

Brutus,  thou  sleep'st  ;  awake. " 

Such  instigations  have  been  often  dropp'd 
"Where  I  have  took  them  up. 
"  Shall  Borne.  Ac."     Thus  must  I  piece  it  out  ; 
Shall  Borne  stand  uuder  one  man's  awe. 
Borne  ? 
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My  ancestors  did  from  the  streets  of  Rome, 
The  Tarquin  drive,  when  he  was  call'd  a  king. 

"Speak,  strike,  redress!"—  Am  1  entreated  then 
To  speak,  and  strike  ?   O  Home  !   I  make  thee  pro- 

mi 
If  the  redress  will  follow,  thou  receivest 
Thy  full  petition  at  the  hand  of  Brutus! 

Re-en (cr  Lucius. 

Luc.  Sir,  March  is  wasted  fourteen  d;\x*. 

|  Knock  within. 

Bru.  'Tis   good.     (Jo   to    the   gate;    somebody 
knocks.  [Exit  Luc. 

Since  Cassius  first  did  whet  me  against  Ctesar, 
1  have  not  slept. 

Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  tiling 
And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantasma,  or  a  hideous  dream  : 
The  genius,  and  the  mortal  instruments, 
Are  then  in  council ;  and  the  state  of  man, 
Like  to  a  little  kingdom,  suffers  then 
The  nature  of  an  insurrection. 

He-enter  Lucius. 

Lvc.  Sir,  'tis  your  brother  Cassius11  at  the  door, 
"Who  doth  desire  to  see  you. 

Bru.  Is  he  alone  ? 

Luc.  No,  sir,  there  are  more  with  him. 

Br/'.  Do  you  know  them  ? 

Luc.  No,  sir ;  their  hats  are  pluck' d  about  their 
ears, 
And  half  their  faces  buried  in  their  cloaks, 
That  by  no  means  I  may  discover  them 
By  any  mark  of  favour. 

Bru.  Let  them  enter.     [Exit  Luc. 

They  are  the  faction.     O  conspiracy ! 
Sham'st  thou  to  show  thy  dangerous  brow  by  night, 
When  evils  are  most  free  ?     O,  then,  by  day, 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough 
To  mask  thy  monstrous  visage  ?     Seek  none,  con- 
spiracy ; 
Hide  it  in  smiles,  and  affability: 
For  if  thou  path  thy  native  semblance  on,12 

Erebus  itself  were  dim  enough 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

Enter  Cabsii  i,  Casca,  Decius,  Cinxa,  Metel- 
Lis  ClMBEB,  and  Tju.iio.mi  s. 

Cas.  1  think  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  rest: 

orrow,  Brutus  j   Do  we  trouble  you  ? 
Brm   I  been  up  this  hour ;  awake,  all  night. 

Know  I  these  men,  thai  come  along  w  ith  you  ? 
Css.   5  ;.  man  of  them  ;  and  no  man  here, 


But  honours  you :  and  every  one  doth  wish, 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  yourself, 
Which  every  noble  Koman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trebonius. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  hither. 

Cas.  This  Decius  Brutus. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  too. 

Cas.  This,  Casca  ;  this*  Cinna ; 
And  this,  Metellus  Cimber. 

Bru.  They  are  all  welcome. 

What  watchful  cures  do  interpose  themselves 
Betwixt  your  eyes  and  night  ? 

Cos.  Shall  I  entreat  a  word  ?  [They  whisper. 

Bee.  Here  lies  the  east :  Doth  not  the  day  break 
here  ? 

Casca.  No. 

Cin.  0,  pardon,  sir,  it  doth  ;  and  yon  grey  lines, 
That  fret  the  clouds,  are  messengers  of  day. 

Casca.  Tou  shall  confess,  that  you  are  both  de- 
ceiv'd. 
Here,  as  I  point  my  sword,  the  sun  arises  ; 
Which  is  a  great  way  growing  on  the  south, 
Weighing  the  youthful  season  of  the  year. 
Some  two    months  hence,  up  higher  toward   the 

north 
He  first  presents  his  fire  ;  and  the  high  east 
Stands,  as  the  Capitol,  directly  here. 

Bru.  Give  me  your  hands  all  over,  one  by  one. 

Cas.  And  let  us  swear  our  resolution. 

Bru.  No,  not  an  oath  :  If  not  the  face  of  men,13 
The  sufferance  of  our  souls,  the  time's  abuse, — ■ 
If  these  be  motives  weak,  break  off  betimes, 
And  every  man  hence  to  his  idle  bed ; 
So  let  high-sighted  tyranny  range  on, 
Till  each  man  drop  by  lottery.14    But  if  these, 
As  I  am  sure  they  do,  bear  fire  enough 
To  kindle  cowards,  and  to  steel  with  valour 
The  melting  spirits  of  woraeu  ;  then,  countrymen 
What  need  we  any  spur,  but  our  own  cause, 
To  prick  us  to  redress  ?  what  other  bond, 
Than  secret  Romans,  that  have  spoke  the  word, 
And  will  not  palter  ?  and  what  other  oath, 
Than  honesty  to  honesty  engag'd, 
That  this  shall  be,  or  we  will  fall  for  it  ? 
Swear  priests,  and  cowards,  and  men  cautelous, 
Old  feeble  carrions,  and  such  suffering  souls 
That  welcome  wrongs  ;  unto  bad  causes  swear 
Such  creatures  as  men  doubt :  but  do  not  stain 
The  even  virtue  of  our  enterprise, 
Nor  the  insuppressiye  mettle  of  our  spirits, 
To  think,  that,  or  our  cause,  or  our  performance, 
Did  need  an  oath  ;   when  every  drop  of  blood, 
That  ijwry  lumian  bears,  and  nobly  bears, 
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(  )ur  \  i>ul  he,  and  u  iltlin  .11  no  u  hit 

I'.ui  all  bo  buried  in  hi  ty. 

///■/    <  I  ■  imo  linn  n"i  ,  lo!  hi  t»uk  w  .i  li  hiiu  ; 

I '. >r  In-  u ill  nei or  follow  snj  thiii 
Thai  ol  her  men 

Then  li;i\ u  him  o  . 
I  ndood,  ho  1 1  uol  Hi . 
.  shall    no   man  el  io  !>»•   touch'*]    bul   only 
( 'u)8or  Y 
Decius,  \\  i'!l  urg'd  i     I  I  bink  it  it  not  moot, 
Maik   Intonj  ,  to  well  belo>  *d  of  < '■<  jar, 
Should  outlive  Ca  lar:   We  BhalJ  find  of  him 
A  shrewd  contriver]  and,  you  know,  his  meanaj 
[fhe  improves  them,  maj  weU  stretch  :>o  far, 
Aj  to  annoy  us  all:  which  to  prevent) 
Lei  Anthony,  and  Cflssar,  fall  together 

/>',■;:.    Our    COUT86    will    >«vm    tOO    bloody,    Cains 

Cassiu&t 
To  out  the  head  offJ  and  then  hack  the  Limbs  j 
Like  wrath  in  death,  and  envy  afterwards  i 
For  Antony  is  but  •  limb  of  CfiBsar. 
Let  us  be  sacrificers,  bul  no  butchers,  Caiua. 
We  all  stand  up  against  the  spirit  of  (  sesar ; 
And  in  the  spirit  of  men  there  is  mo  blood: 
0,  that  we  then  could  come  b    I       ur's  spirit, 
Ami  not  dismember  Cesar!     But,  alas, 
Ctesar  must  bleed  for  it !    And,  gentle  friends, 
Let  'a  kill  him  boldly,  but  uot  wrathfully  ; 
Let 's  carve  him  as  a  dish  lit  for  the  gods, 
Not  hew  him  as  a  carcase  lit  for  hounds;16 
And  let  our  hearts,  as  subtle  masters  do, 
Stir  up  their  servants  to  an  act  of  rage, 
And  after  seem  to  chide  them.     This  shall  make 
Our  purpose  necessary,  and  not  envious: 
Which  so  appearing  to  the  common  eyes, 
We  shall  be  call'd  purgers,  not  murderers. 
And  for  Mark  Antony,  think  not  of  him  ; 
For  be  can  do  no  more  than  Caasar'a  arm, 
"When  Csesar's  head  is  off. 

( 'is.                                 Yet  I  do  tear  him  : 
For  in  the  ingrafted  love  he  bears  to  Csesar, 

Bra.  Alas,  good  Cassius,  do  not  think  of  him  : 
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M.i\  Imld  l.im  from  t h    ( 

/ 1 
I  i'.ui  "'.  :  rwaj  him  i  for  1*' 

i.  unicorns  maj  .♦** 

\  losses,  elepl 

Lions  with  toils,  and  men  with 
Hut ,  when  1  tell  him,  ho  h 

M  ea  ;   being  then  most  ii 

Let  me  work  : 

I  'or  1  can  give  his  humour  t. 

And  L  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

re  will  all  of  us  be  th  him. 

lira.  By  the  eighth  hour :    I  the  utt 

'      l.    Be  that  the-  utt.  .  fail  iwt  tin 

Met,  Caius  L 
Who  rated  him  foi 
1  wonder,  i  you  hai  im. 

Bru.  Noi  Metell  . 

He  loves  me  will,  and  1  ha\<    _ 

9     d  him  but  hither,  and  I  '11  fashion  him. 

Gas.  The  morning  cornea  upon  us  :  We  'li  leave 
you,  Brutus : — 
And,  friends,  disperse  your     .  •    i:bul   kHremem 
What   you   have   said,   and    show   y  true 

Romans, 
Bru.  Good  gentlemen,  look  ;'. 
Let  not  our  looks  put  on  our  purpo? 
But  bear  it  as  our  Roman  actors  do, 
With  untir'd  spirits,  and  formal  constan. 
And  so,  good-morrow  to  you  every  one. 

eunt  all  hut  L. 
Boy!  Lucius! — Fast  asleep;     It  ia  no  matter; 
Enjoy  the  honey-heavy  dew  of  slumber  : 
Thou  hast  no  figures,  nor  no  fantasies, 
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Which  busy  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men; 
Therefore  thou  Bleep'at  so  sound. 

Enter  Portia. 

Bor.  Brutus,  my  lord  ! 

Bru.  Portia,  what  mean  you?     Wherefore  rise 
you  now  ? 
It  is  not  for  your  health,  thus  to  commit 
Your  weak  condition  to  the  raw-cold  morning. 

Bor.  Nor  for  yours  neither.    You  have  ungent  !y, 
Brutus, 
Stole  from  my  bed :  And  yesternight,  at  supper, 
You  suddenly  arose,  and  walk'd  about, 
Musing,  and  sighing,  with  your  arms  across : 
Aud  when  I  ask'd  you  what  the  matter  was, 
Vou  star'd  upon  me  with  ungentle  looks  : 
I  urg'd  you  further;  then  you  scratch' d  your  head, 
And  too  impatiently  stamp 'd  with  your  foot : 
Yet  I  insisted,  yet  you  answer'd  not ; 
But,  with  an  angry  wafture  of  your  hand, 
( lave  sign  for  me  to  leave  you :  So  I  did ; 
Fearing  to  strengthen  that  impatience, 
"Which  seem'd  too  much  enkindled ;  and,  withal, 
Hoping  it  was  but  an  effect  of  humour, 
"Which  sometime  hath  his  hour  with  every  man. 
It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  sleep ; 
And,  could  it  work  so  much  upon  your  shape, 
As  it  hath  much  prevail' d  on  your  condition, 
I  should  not  know  you,  Brutus.     Dear  my  lord, 
Make  me  acquainted  with  your  cause  of  grief. 

Bru.  I  am  not  well  in  health,  and  that  is  all. 

Bor.  Brutus  is  wise,  and,  were  he  not  in  health, 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 

Bru.  Why,  so  I  do : — Good  Portia,  go  to  bed. 

Bor.  Is  Brutus  sick  ?  and  is  it  physical 
To  walk  unbraced,  and  suck  up  the  humours 
Of  the  dank  morning  ?     What,  is  Brutus  sick  ; 
And  will  he  steal  out  of  his  wholesome  bed, 
To  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  night  ? 
And  tempt  the  rheumy  and  unpurged  air 
To  add  unto  his  sickness  ?     No,  my  Brutus  ; 
You  have  some  sick  offence  within  your  mind, 
Which,  by  the  right  aud  virtue  of  my  place, 
I  ought  to  know  of:  Aud,  upon  my  knees, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once  commended  beauty,16 
I V.  all  your  vows  of  love,  and  that  great  vow 
V\'  ich  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one, 
That  you  Unfold  to  me,  yourself,  your  half, 
Why  you  are  heavy  ;  and  what  men  to-night 

i  I     -•  had  i'  -Mi  to  you  :  for  here  have  b 

• « ■  1 1 .  who  did  hide  their  faces 
Even  from  darku 

Bru.  Kneel  not,  gentle  Portia. 
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Bor.  I    should   not    need,    if  you    were    gentle 
Brutus. 
Within  the  bond  of  marriage,  tell  me  Brutus, 
Is  it  excepted,  I  should  know  no  secrets 
That  appertain  to  you  ?     Am  I  yourself, 
But,  as  it  were,  in  sort,  or  limitation ; 
To  keep  with  you  at  meals,  comfort  your  bed, 
And  talk  to  you  sometimes  ?     Dwell  I  but  in  the 

suburbs 
Of  your  good  pleasure  ?     If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutus'  harlot,  not  his  wife. 

Bru.  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife ; 
As  dear  to  me,  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
That  visit  my  sad  heart. 

Bor.  If  this  were  true,  then  should  I  know  this 
secret. 
I  grant,  I  am  a  woman ;  but,  withal, 
A  woman  that  lord  Brutus  took  to  wife : 
I  grant,  I  am  a  woman ;  but,  withal, 
A  woman  well-reputed  ;  Cato's  daughter. 
Think  you,  I  am  no  stronger  than  my  sex, 
Being  so  father' d,  and  so  husbanded  ? 
Tell  me  your  counsels,  I  will  not  disclose  them 
I  have  made  strong  proof  of  my  constancy, 
Giving  myself  a  voluntary  wound 
Here,  in  the  thigh :  Can  I  bear  that  with  patience, 
And  not  my  husband's  secrets  ? 

Bru.  O  ye  gods, 

Bender  me  worthy  of  this  noble  wife  ! 

[Knocking  within. 
Hark,  hark !  one  knocks  :  Portia,  go  in  a  while  ; 
And  by  and  by  thy  bosom  shall  partake 
The  secrets  of  my  heart. 
All  my  engagements  I  will  construe  to  thee, 
All  the  charactery  of  my  sad  brows  :17 — 
Leave  me  with  haste.  [Exit  Por. 

Enter  Lucius  and  Ligaeius. 

Lucius,  who  is  that,  knocks  ? 
Luc.  Here  is  a  sick,  man,  that  would  speak  with 

you. 
Bru.  Caius  Ligarius,  that  Metellus  spake  of. — 
Boy,  stand  aside. — Caius  Ligarius  !  how  ? 

Lig.  Vouchsafe    good    morrow    from    a    feeble 

tongue. 
Bru.  O,  what  a  time  have  you  chose  out,  brave 
Caius, 
To  wear  a  kerchief?     'Would  you  were  not  sick  ! 

Lig.  I  am  uot  sick,  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 
Any  exploit  worthy  the  name  of  honour. 

lira.   Such  an  exploit  have  I  in  hand,  Ligarius, 
Had  you  a  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  it. 

Lig.   By  all  the  gods  that  Romans  bow  before, 
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1  bal  Brut  u  i  load  i  do    on« 
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BCBNK     11.        The   Same.         \     i;  < 

Pol 

Thunder  <ri<l   XAgMning.      End     I       lb,   in   !m 

\/,//it-</oic/i. 

Nor  hearen,  do*  earth,  bare  been  at  peace 
to-night  : 
Thrice  hath  Calphurnia  in  her  sleep  cried  out, 
••  Help,  ho  I  They  murder  C*mtVl  Who 'a  within f 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Srrv.  My  lord  ? 

r.  Go  bid  the  priests  do  present  sacrif 
And  bring  me  their  opinions  of  suooi 
Serv,  1  will,  my  lord.  [JRril. 

Enter  C.vumii* unta. 

Cal.  What   mean   you,    Caesar?      Think  you  to 

walk  forth  ? 
Ton  shall  not  stir  out  of  your  house  to-day. 

i,  Cseear  shall  forth:    The  things  that  threat- 

en'd  mo, 
Ne'er  look'd  but  on  my  back ;  when  they  shall  sec 
Tho  face  ot^  CsBsar,  they  are  vanished. 

C.il.  Cesar,  I  never  stood  on  ceremonii 
Tot  now  they  fright  me.     There  is  one  within, 
Besides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  seen. 
Recounts  most  horrid  sights  seen  by  the  watch. 
A  lioness  hath  whelped  in  the  streets : 
And  graves  have  yawn'd.  and  yielded  up  their  dead  : 
Fierce  fiery  warriors  fight  upon  the  clouds, 
In  ranks,  and  squadrons,  and  right  form  of  war, 
Which  drizzled  blood  upon  the  Capitol: 
The  noise  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air. 
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lay, 
Plucking  i  rails  of  an  rth, 

They  could  not  find  ■  heart  within  tL 

'  I  i  this  iii 

I  mould  h  ithout  i 

1  f  he  should  stay  at  h 

\      I  •  shall  not :  Danger  II, 

Th  it  t        •  it  more  dangeroi  be. 

We  were  two  lions  littered  in  on 

And  I  the  elder  and  o 

And  I  shall  go  forth. 

Cal.  y  lord, 

Your  wisdom  is  consum'd  in  eonfiden    . 

Do  not  go  forth  to-day  :  Call  it  my  6 

That  keeps  you  in  the  house,  and  not  your  0 

We'll  m  rid  Mark  Antony  to  the  nffliatft hoiu 

And  he  shall  sav,  vou  are  not  well  to-d.; 
Let  me,  upon  my  km  til  in  this. 

Ccps.  Mark  Antony  shall  say,  I  am  !; 

And,  for  thy  humour,  I  will  stay  at  hon 

Enter  Decius. 

Here's  Decius  Brutus,  he  shall  tell  them  I 
Dec.   Casar,    all    hail !     Good   morrow,  w< 
Ca?sar : 
I  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  senate-ho 

Cats.  And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time, 
To  bear  my  greeting  to  the  senators, 
And  tell  them,  that  I  will  not  come  to-day : 
Cannot,  is  false ;  and  that  I  dare  not,  falser ; 
I  will  not  come  to-day  :  Tell  them  so,  Decius. 
Say,  he  is  sick. 
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C(rs.  Shall  Carsar  send  a  lie  ? 

Have  I  in  conquest  strctch'd  mine  arm  so  far, 
To  be  afcanl  to  toll  grey-beards  the  troth  ? 
Deeius,  go  tell  them,  Caesar  will  not  come. 

Dec.  Most  mighty   Ca&sar,  let   me  know  some 
cause, 
I  be  laugh'd  at,  when  I  tell  them  so. 

(  .  v.  The  cause  is  in  my  will,  I  will  not  come ; 
That  is  enough  to  satisfy  the  senate. 
But,  for  your  private  satisfaction, 
Beeause  I  love  you,  I  will  let  you  know. 
Calphurnia  here,  my  wife,  stays  me  at  home : 
She  dreamt  to-night  she  saw  my  statua, 
Which  like  a  fountain,  with  a  hundred  spouts, 
Did  run  pure  blood ;  and  many  lusty  Bomans 
Came  smiling,  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it. 
And  these  does  she  apply  for  warnings,  portents, 
And  evils  imminent ;  and  on  her  knee 
Hath  begg'd,  that  I  will  stay  at  home  to-day. 

Dec.  This  dream  is  all  amiss  interpreted ; 
It  was  a  vision  fair  and  fortunate  : 
Tour  statue  spouting  blood  in  many  pipes, 
In  which  so  many  smiling  Bomans  bath'd, 
Signifies  that  from  you  great  Borne  shall  suck 
Beviving  blood  ;  and  that  great  men  shall  press 
For  tinctures,  stains,  relics,  and  cognizance. 
This  by  Calphurnia' s  dream  is  signified. 

Odes.  And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it. 

Dec.  I  have,  when  vou  have  heard  what  I  can 
say  : 
And  know  it  now ;  The  senate  have  concluded 
To  give,  this  day,  a  crown  to  mighty  Caesar. 
If  you  shall  send  them  word,  you  will  not  come, 
Their  minds  may  change.     Besides,  it  were  a  mock 
Apt  to  be  render' d,  for  some  one  to  say, 
"  Break  up  the  senate  till  another  time, 
"When  Caesar'3  wife  shall  meet  with  better  dreams." 
If  CflDsaff  hide  himself,  shall  they  not  whisper, 
"  Lo,  Caosar  is  afraid  ?" 
Pardon  me,  Gfesar;  for  my  dear,  dear  lovo 
To  your  proceeding  bids  me  tell  you  this  ; 
And  reason  to  my  love  is  liable. 

C(cs.  How  foolish  do  your  fears  seem  now,  Cal- 
phurnia ? 
T  am  ashamt'd  I  did  yield  to  them. — 
(iivr  me  my  robe,  for  I  will  go  : — 

Publtus,    Bbutus,  Ligabius,  Metklus, 

CaSOA,  TbJLBONIUS,  ami  Cinna. 

.Ami  look  where  Publiua  It  come  to  fetch  me. 
Vvh.  Good-morrow,  Csmm r. 

C(B8.  Welcome,  PubliuS. — 

What,  Brutus,  art  i  early  too? — 
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\  Good-morrow,  Casca. — Cams  Li^arius, 

< 

I   Caesar  was  ne'er  so  much  your  enemy, 

j  As  that  same  ague  which  hath  made  you  lean. — 
:  "What  is  't  o'clock  ? 

Dm.  Caesar,  'tis  strucken  eight. 

Cas.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  courtesy. 

Enter  Antony. 

See  !  Antony,  that  revels  long  o'  nights, 

Is  notwithstanding  up  : 

Good-morrow,  Antony. 

Ant.  So  to  most  noble  Caesar. 

Cms.  Bid  them  prepare  within : — 
I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. — 
Now,  Cinna : — Now,  Metellus  : — What;  Trebonius  ! 
I  have  an  hour's  talk  in  store  for  you ; 
Bemember  that  you  call  on  me  to-day : 
Be  near  me,  that  I  may  remember  you. 

Treb.  Caesar,  I  will : — and  so  near  will  I  be, 

[Aside. 
That  your  best  friends  shall  wish  I  had  been  further, 

Cats.   Good  friends,  go  in,  and  taste  some  wine 
with  me ; 
And  we,  like  friends,  will  straightway  go  together. 

Bru.  That  every  like  is  not  the  same,  O  Ca?sar, 
The  heart  of  Brutus  yearns  to  think  upon !  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE    III,—  The   same.      A    Street   near   tl/c 

Capitol. 

Enter  Artemidorus,  reading  a  Paper. 

Art.  Caesar,  beware  of  Brutus  ;  take  heed  of  Cassius  ; 
come  not  near  Casca  ;  have  an  eye  to  Cinna ;  trust  not  Tie-* 
bonius ;  mark  well  Metellus  Cimber ;  Deeius  Brutus  loves 
thee  not ;  thou  hast  wronged  Caius  Ligarius.  There  is  but 
one  mind  in  all  these  men,  and  it  is  bent  against  Caesar.  If 
thou  be'st  not  immortal,  look  about  you :  Security  gives  way 
to  conspiracy.     The  mighty  gods  defend  thee  !     Thy  lover, 

Artemidorus. 

Here  will  I  stand,  till  Caesar  pass  along, 

And  as  a  suitor  will  I  give  him  this. 

My  heart  laments,  that  virtue  cannot  live 

Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation. 

If  thou  read  this,  O  Cajsar,  thou  may'st  live ; 

If  not,  the  fates  with  traitors  do  contrive.      \J2xit. 

*  SCENE    IV.— The   same.      Another  part   of  the 
same  Street,  before  the  JIousc  of  Brutus. 

Enter  Bortia  and  Lucius. 

Dor.  I  pr'ythee,  boy,  run  to  the  senate-house ; 
Stay  not  to  answer  mo,  but  get  thee  gone : 
Why  dost  thou  stay? 

Luc.  To  know  my  errand,  madam. 
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Which  \\:i\  bail  thou  been  ? 

?h.  \  i  mine  on  n  hou  "1  lady. 

What  ia*i  o'clock? 
th.  About  the  ninth  hour,  lady. 
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\    i  bring  me  word  what  he  dot  to  thee. 
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ACT    III 


SCENE  1.— The   same.      The  Capitol:   the   Senate 

sitting. 

A  Crowd  of  People  in  the  Street  leading  to  the 
Capitol;  among  them  Ajitemedorus,  and  the 
Soothsayer.  Flourish.  Enter  CjESAB,  Brutus, 
CjLSSITJS,     Cam  a.     Decii  s,      MsTSLLUS,     Tki.- 

bonhjs,  Cinna.   Amvnv,  Lepidus,  Popiliits, 

PuBUUB,  and  Others. 

C(cs.  The  ides  of  March  arc  come. 

Sooth.  Ay,  Cesar;  but  not  gone. 

Art.  Hail,  Cesar!  Bead  this  schedule. 

Dee.   Trebonius  doth  desire  yon  to  o'er-read, 
At  your  best  leisure,  this  his  humble  suit. 

Art.  O,  Caesar,  read  mine  first ;  for  mine's  a  suit 
That  touches  Cesar  nearer:  Bead  it,  great  Caesar. 

Gcs.  AVhat  touches  us  ourself,  shall  be  last  serv'd. 

Art.  Delay  not,  Caesar ;  read  it  instantly. 
t.  2  r 


I  What,  is  the  fellow  ma 

Pub.  Sirrah.  _ 

Cas.  What,  urge  you  your  petitions  in  • 

Come  to  the  Capitol. 

C-esar  enters  the  Capitol,  the  rettfiUow 

All  the  Senafe    - 

Pop.  I  wish,  your  enterpri/r  I 
Cas.  What  enterprise,  Popili  -  \ 

Pop.  Fare  you  f 

\Ad 

Bru.  What  said  Popilius  Lena  ? 

Cas,  He    wish'd,    to-day    our   euterprize    might 

thrive. 
I  fear,  our  purpose  is  diseovered. 

Bru.  Look,  how  he  makes  to  Ca?sar:  Mark  him. 
Cas.  Casea,  be  sudden,  for  we  fear  prevention. — 
Brutus,  what  shall  be  done  r  If  this  be  known, 
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ACT  III. 


JULIUS  CESAR 


&CENE  I. 


Cassius  or  Csasar  never  Bhall  turn  back,19 
.For  I  will  slay  myself. 

Bru.  Cassius,  be  constant : 

Popilius  Lena  speaks  not  of  our  purposes  ; 
For,  look,  he  smiles,  and  Caesar  doth  not  change. 

Cas.  Treboniufl  knows  his   time;  for,  look  you, 
Brutus, 
He  draws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

[Exeunt  Ant.  and  Tre.     CiES.  and  the  Sena- 
tors take  their  Seats. 

Dec.  "Where  is  Mctellus  Cimbcr  ?  Let  him  go, 
And  presently  prefer  his  suit  to  Caesar. 

Bru.  He  is  address'd  :20  press  near,  and  second 
him. 

Cm.  Casca,  you  are  the  first  that  rears  your 
hand. 

Cas.  Are  we  all  ready  ?  what  is  now  amiss, 
That  Caesar,  and  his  senate,  must  redress  ? 

Met.  Most  high,  most  mighty,  and  most  puissant 
Caesar, 
Metellus  Cimber  throws  before  thy  seat 
An  humble  heart : —  [Kneeling. 

Cas.  I  must  prevent  thee,  Cimber. 

These  couch ings,  and  these  lowly  courtesies, 
Might  fire  the  blood  of  ordinary  men  ; 
And  turn  pre-ordinance,  and  first  decree, 
Into  the  law  of  children.     Be  not  fond, 
To  think  that  Caesar  bears  such  rebel  blood, 
That  will  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  quality 
"With  that  which  melteth   fools ;    I  mean,   sweet 

words, 
Low-crooked  curt'sies,  and  base  spaniel  fawning. 
Thy  brother  by  decree  is  banished ; 
If  thou  dost  bend,  and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him, 
I  spurn  thee  like  a  cur  out  of  my  way. 
Know,  Caesar  doth  not  wrong ;  nor  without  cause 
"Will  lie  be  satisfied. 

Met.  Is  there  no  voice  more  worthy  than  my  own, 
To  sound  more  sweetly  in  great  Caesar's  ear, 
For  the  repealing  of  my  banish' d  brother  ? 

Bru.  I  kiss  thy  hand,  but  not  in  flattery,  Caesar  ; 
Desiring  thee,  that  Publius  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal. 

Cas.  What,  Brutus! 

Cas.  Pardon,  Caesar  ;  Caesar,  pardon  : 

As  low  as  to  thy  foot  doth  Cassius  fall, 
To  beg  enfranchisement  for  Publius  Cimber. 

Cas.  1  could  be  well  mov'd,  if  I  were  as  you ; 
If  I  could  pray  to  move,  prayers  would  move  me  : 
Bui   I  am  eonstanl  as  the  northern  star, 
Of  whose  true-fixed,  and  resting  quality, 
There  is  do  fellow  in  the  firmament. 
The  skies  are  [tainted  with  unnumber'd  sparks, 
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They  are  all  fire,  and  every  one  doth  shine ; 

But  there's  but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place ; 

So,  in  the  world ;  'Tis  furnish' d  well  with  men, 

And  men  are  flesh  and  blood,  and  apprehensive  ;21 

Yet,  in  the  number,  I  do  know  but  one 

That  unassailable  holds  on  his  rank, 

Unshak'd  of  motion  :22  and,  that  I  am  he, 

Let  me  a  little  show  it,  even  in  this ; 

That  I  was  constant,  Cimber  should  be  banish' d, 

And  constant  do  remain  to  keep  him  so. 

Cin.  0  Caesar, 

Cas.  Hence  !  wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus  ? 

Dec.  Great  Caesar, 

Cas.  Doth  not  Brutus  bootless  kneel  ? 

Casca.  Speak,  hands,  for  me. 

[Casca  stabs  Cms.  in  the  neck.  Cjes.  catches 
hold  of  his  arm.  lie  is  then  stabled  bj/ 
several  other  Conspirators,  and  at  last  by 
Marcus  Brutus. 

Cas.  Et  tu,  Brute?— Then  fall,  Caesar. 

[Dies.  The  Sen.  and  People  retire  in  con- 
fusion. 

Cin.  Liberty  !  Freedom !    Tyranny  is  dead ! — 
Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  streets. 

Cas.  Some  to  the  common  pulpits,  and  cry  out, 
"Liberty,  freedom,  and  enfranchisement!" 

Bru.  People,  and  senators!  be  not  affrighted; 
Fly  not ;  stand  still: — ambition's  debt  is  paid. 

Casca.  Go  to  the  pulpit,  Brutus. 

Dec.  And  Cassius  too. 

Bru.  Where 's  Publius  ? 

Cin.  Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  mutiny. 

Met.  Stand  fast  together,   lest  some   friend  of 
Caesar's 
Should  chance 

Bru.  Talk  not  of  standing ; — Publius,  good  cheer; 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  person, 
Nor  to  no  Roman  else :  so  tell  them,  Publius. 

Cas.  And  leave  us,  Publius  ;  lest  that  the  people, 
Rushing  on  us,  should  do  your  age  some  mischief. 

Bru.     Do  so ; — and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed, 
But  we  the  doers. 

He-enter  Trebonius. 

Cas.  Where's  Antony. 

Tre.  Fled  to  his  house  amaz'd  : 

Men,  wives,  and  children,  stare,  cry  out,  and  run, 
As  it  were  doomsday. 

Bru.         Fates  !  wc  will  know  your  pleasures  : — 
That  we  shall  die,  we  know ;  'tis  but  the  time, 
And  drawing  days  out,  that  men  stand  upon. 

Cas.  Why,  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of  life, 
Cuts  off  so  many  years  of  fearing  death. 
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So  worthior  than  t be 

i  I  be, 

So  often  shall  the  knol  of  u  i  I"-  call'd 
'I  be  men  t  hat  ga\ ir  country  Libert; 

/>,,-.    \\'l:..l,     hall  \\c  forth  ': 

(  \  D li  ii  AH 

Brutus  shall  lead;  And  ire  will  grace  bis  heeli 
With  the  most  boldest  And  be  I  hearts  of  Some. 

'cr  a  Servant. 

-.  Soft,  who  comes  lure:     A  friend  of  An- 
ton} 's. 
9.  Thus,  Brutus,  did  my  master  bid  me  kneel ; 
Tims  did  Mark  Anions  bid  me  tall  down: 
Ami,  being  prostrate,  thus  be  bade  me  say. 
Brutus  is  noble,  wise,  valiant,  and  bonesi  ; 
ai-  was  mighty,  bold,  royal,  and  loving: 
Say,  l  lo?e  Brutus,  and  l  honour  him; 
Bay,  l  fear'd  Oasaar,  honour'd  him,  and  lovM  him. 
If  Brutus  will  vouchsafe,  thai  Antony 
Mav  safely  come  to  him,  and  be  resolv'd 
How  Caesar  hath  deserv'd  to  lie  In  death, 
Mark  Anton)  shall  not  love  Csbsot  dead 
So  well  as  Brutus  living;  but  will  follow 
The  fortunes  and  affairs  of  noble  Brutus, 
Thorough  the  hasards  of  this  untrod  state, 
With  all  true  t'aith.      So  says  my  master  Antony. 
Bra.  Thy  master  is  a  wise  and  valiant  Roman; 
]  never  thought  him  worse. 
Tell  him,  so  please  him  come  unto  this  place, 
He  shall  be  satisfied;  and  by  my  honour, 
Depart  untouch'd. 

S  rv.  I'll  fetch  him  presently. 

[Exit  Serv. 
Bru.  I  know,   that  we  shall  have   him  well  to 

friend. 
Cas.  I  wish,  we  may :  but  yet  have  I  a  mind, 
That  fears  him  much;  and  my  misgiving  still 
Falls  shrewdly  to  the  purpose. 
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I  lath  done  this  deed  on  Cam  .rt, 

r  i  xou  our  leaden  point.-.  Mark  i 
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Our  arms  in  strength  of  malice,  and  our  hea: 

brother's  temper,  do  r  j  ou  in 

With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverenci 

Four  voice  shall  m'd, 

In  the  disposing  of  new  dignit 

Bru.   Only  be  patient,  till  we  have  Appe 
The  multitude,  beside  then  with  fear, 

And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  can 
Why  I,  that  did  love  Cawor  when  I  struck  him, 
Have  thus  proceeded. 

Ant.  I  doubt  not  of  your  W 

Let  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand : 
First.  Marcus  Brutus,  will  I  shake  with  you  :  — 
Xext,  Cains  Cassius,  do  I  take  your  hand ; — 
Xow,  Decius  Brutus,  yours  ;— now  yours.  Metellus  ; 
Yours,  Cinna  ; — and,  my  valiant  I  urs  : — 

Though  last,  not  lea^t   in  love,  yours,  good  T     - 

bonius. 
Gentlemen  all, — alas!  what  shall  I  sai  : 
My  credit  now  stands  on  such  slippery  ground, 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  must  conceit  me. 
Either  a  coward  or  a  flatterer. — 

CAT 


ACT  TFI. 


JULIUS  CESAR. 


SCENE  I. 


That  I  did  lore  fchee,  Caesar,  0,  'tis  true  : 

If  tbeu  thy  spirit  look  upon  us  now, 

Shall  it  not  grieve  thee,  dearer  than  thy  death, 

To  see  thy  Antony  making  his  peace, 

Shaking  t lie  bloody  fingers  of  thy  foes, 

Most  noble  !  in  the  presence  of  thy  corse  ? 

Had  I  as  many  eyea  as  thou  hast  wounds, 

Weeping  as  fast  as  they  stream  forth  thy  blood, 

It  would  become  me  better,  than  to  close 

In  terms  of  friendship  with  thine  enemies. 

Pardon  me,  Julius  !— Here  wast  thou  bay'd,  brave 

hart ; 
Here  didst  thou  fall :  and  here  thy  hunters  stand, 
Bign'd  in  thy  spoil,  and  criinson'd  in  thy  lethe.23 
O  world  !  thou  wast  the  forest  to  this  hart ; 
And  this,  indeed,  0  world,  the  heart  of  thee. — 
How  like  a  deer,  stricken  by  many  princes, 
Dost  thou  here  lie  ? 

Cas.  Mark  Antony, 

Ant.  Pardon  me,  Caius  Cassius  : 

The  enemies  of  Caesar  shall  say  this  ; 
Then,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  modesty. 

Cas.  I  blame  you  not  for  praising  Caesar  so  ; 
But  what  compact  mean  you  to  have  with  us  ? 
Will  you  be  prick' d  in  number  of  our  friends  ; 
Or  shall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you  ? 

Ant.  Therefore  I  took  your  hands  ;  but  was,  in- 
deed, 
Sway'd  from  the  point,  by  looking  down  oil  Caesar, 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all ; 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  shall  give  me  reasons, 
Why  and  wherein,  Caesar  was  dangerous. 

Bru.  Or  else  were  this  a  savage  spectacle : 
Our  reasons  are  so  full  of  good  regard, 
That  were  you,  Antony,  the  son  of  Caesar, 
You  should  be  satisfied. 

Ant.  That 's  all  I  seek ; 

And  am  moreover  suitor,  that  I  may 
Produce  his  body  to  the  market-place  ; 
And  in  the  pulpit,  as  becomes  a  friend, 
Speak  in  the  order  of  his  funeral. 
Bru.  You  shall,  Mark  Antony. 
Cas.  Brutus,  a  word  with  you.21 — 

You  know  not  what  you  do ;  Do  not  consent, 

[Aride. 
That  Antony  speak  in  his  funeral: 
Know  you  how  much  the  people  may  be  mov'd 
By  that  which  lie  will  utter? 

Bru.  By  your  pardon  ; — 

1  will  myself  into  the  pulpit  first, 
And  ihoi  the  reason  of  our  Caesar's  death  : 
What  Antony  shall  >|h-;i1x,  I  will  protest 
He  by  leave  and  by  permission: 
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And  that  we  arc  conteuted,  Caesar  shall 
Have  all  true  rights,  and  lawful  ceremonies. 
It  shall  advantage  more,  than  do  us  wrong. 

Cas.  I  know  not  what  may  fall ;  I  like  it  not. 

Bru.  Mark  Antony,  here,  take  you  Caesar's  body. 
You  shall  not  in  your  funeral  speech  blame  us, 
But  speak  all  good  you  can  devise  of  Caesar : 
And  say  you  do  't  by  our  permission  ; 
Else  shall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  funeral :  And  you  shall  speak 
In  the  same  pulpit  whereto  I  am  going, 
After  my  speech  is  ended. 

Ant.  Be  it  so  ; 

I  do  desire  no  more. 

Bru.  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  us. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Ant. 

Ant.  O,  pardon  me,  thou  piece  of  bleeding  earth, 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  these  butchers ! 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  noblest  man, 
That  ever  lived  in  the  tide  of  times. 
"Woe  to  the  hands  that  shed  this  costly  blood ! 
Over  thy  wounds  now  do  I  prophecy, — 
Which,  like  dumb  mouths,  do  ope  their  ruby  lips, 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue  ; — 
A  curse  shall  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men  ;25 
Domestic  fury,  and  fierce  civil  strife, 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italy  : 
Blood  and.  destruction  shall  be  so  in  use, 
And  dreadful  objects  so  familiar, 
That  mothers  shall  but  smile,  when  they  behold 
Their  infants  quarter' d  with  the  hands  of  war; 
All  pity  chok'd  with  custom  of  fell  deeds  : 
And  Caesar's  spirit,  ranging  for  revenge, 
"With  Ate  by  his  side,  come  hot  from  hell, 
Shall  in  these  confines,  with  a  monarch's  voice, 
Cry  "  Havoc,"26  and  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war  ; 
That  this  foul  deed  shall  smell  above  the  earth 
With  carrion  men,  groaning  for  burial. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

You  serve  Octavius  Caesar,  do  you  not  ? 

Serv.  I  do,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  Caesar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  Some. 

Serv.  He  did  receive  his  letters,  and  is  coming : 
And  bid  me  say  to  you  by  word  of  mouth, — 
O  Caesar  ! [Seeing  the  Bod//. 

Ant.    Thy   heart   is   big,   get    thee    apart    and 
weep. 
Passion,  I  see,  is  catching ;  for  mine  eyes. 
Seeing  those  beads  of  sorrow  stand  in  thine, 
Began  to  water.     Is  thy  master  coming  ? 

Serv.  He  lies  to-night  within  seven  leagues  of 
Home. 
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Bbutui  and  Ca     i 
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('<(.   \\V  \\  ill  I"'     il  isfied  ;  lei  u  d. 

.  Then    follow   me,  and    give  me  audii 
friends. — 
I  \ on  into  the  other  streel , 

And  pari  the  numbers. — 
Those  thai  will  hear  me  speak,  lei  them  stay  hi 
Those  thai  wil]  follow  Oassius,  go  with  him; 
And  publio  reasons  shall  be  rendered 
Of  Ca>i  ar*a  death. 

1 1    ( '//.  1  w  ill  hear  Brutus  speak. 

'2nd  Cit.  1  will  hear  Oassius;  and  compare  their 

reasons, 

When  severally  we  hear  them  rendered 

[/•>//  Cab.,  with  §ome  of  the  Cit.     But.  goes 

into  the  liostri'.m. 

Wnl  Cit.  The  noble  Brutus  is  ascended:  Silence! 
Bra.  Be  patienl  till  the  last. 
Romans,  countrymen,  and  Lovers!*  hear  me  for 


/  - 

Ui  1. 
who,  though    he    I  ,  «Iia11 

• 
monwealth      \ 
I   depart  ;    I  I 

1  of  B  ■    .  I  ■  be  same  daggi 

self,  uh.-ii  it.  ihal]  please 

.hath. 

|  I  .  : 

I  bang  him  wil 
hou 

• 
Brd  ('if.   Lei  him  be  I 

\th  ('it.  <  ,rU 

Shall  now  1 

\st  at.  We  '11  bring  him  I 

and  claim-  . 

Bru.  My  countrymen, 

2nd  ('it.  T  speaks. 
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1 1        conntrymei  t  alone, 

my  cause;  and  be  silent,  that  yon  may  hear:  be-  \  Ami,  for  my  sake,  staj  here  wish  Anfa 

heve  me  for  mine  honour;  and  have  respeel  to  mine  |  Do  grace  to  I  .  his  sp< 

honour,  thai  yon  may  believe  :  censure  me  in  your  Tending  to  C  ;  which  Mark  A 

wisdom;  ami  awake  your  senses  that  yon  may  the  $  By  our  permission  is  allow'd  to  make, 

bet  tin*  judge.     If  there  be  any  in  this  assembly,  I  do  entreat  you,  not  a  man  depart, 

an]  dear  friend  oi'  Caesar's,  to  him  I  say,  that  Bru-  j  Save  I  alone,  till  Antony  ha  \o. 


tus'  love  to  CftSBar  was  no  less  than  his.  It'  then 
that  friend  demand,  why  Brutus  rose  against  Csasar, 

this  is  my  answer, — Not  that  I  loved  CsBSar  less, 
but  that  I  loved  Borne  more.  Had  you  rather 
Csdsar  were  living,  and  die  all  slaves  ;  than  that 
CsBSar  were  dead,  to  live  all  tree  men:  As  Osssar 
loved  me,  I  weep  for  him  ;  as  he  was  fortunate,  I 
rejoiee  at  it;  as  he  was  valiant,  I  honour  him:  but, 
as  he  was  ambitious,  I  slew  him  :  There  is  tears, 
for  his  love  ;  joy,  for  his  fortune ;  honour,  for  his 


1st  Cit.  Stay,  ho  !  and  let  us  hear  Mark  A 

3a/  Cit.  Let  him  £0  up  into  the  public  chair; 
We  '11  hear  him: — Noble  Antony,  go  up. 

Brutus'  sake.  I  am  behold  yon. 

•Itli  Cit.  What  does  he  say  of  Brut  . 

SrJ  Cit.  He  r  Brutus'  sake, 

He  finds  himself  beholden  to  us  all. 

±th  Cit.  'Twere  best  he  speak  no  harm  of  Brutus 
here. 

1st  Cit.  This  Caesar  was  a  tyrant. 

3rd  Cit.  Nay,  that 's  certain  : 


valour ;  and  death,  for  his  ambition.     Who  is  here  < 
so  base,  that  would  be  a  bondman  ?    If  any,  speak  ;  J  We  are  bless'd,  that  Borne  is  rid  of  him. 
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ACT  III. 


JULIUS  C\KS\R. 


SCENE  IT. 


2nd  Cit.  Peace;  let  us  hear  what  Antony  can  say. 

Ant.  You  gentle  Romans, 

Cit.  Peace,  ho  !   let  us  hear  him. 

Ant.   Friends,   Romans,   countrymen,  lend  me 

your  ears  ; 
I  come  to  bury  Csesar,  not  to  praise  him. 
The  evil,  that  men  do,  lives  after  them; 
The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones  ; 
So  let  it  he  with  Cesar.     The  noble  Brutus 
Hath  told  you,  Cresar  was  ambitious  : 
If  it  were  so,  it  was  a  grievous  fault ; 
And  grievously  hath  Ccssar  answer'd  it, 
Here  under  leave  of  Brutus,  and  the  rest, 
(For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man ; 
So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men  ;) 
Come  I  to  speak  in  Caesar's  funeral. 
He  was  my  friend,  faithful  and  just  to  me  : 
But  Brutus  says,  he  was  ambitious  ; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
He  hath  brought  many  captives  home  to  Eome, 
"Whose  ransoms  did  the  general  coffers  fill : 
Hid  this  in  Caesar  seem  ambitious  ? 
When  that  the  poor  have  cried,  Caesar  hath  wept : 
Ambition  should  be  made  of  sterner  stuff : 
Yet  Brutus  says,  he  was  ambitious  ; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
You  all  did  see,  that  on  the  Lupercal, 
I  thrice  presented  him  a  kingly  crown, 
"Which  he  did  thrice  refuse.     Was  this  ambition  ? 
Yet  Brutus  says,  he  was  ambitious ; 
And,  sure,  he  is  an  honourable  man. 
I  speak  net  to  disprove  what  Brutus  spoke, 
But  here  I  am  to  speak  what  I  do  know. 
You  all  did  love  him  once,  not  without  cause  ; 
What  cause  withholds  you  then  to  mourn  for  him  ? 

0  judgment,  thou  art  fled  to  brutish  beasts, 
And  men  have  lost  their  reason  ! — Bear  with  me  ; 
My  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  Caesar, 

And  I  must  pause  till  it  come  back  to  me. 

1st  Cit.  Methinks,  there  is  much  reason  in  his 
sayings. 

2nd  Cit.  If  thou  consider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
Caesar  has  had  great  wrong. 

:>,,-</  ('it.  Has  he,  masters? 

1  fear,  there  will  a  worse  come  in  his  place. 

4th  Cit.  filark'd  ye  his  words?     lie  would  not 
take  the  crown  ; 
refore,  His  certain,  he  was  not  ambitious. 

If  it  be  found  so.  some  w  ill  dear  abide  it. 
2nd  (  it.    Poor  SOul!    his  eye«  arc  red  as  lire  with 

weeping. 
/   Cit.  T  DOl    a   aobler    man  in   Rome, 

than  Antony. 


4th  Cit.  Now  mark  him,  he  begins  again  to  speak. 

Ant.  But  yesterday,  the  word  of  Caesar  might 
[lave  stood  against  the  world  :  now  lies  he  there, 
And  none  so  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  masters  !  if  I  were  dispos'd  to  stir 
Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 

1  should  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Cassius  wrong, 
Who,  you  all  know,  are  honourable  men  : 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong ;  I  rather  choose 

To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  myself,  and  you, 

Than  I  will  wrong  such  honourable  men. 

But  here 's  a  parchment,  with  the  seal  of  Caesar, 

I  found  it  in  his  closet,  'tis  his  will : 

Let  but  the  commons  hear  this  testament, 

(Which,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  read,) 

And  they  would  go  and  kiss  dead  Caesar's  wounds, 

And  dip  their  napkins  in  his  sacred  blood ; 

Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  memory, 

And,  dying,  mention  it  within  their  wills, 

Bequeathing  it,  as  a  rich  legacy, 

Unto  their  issue. 

4th  Cit.  We  '11  hear  the  will :    Eead  it,  Mark 
Antony. 

Cit.  The  will,  the  will ;  we  will  hear  Caesar's  will. 

Ant.  Have  patience,  gentle  friends,  I  must  not 
read  it ; 
It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Caesar  lov'd  you. 
You  are  not  wrood,  you  are  not  stones,  but  men ; 
And,  being  men,  hearing  the  will  of  Caesar, 
It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad  : 
'Tis  good  you  know  not  that  you  are  his  heirs  ; 
Eor  if  you  should,  O,  what  would  come  of  it ! 

4th  Cit.  Bead  the  will;  we  will  hear  it,  Antony; 
You  shall  read  us  the  will ;  Caesar's  will. 

Ant.  Will  you   be  patient  ?     "Will  you  stay  a 
while  ? 
I  have  o'ershot  myself,  to  tell  you  of  it, 
I  fear,  I  wrong  the  honourable  men, 
Whose  daggers  have  stabb'd  Caesar  ;  I  do  fear  it. 

4th  Cit.  They  were  traitors  :  Honourable  men  ! 

Cit.  The  will !  the  testament ! 

2nd  Cit.    They   were   villains,    murderers : 
will !  read  the  will ! 

Ant.   You   will   compel   me   then   to   read 
will? 
Then  make  a  ring  about  the  corpse  of  Caesar, 
And  let  me  show  you  him  that  made  the  will. 
Shall  I  descend  ?      And  will  you  give  me  leave  ? 

Cit.  Come  down. 

2nd  Cit.  Descend. 

\_IIe  comes  down  from  the  Pulpit. 

Wrd  ai.    Vim  shall  have  leave. 

\th  Cit.  A  ring;  stand  round. 
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Mark  ho^  the  blood  of  (  folio*  'd  it  ; 

Aa  rushing  out  of  d  Iv'd 

I  f  Brut  ui  bo  unkindlj  knock'd,  or  no  ; 
For  Bru1  u     ■  -  you  kno* ,  was  ( 
.1  u,i  ,M  bon  dearlj  I        •  loved  h 

This  was  the  most  unkindest  out  of  all: 
I  'or  w  hen  the  noble  <  tasar  •  ro  him    I  ab, 
atitude,  more  Bt  rong  than  traitors1  at 
Quite  vanquish'd  him  :  then  bursl  his  mighty  hes 
Ami  in  his  mantle  muffling  up  his  face, 
Even  :>t  the  base  of  Pompey's  statue, 
Which  all  the  while  ran  blood,"  great  I  fell. 

0,  whal  b  tall  was  there,  my  countrymen  1 
Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down, 
Whilst  bloody  treason  fiourish'd  oyer  us. 
0,  now  you  weepj  and,  1  perceive,  \<m  feel 
The  dint  of  pit}  :  these  are  gracious  dro] 
Kind  souls,  what,  weep  you,  when  you  but  heboid 

Our  CBBSar's  vesture  wounded r      Look  \mi  hero. 

Here  is  himself,  marred,  as  y^u  see,  with  trail 
1st  OU.  0  piteous  spectacle  ! 
2nd  Cit.  0  noble  Ceearl 
drd  Cit.  0  woeful  day  I 

•itJi  Cif.   O  traitors,  villains  ! 

1st  OU.  0  most  bloody  sight  1 

I  OU,  We  will  be  revenged:  revenge;  about. 
—  Beek,  —  burn, — fire,  —  kill,  —  slay  !  —  let  not  a 
traitor  live.    ■ 

Jut.  Stay,  countrymen. 

1st  Cit.  Peace  there: — Hear  the  noble  Antony. 

2nd  Cit.  We'll  hear  him,  we'll  follow  him,  we  '11 
die  with  him. 

Ant.  Good   friends,   sweet   friends,   let   me    not 
stir  you  up 
To  such  a  sudden  flood  of  mutiny. 
They,  that  have  done  this  deed,  are  honourable  ; 
What  private  griefs  they  have,  alas,  I  know  not. 
That  made  them  do  *t  ;  they  are  wise  and  honour- 
able, 
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Antony. 
Ant.  Why,  friend 
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Wherein  hath  Csasar  tl 
Alas,  you  know  not  : — 1 
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Cit.  Moot  true: — the  will ;— '  and  hear 

the  will. 
./   •    Sere  is  the  will,  and  □  I   esar's  seal. 

•    .   Etonian  citixen  h 

man.  seventy-five  draehmas. 
2nd  Oi  it    noble    CsBSU  ! — we  '11 

his  death. 
IW  OU.  O  royal  Caesar ! 
Ant.  Hear  me  with  patience. 
Cit.   Peaee,  ho  ! 

Ant.  Moreover,  he  hath  left  you  all  his  walks, 
His  private  harbours,  and  new-planted  orehar 
On  this  Bide  Tyber  j30  he  hath  left  them  you, 
And  to  your  heirs  for  ever  ;  common  pleasu: 
To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  yam 
Here  was  a  Caesar:   "When  comes  such  anotl 

1st  Cit.  Never,  never  : — Come,  away,  away  ; 
"We  '11  burn  his  body  in  the  holy  place, 
And  with  the  brands  fire  the  traitors'  hous 
Take  up  the  body. 

2nd  Cit.   i  h  fire. 

3rd  Cit.  Pluck  down  benches, 
■itJi  Cit.   Pluck  down  forms,  window^  :ing. 

[Excm  icitli  the  Body. 


ACT  IV. 


JULIUS  C'.l.sAK. 


SCEKE  T. 


Ant.  Now  let  it  work:   Mischief  thou  art  afoot, 
Take    thou  what   course   thou   wilt! — How    now, 
fellow? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

fibre.  Sir.  Oetavius  is  already  come  to  Borne. 

Ant.  Where  is  he  ? 

.   He  and  Lepidus  are  at  Cffisar'a  house. 

Ant.  And  thither  will  I  straight  to  visit  him: 
He  Domes  upon  a  wish.     Fortune  is  merry, 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Serv.  I  heard  him  say,  Brutus  and  Cassius 
Are  rid  like  madmen  through  the  gates  of  Eome. 

Ant.  Belike,  they  had  some  notice  of  the  people, 
How  I  had  mov'd  them.     Bring  me  to  Oetavius. 

\_Exeunt. 

SCEXE  III.— The  Same.    A  Street. 

Enter  CnWA,  the  Poet. 

Cin.  I   dreamt   to-night,  that  I  did  feast  with 
Csesar, 
And  things  unluckily  charge  my  fantasy : 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  doors, 
Yet  something  leads  me  forth. 

Enter  Citizens. 

1st  Cit.  What  is  your  name  ? 

2nd  Cit.  "Whither  are  you  going  ? 

3rd  Cit.  "Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

4:th  Cit.  Are  you  a  married  man,  or  a  bachelor  ? 


2nd  Cit.  Answer  every  man  directly. 

1st  Cit.  Ay,  and  briefly. 

4ith  Cit.  Ay,  and  wisely. 

3rd  Cit.  Ay,  and  truly,  you  were  best. 

Cin.  What  is  my  name  ?  Whither  am  I  going  ? 
Where  do  I  dwell?  Am  I  a  married  man,  or  a 
bachelor?  Then  to  answer  every  man  directly, 
and  briefly,  wisely,  and  tridy : — wisely  I  say,  I  am 
a  bachelor. 

2nd  Cit.  That's  as  much  as  to  say,  they  are  fools 
that  marry  : — You'll  bear  me  a  bang  for  that,  I  fear. 
Proceed ;  directly. 

Cin.  Directly,  I  am  going  to  Caesar's  funeral. 

1st  Cit.  As  a  friend,  or  an  enemy  ? 

Cin.  As  a  friend. 

2nd  Cit.  That  matter  is  answered  directly 

4<th  Cit.  For  your  dwelling, — briefly. 

Cin.  Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  Capitol. 

3rd  Cit.  Your  name,  sir,  truly. 

Cin.  Truly,  my  name  is  Cinua. 

1st  Cit.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  he's  a  conspirator. 

Cin.  I  am  Cinna  the  poet,  I  am  Cinna  the  poet. 

4<th  Cit.  Tear  him  for  his  bad  verses,  tear  him 
for  his  bad  verses. 

2nd  Cit.  It  is  no  matter,  his  name 's  Cinna  ; 
pluck  but  his  name  out  of  his  heart,  and  turn  him 
going. 

3rd  Cit.  Tear  him,  tear  him.  Come,  brands,  ho  ! 
fire-brands.  To  Brutus',  to  Cassius'  ;  burn  all. 
Some  to  Decius'  house,  and  some  to  Casca's  ;  some 
to  Ligarius' :  away ;  go.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    IV. 


SCEXE  I. — A  Uoom  in  Antony's  House.51 

A>~tonTj  Octatius,  and  Lepidus,  seated  at  a  Table. 

Ant.  These  many  then  shall  die ;   their  names 

are  prick' d. 
Oct.  Your  brother  too  must  die ;  Consent  you, 

Lepidus  ? 
Lep.  I  do  consent. 

Oct.  Prick  him  down,  Antony. 

Lep.  ITpon  condition  Publiiu  shall  not  live, 
Who  is  yuiir  lifter's  son,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  He  shall    not  live  ;    look,   with   a  spot  I 
damn  him. 
But,  Lepidus.  go  you  to  (',c<ar:s  house: 
Fetch  the  will  hither  and  we  will  determine 
How  to  cut  off  some  charge  in  legacies. 
852 


Lep.  What,  shall  1  find  you  here  ? 

Oct.  Or  here,  or  at 

The  Capitol.  [Exit  Lep. 

Ant.  This  is  a  slight  unmeritable  man, 
Meet  to  be  sent  on  errands :  Is  it  fit, 
The  three-fold  world  divided,  he  should  stand 
One  of  the  three  to  share  it  ? 

Oct.  So  you  thought  him  ; 

And  took  his  voice  who  should  be  prick' d  to  die, 
In  our  black  sentence  and  proscription. 

Ant.  Oetavius,  I  have  seen  more  days  than  you  : 
And  though  we  lay  these  honours  on  this  man,     - 
To  ease  ourselves  of  divers  slanderous  loads, 
lie  shall  but  bear  them  as  the  ass  bears  gold, 
To  groan  and  sweat  under  the  business, 
Either  led  or  driven,  as  we  point  the  way; 


•  I 


.11  III 


Audi  i  . .  1 1 1  1 1 

Tin  ii  i  don  n  hi  hi. I  i  urn  him   -il, 

I         to  I  \\c  <  mi 

\  I  II I »I|M. 

\    .... 

mil  valiaul     oldiri 

////    Bo  1 1  m\  ii 

I  do  i|'|"uiii  1 1 1 1 1 1    ton  •  i  | 

It  i  I  lull    I    1'ihli  to  Ii  'lit . 

To  wind,  to    top   to  run  direol 

M     -  •  irporal  i govori\'d  !i     < 

\  ii. I.  in    i  l 

1 1.'  urn  i  I-   taught ,  .iinl  t  rain'd,  and  bid  h  : 
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Which,  oul  of  use,  and    tal'd  b)  othor  men, 
I".  mu  Ins  fashion  :    Do  no!  t .ilk  of  him, 
Imii  .is  i  property  "      \  nd  now ,  <  >ctai  iu 
Listen  great  i  liin^s.      I  ii  u i  us  and  (   i 
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Therefore,  let  our  alliance  be  combined, 
Ourbesi  frienfa  made,  and  our  best  meat  tch'd 

Dill   ; 

A  ad  Let  in  present  l\  go  >u  in  council, 
How  coTert  matters  maj  be  best  discloa 
\  nd  open  perils  sure  it  answ  ered. 

Oct.   Lei  i.  :  for  we  are  at  fche  stake, 

And  bay*d  about  with  many  enemies; 
Ami  some,  thai  Bmile,  have  in  their  hearts,  I  fear, 
Millions  oi'  mischief.  [JEr» 

SCENE  II.  Brutus'  Tint,  in  ike  Cm 

near  Sardia. 

/>  wm.      Enter   Bbutus,   Lucilius,   Lucius,  "nd 
Soldiers:  Timsnus  and  Phtoabub  meeting  ?  <  m. 

Bru,  Stand  here. 

Luc,  Give  the  word,  ho !  ami  stand. 

Bru.  AVhat  now,  Lucilius?  is  Casaiufl  near? 
Luc.  He  is  at  hand;  and  Pindarus  is  come 

To  do  yon  salutation  from  his  master, 

[PnrD.  gioes  a  /.  ■■■    to  Bra". 
Bru.  He  greets  me  well. — Your  master,  Pindarus, 
In  his  own  change,  or  by  ill  officers, 

Hath  given  me  some  worthy  cause  to  wish 
Things  done,  undone  :   hut,  it'  he  be  at  hand, 
1  shall  be  satisfied. 

Pin,  I  do  not  doubt, 

Bat  that  my  noble  master  will  appear 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  regard  and  honour. 

Bru.  He  is  not  doubted. — A  word.  Lucilius  ; 
How  he  reeeiv'd  you.  let  me  be  resolv'd. 

Luc.  With  courtesy,  and  with  respect  enough  ; 

T-  2    7. 
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And,  if  not  so,  h"w  should  I  WTO 

I          Brutus,    this   sober    form    of   vours    h 
w  rang 
And  when  you  do  them 

Bru.  (  'it, 

Sj    ak  your  griefs  softly, — I  do  I  — 

Before  the  eyes  of  botli  our  arum 
Which  should  perceive  nothing  but  love  from  a 
Let  us  not  wrangle  :  Bid  them  more 
Then  in  my  tent,  Cassias,  enlarge  your  gri. 
And  I  will  give  you  audience. 

Cas.  Pindar    B, 

Bid  our  commanders  lead  th<  gee   >ff 

A  little  from  this  ground. 

Bru.  Lucilius,  do  the  like ;  and  let  no  man 
Come  to  our  tent,  till  we  have  done  our  conference. 
Let  Lucius  and  Titinius  guard  our  door.      Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.—  Wit hin  the  Tent  of  Brutus.    Li; 
and  Titinius 

Enter  Brutus  and  CiBSiUS. 

i    That  you  have  wrong' d  mc,  doth  appear  il 
this  : 
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JULIUS  OESAR. 


SCENE  III. 


You  have  condemn'd  and  noted  Luciua  Pella, 
For  bribes  bere  of  the  Sardians  ; 

Wherein,  m\  le t tors,  praying  on  hia  side, 

i use  I  knew  the  man,  were  slighted  off. 

Bru.   You  wrong' d  yourself,  to  write  in  such  a 
cad 
f.  In  such  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nice  offence  should  bear  his  comment. 

Bru.  Let  me  tell  you,  Cassias,  you  yourself 
Are  much  eoudemn'd  to  have  an  itching  palm ; 
To  sell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold, 
To  undeservcrs. 

Cat.  I  an  itching  palm? 

You  know,  that  you  are  Brutus  that  speak  this, 
Or,  by  the  gods,  this  speech  were  else  your  last. 

Bru.  The  name  of  Cassius  honours  this  corrup- 
tion, 
And  chastisement  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 

Cas.  Chastisement ! 

Bru.  Remember  March,  the  ides  of  March  re- 
member ! 
Did  uot  great  Julius  bleed  for  justice'  sake  ? 
What  villain  touch' d  his  body,  that  did  stab, 
And  not  for  justice  ?     What,  shall  one  of  us, 
That  struck  the  foremost  man  of  all  this  world, 
But  for  supporting  robbers  ;  shall  we  now 
Contaminate  our  fingers  with  base  bribes  ? 
Ai\&  sell  the  mighty  space  of  our  large  honours, 
For  so  much  trash,  as  may  be  grasped  thus  ? — 
I  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  moon, 
Than  such  a  Roman. 

Cas.  Brutus,  bay  not  me, 

I  '11  not  endure  it :  you  forget  yourself, 
To  hedge  me  in  ;  I  am  a  soldier,  I, 
Older  in  practice,  abler  than  yourself 
To  make  conditions. 

Bru.  Go  to  ;  you  're  not,  Cassius. 

Cas.  I  am. 

Bru.  I  say,  you  are  not. 

Cas.  Urge  me  no  more,  I  shall  forget  myself; 
Have  mind  upon  your  health,  tempt  me  no  further. 

Bru.  Away,  slight  man ! 

Cas.  Is  't  possible  ? 

Bru.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  speak. 

Mu^t  J  give  way  and  room  to  your  rash  choler  ? 
Shall  I  be  frighted,  when  a  madman  stares? 

Cas.  O  ye  gods  !  ye  gods !    Must  I  endure  all 
this  P 

Bru.  All  this  ?  ay,  more:  Fret,  till  your  proud 
heart  break  ; 
our  slaves  how  choleric  you  are, 
A  ad  make  your  bondmen  I  remble.    Must  I  budge  ? 
'  llP  Must  I  stand  and  crouch 


Under  your  testy  humour  ?     By  the  gods, 
You  shall  digest  the  venom  of  your  spleeu, 
Though  it  do  split  you :  for,  from  this  day  forth, 
1  '11  use  you  for  my  mirth,  yea,  for  my  laughter, 
When  you  are  waspish. 

Cas.  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Bru.  You  say,  you  are  a  better  soldier : 
Let  it  appear  so  ;  make  your  vaunting  true, 
And  it  shall  please  me  well  :  For  mine  own  part, 
I  shall  be  glad  to  learn  of  noble  men. 

Cas.  You  wrong  me  every  way,  you  wrong  me, 
Brutus  ; 
I  said,  an  elder  soldier,  not  a  better  : 
Did  I  say,  better  ? 

Bru.  If  you  did,  I  care  not. 

Cas.   When  Caesar  liv'd,  he  durst  not  thus  have 
mov'd  me. 

Bru.    Peace,    peace ;    you    durst   not    so    have 
tempted  him. 

Cas.  I  durst  not  ? 

Bru.  No. 

Cas.  What  ?  durst  not  tempt  him  ? 

Bra.  For  your  life  you  durst  not. 

Cas.  Do  not  presume  too  much  upon  my  love, 
I  may  do  that  I  shall  be  sorry  for. 

Bru.  You  have  done  that  you  should  be  sorry  for. 
There  is  no  terror,  Cassius,  in  your  threats ; 
For  I  am  arm'd  so  strong  in  honesty, 
That  they  pass  by  me,  as  the  idle  wind, 
Which  I  respect  not.     I  did  send  to  you 
For  certain  sums  of  gold,  which  you  denied  me  ; — 
For  I  can  raise  no  money  by  vile  means : 
By  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart, 
And  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas,  than  to  wring 
From  the  hard  hands  of  peasants  their  vile  trash, 
By  any  indirection.     I  did  send 
To  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions, 
Which  you  denied  me  :  AVas  that  done  like  Cassius? 
Should  I  have  answer'd  Caius  Cassius  so  ? 
When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  so  covetous, 
To  lock  such  rascal  counters  from  his  friends, 
Be  ready,  gods,  with  all  your  thunderbolts, 
Dash  him  to  pieces ! 

Cas.  I  denied  you  not. 

Bru.  You  did. 

Cas.  I  did  not : — he  was  but  a  fool, 

That  brought  my  answer  back. — Brutus  hath  riv'd 

my  heart : 
A  friend  should  bear  a  friend's  infirmities, 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 

Bru.  I  do  not,  till  you  practise  them  on  me. 

Cas.  You  love  me  not. 

Bru.  I  do  not  like  your  faults. 
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Thai  carries  anger, as  tin'  Mint  bears  fire; 

Who,  muoh  enforced,  shows  a  bast]  -park, 

Ami  straight  is  cold  again. 

C<is.  Hath  Cassius  li\ 'd 

Tb  be  but  mirth  ami  laughter  to  his  Brutus, 

When  grief, and  blood  ill-temper' d,  rexeth  him? 
Br*,  When  1  spoke  that,  I  was  ill-temper'd  too. 
One.  Do  you  confess  so  much?   Give  me  your 
hand. 

Brit.   Ami  mj  heart  too. 

Om  O  Brutus  !— 

Bru.  What  *s  the  matter  ? 

Cas.  Have  you  not  love  enough  to  bear  with  me, 
When  that  rash  humour,  which  my  mother  gave  me, 
Makes  me  forgetful? 

Bru.  Yes,  Cassius;  and,  henceforth, 

When  you  are  over-earnest  with  your  Brutus, 
lie '11  think  your  mother  chides,  and  Leave  you  so. 

\Noiee  within. 

Poet.  [JFMMn.]  Let  me  go  in  to  see  the  generals; 
There  is  some  grudge  between  them, 'tis  not  meet 
Thev  be  alone. 

Luc.  \_Jflthin.']  You  shall  not  come  to  them. 

Poet.  [Within.']  Nothing  but  death  shall  stay  me. 

Enter  Post.84 

Cas.  How  now  ?  What 's  the  matter  ? 
Poet.    For   shame,  you    generals ;  what   do  you 
mean  r 
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Cot.   I  la!   Pot! 

lim.  She  i-  dead. 

('us.  il. m  peap'd  1  killing,  when  I  croas'd 

':  — 

0  insupportable  and  fconching  loss!— 

[Jpon  what  sickness  ? 

Bru.  Impatient  of  my  al 

And  grief,  that  young  Octaviui  with  Mark  Antony 

Save   made    then-  —for  with   her 

death 
That  tidings  came  ; — With  thi  II  distr 

And,  her  attendant  - 

I    s,   And  died  so  t 

Bru.  Even  so. 

Cue,  0  ye  immortal  gods  ! 

Enter  Lucius,  v:ith  U'ine  an  J  Tapers. 

Brie.   Speak  no  more  of  her. — Give  me  a  bo-; 
wine : — 
In  this  I  bury  all  unkind:  'Drinks. 

Cas.  My  heart  is  thirsty  for  that  noble  pledge  : — 
Fill,  Lucius,  till  the  wine  o'enweU  the  cup: 

1  cann<     drink  too  much  of  Brutus1  D     ike. 

Re-enter  Tm\  roe,    ■  •'  M  sea 
Bru.  Come  in,  Titdnius: — Welcome,  nood  B 
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ACT  IV. 


JULIUS  OESAli. 


SCENE  III. 


Now  sit  we  close  about  this  taper  here. 
And  call  in  question  our  necessities. 
Cas.   Portia,  art  thou  gone  ? 

Bru.  No  more,  I  pray  you. — 

M-  ssala,  I  hare  here  received  letters, 
That  young  Octavius,  and  Mark  Antony, 
Come  down  upon  us  with  a  mighty  power, 
Bending  their  expedition  toward  Philippi. 

Mes.   M\  >elf  have  letters  of  the  self-same  tenour. 
Bru.  With  what  addition? 
Met.  That  by  proscription,  and  bills  of  outlawry, 
Octavius,  Antony,  and  Lepidus, 
Have  put  to  death  an  hundred  senators. 

Bru.  Therein  our  letters  do  not  well  agree ; 
Mine  speak  of  seventy  senators,  that  died 
By  their  proscriptions,  Cicero  being  one. 
Cas.  Cicero  one  ? 

Mes.  Ay,  Cicero  is  dead, 

And  by  that  order  of  proscription. — 
Had  you  your  letters  from  your  wife,  my  lord  ? 
Bru.  No,  Messala. 

Mes.  Nor  nothing  in  your  letters  writ  of  her  ? 
Bru.  Nothing,  Messala. 

Mes.  That,  methinks,  is  strange. 

Bru.  "Why  ask  you  ?  Hear  you  aught  of  her  in 

yours  ? 
Mes.  No,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Now,  as  you  are  a  Roman,  tell  me  true. 
Mes.  Then  like  a  Roman  bear  the  truth  I  tell : 
For  certain  she  is  dead,  and  by  strange  manner. 
Bru.  Why,  farewell,  Portia. — We  must  die,  Mes- 
sala : 
With  meditating  that  she  must  die  once, 
I  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Mes.  Even  so  great  men  great  losses  should  en- 
dure. 
Cas.  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  art  as  you,37 
But  yet  my  nature  could  not  bear  it  so. 

Bru.  Well,  to  our  work  alive.      What  do  you 
think 
Of  marching  to  Philippi  presently  ? 
Cas.  I  do  not  think  it  good. 
Bru.  Your  reason  ? 

Cas.  This  it  is  : 

'Tis  better,  that  the  enemy  seek  us : 
Bo  shall  he  waste  hie  means,  weary  his  soldiers, 
1  toing  himself  offence  ;  w  hilst  we,  Lying  still, 
full  of  rest,  defence  ;md  nimblene 

■ I  reasons  must,  of  force,  give  pla©    bo 

better, 
rple,  'twill   Philippi  and  this  ground, 
I  to  stand  bu1  in  b  fore'd  affection  ; 
For  the  •  on : 
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The  enemy,  marching  along  by  them, 
By  them  shall  make  a  fuller  number  up, 
Come  on  refresh' d,  new-added,  and  encourag'd  ; 
From  which  advantage  shall  we  cut  him  off, 
If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  him  there, 
These  people  at  our  back. 

Cas.  Hear  me,  good  brother. 

Bru.  Under  your  pardon. — Tou  must  note  beside, 
That  we  have  try'd  the  utmost  of  our  friends, 
Our  legions  are  brim-full,  our  cause  is  ripe : 
The  enemy  increaseth  every  day, 
We,  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men, 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune  ; 
Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life 
Is  bound  in  shallows,  and  in  miseries. 
On  such  a  full  sea  are  we  now  afloat ; 
And  we  must  take  the  current  when  it  serves, 
Or  lose  our  ventures. 

Cas.  Then,  with  your  will,  go  on  ; 

We  '11  along  ourselves,  and  meet  them  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  our  talk, 
And  nature  must  obey  necessity  ; 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  rest. 
There  is  no  more  to  say  ? 

Cas.  No  more.     Good  night ; 

Early  to-morrow  will  we  rise,  and  hence. 

Bru.  Lucius,  my  gown.  [Exit  Luc]  Farewell, 
good  Messala ; — 
Good  night,  Titinius  : — Noble,  noble  Cassius, 
Good  night,  and  good  repose. 

Cas.  O  my  dear  brother  ! 

This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  night : 
Never  come  such  division  'tween  our  souls ! 
Let  it  not,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Everything  is  well. 

Cas.  Good  night,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Good  night,  good  brother. 

Tit.  Mes.   Good  night,  lord  Brutus. 

Bru.  Farewell,  every  one. 

[Exeunt  Cas.,  Tit.,  and  Mes. 

Re-enter  Lucius,  with  the  Gown. 

\   Give  me  the  gown.     Where  is  thy  instrument  ? 

Luc.  Here  in  the  tent. 

Bru.  What,  thou  speak'st  drowsiK  P 

Poor  knave,  J  blame  thee  not;  thou  art  o'er-watch'd. 
Call  Claudius,  and  some  other  of  my  men  ; 
1  '11  have  them  sleep  on  cushions  in  my  tent. 

Luc.  Varro,  and  Claudius  ! 

Enter  Vahro  and  Claudius. 

Tar.   Culls  my  lord  ? 
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1  w  ill  noi  hold  thee  long  i  if  I  do  live, 
I  w  ill  be  good  to  i  bee.  |  Music,  and 

This  is  i  sleepy  tune;     0  murd'roui  llumberl 
Laj'si  thou  thy  leaden  mace  upon  dyj  boj 
Thai  pla)  a  thee  music?     Gentle  knave,  good  n ii^ht ; 
1  will  not  do  thee  so  much  wrong  to  wake  thee. 

It' thou  dosl   nod,  thou  break'si   thy  instrument  ; 

I'll  take  it  from  thee:  and,  good  boy,  good  night. 
Lei   me  see,  lei  me  see; — Is  not  the  leaf  turn'd 

down, 
Where  1  left  reading?  Sere  it  is,  T  think. 

[ILc  tit*  down. 

F.ntrr  (he  Ghost  o/C  EBA.B. 

How  ill  this  taper  burns! — Ila !  who  comes  her 
I  think,  it  is  the  weakness  of  mine  e\ 
That  shapes  this  monstrous  apparition. 
ft  comes  upon  me  : — Art  thou  anything  ? 
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/;  ;.,  again,  Loon*.-   \  I    melius! 

PelloW  thou  !    awake. 

Var.  My  Lord. 

Ckm.  My  lord. 

Bru.  Why  did  you  so  cry  out,  sirs,  in ; 

/     \  Clem.  1  > i« I  we,  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  \       \  any  thn 

1'ar.  No,  my  lord,  I  saw  notfa 

Chill.  \         1.  "'1. 

Bru.    Go,   and  commend   me   * 

I 
Bid  him  set  on  his  powers  betimes  1 
And  we  will  follow. 

Var.  Clau.  It  shall  be  done,  my  lord. 

unt. 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  I.— The  plains  o/Philippi. 

Enter  OCTAYIUS,    Lntojtt,  and  their  Army. 

Oct.  Now,  Antony,  our  hopes  are  auswer'd : 
You  said,  the  enemy  would  not  come  down, 
But  keep  the  hills  and  upper  regions  ; 


It  proves  not  so :  their  battle*  are  at  hs  i 
They  mean  to  warn  us  at  Philippi  her 
DBwering  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 
A    '.  Tut.  I  am  in  their  bosoms,  and  I  k 
Wherefore  they  do  it :  they  eould  be  cent- 
;  To  visit  other  places ;  and  come  down 
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ACT   V. 


JULIUS  C.ESAK, 


SCENE  I. 


With  fearful  bravery,41  thinking,  by  this  face, 

To  fasten  in  our  thoughts  that  they  have  courage; 
But  'tis  not  so. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

J/'  Prepare  you,  generals  : 

The  enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  show ; 
Their  bloody  sign  of  battle  is  hung  out, 
And  something  to  be  done  immediately. 

Ant.  Octavius,  lead  your  battle  softly  on, 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  the  even  field. 

Oct.  Upon  the  right  hand  I,  keep  thou  the  left. 

Ant.  Why  do  you  cross  me  in  this  exigent  ? 

Oct.  I  do  not  cross  you;  but  I  will  do  so.42 

[March. 

Drum.     Enter  Brutus,  Cassius,  and  their  Army ; 
Lucilius.  Titintus,  Messala,  and  Others. 

Brit.  They  stand,  and  would  have  parley. 

Cos.  Stand  fast,  Titinius  ;  We  must  out  and  talk. 

Oct.  Mark  Antony,  shall  we  give  sign  of  battle  ? 

Ant.  No,  Caesar,  we  will  answer  on  their  charge. 
Make  forth,  the  generals  would  have  some  words. 

Oct.  Stir  not  until  the  signal. 

Bru.  Words  before  blows :  Is  it  so,  countrymen? 

Oct.  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  do. 

JBru.  Good  words  are  better  than  bad  strokes, 
Octavius. 

Ant.  In  your  bad  strokes,  Brutus,  you  give  good 
words : 
Witness  the  hole  you  made  in  Caesar's  heart, 
Crying,  "  Long  live  !  hail,  Caesar  !" 

Cas.  Antony, 

The  posture  of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown ; 
But  for  your  words,  they  rob  the  Hybla  bees, 
Aud  leave  them  honeyless. 

Ant.  Not  stingless  too. 

Bru.  O,  yes,  and  soundless  too : 
For  you  have  stol'n  their  buzzing,  Antony, 
And,  very  wisely,  threat  before  you  sting. 

Ant.    Villains,  you  did  not  so,  when  your  vile 
daggers 
1 1  ack'd  one  another  in  the  sides  of  Caesar : 
You  show'd  your  teeth  like  apes,  and  fawn'd  like 

hounds, 
And  bow'd  like  bondmen, kissing  Caesar's  feet; 
Whilst  damned  Casca,  like  a  cur,  behind, 
Struck  Cajsar  on  the  neck.     0  flatterers! 

Cas.  Flatterers! — Now,  Brutus,  thank  yourself: 

This  tongue  had  not  offended  bo  to-day, 
If  Caasiua  might  hare  rul'd. 

Oct,  Gome,  come,  the  cause:  If  arguing  make 
us  iweat, 


The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops. 

Look ; 

I  draw  a  sword  against  conspirators : 

When  think  you  that  the  sword  goes  up  again  ? — 

Never,  till  Caesar's  three  and  twenty  wounds15 

Be  well  aveng'd  ;  or  till  another  Caesar 

Have  added  slaughter  to  the  sword  of  traitors. 

JBru.  Caesar,  thou  canst  not  die  by  traitors, 
Unless  thou  bring' st  them  with  thee. 

Oct.  So  I  hope ; 

I  was  not  born  to  die  on  Brutus'  sword. 

Bru.  O,  if  thou  wert  the  noblest  of  thy  strain, 
Young  man,  thou  could'st  not  die  more  honourable. 

Cas.    A   peevish   schoolboy,    worthless    of  such 
honour, 
Join'd  with  a  masker  and  a  reveller. 

Ant.  Old  Cassius  still ! 

Oct.  Come,  Antony;  away. — 

Defiance,  traitors,  hurl  we  in  your  teeth  : 
If  you  dare  fight  to-day,  come  to  the  field ; 
If  not,  when  you  have  stomachs. 

[Exeunt  Oct.,  Ant.,  and  their  Army. 

Cas.  Why  now,  blow,  wind ;  swell,  billow ;   and 
swim,  bark ! 
The  storm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard. 

Bru.  Ho  ! 
Lucilius  ;  hark,  a  word  with  you. 

Luc.  My  lord. 

[Bru.  and  Luc.  converse  apart. 

Cas.  Messala, — 

Mes.  What  says  my  general  ? 

Cas.  Messala, 

This  is  my  birth-day  j44  as  this  very  day 
Was    Cassius   born.      Give   me    thy   hand, 

sala : 
Be  thou  my  witness,  that,  against  my  will, 
As  Pompey  was,  am  I  compelled  to  set 
Upon  one  battle  all  our  liberties. 
You  know,  that  I  held  Epicurus  strong, 
And  his  opinion :  now  I  change  my  mind, 
And  partly  credit  things  that  do  presage. 
Coming  from  Sardis,  on  our  former  ensign45 
Two  mighty  eagles  fell ;  and  there  they  perch'd, 
Gorging  and  feeding  from  our  soldiers'  hands  ; 
Who  to  Philippi  here  consorted  us  ; 
This  morning  are  they  fled  away,  and  gone; 
And  in  their  steads,  do  ravens,  crows,  and  kites, 
Fly  o'er  our  heads,  and  downward  look  on  us, 
As  we  were  sickly  prey  ;  their  shadows  seem 
A  canopy  most  fatal,  under  which, 
Our  army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  ghost. 

Mies.   Believe  not  so. 

Cas.  I  but  believe  it  partly  ; 


Mes- 
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I  'or  foar  of  u  hal  might  fall,    o  to  prei  en1 
The  time  of  life :     nrming  mj  lelf  with  patieni 
To  stay  the  providenoc  ol     >me  high  pow< 
Thai  goi  era  us  below, 

( 'at.  Then,  if  n  e  Iom  i  In  i  bal  t  le, 

You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Thorough  the  streets  of  Borne  ? 

/>/•/.'.   V>.  Oeesius,   no:   think   not,  thou   noble 
Roman, 
Thai  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome: 
Ho  bean  too  greal  ;i  mind.     But  this  same  day 
Must  end  that  work,  the  idee  of  March  begun;*' 
And  whether  we  shall  meel  again,  I  Know  not, 
Therefore  our  everlasting  farewell  take: — 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Caserns! 
[fwe  do  meet  again,  why  we  shall  smile; 
It' not,  why  then  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Cm.  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Brutus! 
If  wo  do  meet  again,  we'll  Bmile  indeed; 
If  not,  'tis  true,  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Bru.  Why  shell,  lead  on. — O,  that  a  man  might 
know 
The  end  of  this  day's  business,  ere  it  come  ! 
But  it  suffieeth,  thai  the  day  will  end, 
And  then  the  end  is  known. — Come,  ho!  away  ! 

/.'  flint. 

SCENE  II.— The  same.     The  Field  of  Battle. 

Alarum.     Enter  Beutus  and  Messai  \. 

Bru.  Bide,  ride,  Messala,  ride,  and  give  these 
bfflfi 

Unto  the  legions  on  the  other  side  :    [Loud  Alarum. 
Let  them  set  on  at  once  ;  for  I  perceive 
But  cold  demeanour  in  Octavius'  wing, 
And  sudden  push  gives  them  the  overthrow-. 
l\ide,  ride,  Messala:  let  them  all  come  down. 

[Exeunt. 
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Till  he  have  broughl  th<  e  up  t  p§, 

And  here  again  ;   that   1   m:i\   n-«t   assur'd, 

Wnether  yond'  tn  friend  i  ny. 

Tit.  1  will  be  here  again,  even  with  a  thought. 

/ 
(    r.  Go,  Pindarus,  get  higher  on  that  hill; 
My  sight  wa.-  ever  thick  ;  regard  Titini  . 
\ :.  1  till  me  what  thou  not'st  about  I 

Par. 

This  day  I  breathed  first  :   time  is  <•-  :id, 

And  where  1  did  begin,  there  I  shall  end; 
My  lite  is  run  his  compass. — Sirrah,  what  n« 

Bin.  [Above.]   0  my  lord  ! 

Cm.  What  ne 

Bin.  Titinius  is 
Enclosed  round  about  with  horsemen,  that 
Make  to  him  on  the  spur; — j  •  -purs  on. — 

Now  they  are  almost  on  him  :  now.  Titinius  ! — 
Now  some  'light  : — O,  he  lights  too  : — he  's  ta'en  ; 
— and,  hark!  See**. 

They  shout  for  joy. 

Cfa».  Come  down,  behold  no  more. — 

O,  coward  that  I  am,  to  live  so  lo:  _. 
To  see  my  best  friend  ta'en  before  my  fa 

Enter  Pixdarus. 

Come  hither,  sirrah  : 

In  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  prisoner 

And  then  I  swore  thee,  savins  of  thv  life, 

■ 
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Thai  whatsoever  I  did  bid  thee  do, 

Thou  should'st  attempt  it.     Come  now,  keep  thine 

oath  ! 
Now  ho  a  freeman  ;  and,  with  this  uood  sword. 
That    ran    through    Caesar's    bowels,    search     this 

bosom. 
Stand  not  to  answer  :   Hero,  lake  thou  the  hilts  ; 
And,  when  my  face  is  cover'd,  as  'tis  now, 
Guide  thou  the  sword. — Caesar,  thou  art  reveng'd, 
Even  with  the  sword  that  kill'd  thee.  [Dies. 

Bin.  So,  I  am  free ;  yet  would  not  so  have  been, 
Durst  I  have  done  mv  will.     O  Cassius ! 
Far  from  this  country  Pindarus  shall  run, 
"Where  never  Roman  shall  take  note  of  him.  [Exit. 

Re-enter  Titlnlus,  with  Messala. 

Mes.  It  is  but  change,  Titinius ;  for  Octavius 
Is  overthrown  by  noble  Brutus'  power, 
As  Cassius'  legions  are  by  Antony. 

Tit.  These  tidings  will  well  comfort  Cassius. 

Mes.  "Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Tit.  All  disconsolate, 

With  Pindarus  his  bondman,  on  this  hill. 

Mes.  Is  not  that  he,  that  lies  upon  the  ground  ? 

Tit.  He  lies  not  like  the  living.     O  my  heart ! 

Mes.  Is  not  that  he  ? 

7/7.  No,  this  was  he,  Messala, 

But  Cassius  is  no  more. — 0  setting  sun ! 
As  in  thy  red  rays  thou  dost  sink  to  night, 
So  in  his  red  blood  Cassius'  day  is  set ; 
The  sun  of  Rome  is  set !  Our  day  is  gone ; 
Clouds,   dews,   and  dangers  come ;  our  deeds  are 

done! 
Mistrust  of  my  success  hath  done  this  deed. 

Mes.  Mistrust  of  good  success  hath  done  this 
deed. 
O  hateful  error,  melancholy's  child ! 
Why  dost  thou  show  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 
The  things  that  are  not  ?  O  error,  soon  conceiv'd, 
Thou  never  corn'st  unto  a  happy  birth, 
But  kill'st  the  mother  that  engender'd  thee. 

Tit.  What,  Pindarus  ?    "Where  art  thou,  Pinda- 
rus ? 

Mes.  Seek  him,  Titinius :  whilst  I  go  to  meet 
The  noble  Brutus,  thrusting  this  report 
Tnto  his  oars:  I  may  say,  thrusting  it; 
For  piercing  steel,  and  (huts  envenomed, 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus, 
tidings  of  this  sight. 

Tit.  1 1  i<'  you,  Messala, 

And  I  will  seek  for  Pindarus  the  while.  [JEM  Mes. 
Why  didfi  thou  send  me  forth,  brave  Cassius? 

Did  1  not  meet  thy  friends?  and  did  not  they 
860 


Put  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  victory, 

And  bid  me  give  't  thee  ?  Didst  thou  not  hear  their 

shouts  ? 
Alas,  thou  hast  misconstrued  every  thing. 
But  hold  thee,  take  this  garland  on  thy  brow ; 
Thy  Brutus  bid  me  give  it  thee,  and  I 
Will  do  his  bidding. — Brutus,  come  apace, 
And  see  how  I  regarded  Caius  Cassius. — 
By  your  leave,  gods : — This  is  a  Roman's  part : 
Come,  Cassius'  sword,  and  find  Titinius'  heart. 

[Dies. 

Alarum.     Re-enter  Messala,  with  Brutus,  young 
Cato,  Strato,  Volumnius,  and  Lucilius. 

JBru.    Where,  where,   Messala,    doth   his    body 
lie? 

Mes.  Lo,  yonder  ;  and  Titinius  mourning  it. 

Bru.  Titinius'  face  is  upward. 

Cato.  He  is  slain. 

Bru.  O  Julius  Caesar,  thou  art  mighty  yet ! 
Thy  spirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our  swords 
In  our  own  proper  entrails.  [Low  Alarums. 

Cato.  Brave  Titinius ! 

Look,  whe'r  he  have  not  crown' d  dead  Cassius  ! 

Bru.  Are  yet  two  Romans  living  such  as  these  ? — 
The  last  of  all  the  Romans,  fare  thee  well ! 
It  is  impossible,  that  ever  Rome 
Should  breed  thy  fellow. — Friends,  I   owe   more 

tears 
To  this  dead  man,  than  you  shall  see  me  pay. — 
I  shall  find  time,  Cassius,  I  shall  find  time. — 
Come,  therefore,  and  to  Thassos  send  his  body ; 
His  funerals  shall  not  be  in  our  camp, 
Lest  it  discomfort  us. — Lucilius,  come ; — 
And  come,  young  Cato  ;  let  us  to  the  field. — 
Labeo,  and  Flavius,  set  our  battles  on : — 
'Tis  three  o'clock ;  and,  Romans,  yet  ere  night 
We  shall  try  our  fortune  in  a  second  fight. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  TV.— Another  Bart  of  the  Field. 

Alarum.    Enter  fighting,  Soldiers  of  both  Armies ; 
then  Brutus,  Cato,  Lucilius,  and  Others. 

Bru.  Tet,    countrymen,    O,   yet   hold  up  your 

heads ! 
Cato.  What  bastard  doth  not  ?    Who  will   go 
with  me  ? 
1  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  field: — 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho ! 
A  foe  to  tyrants,  and  my  country's  friend  ; 
1  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho  ! 

[Charges  the  Enemy . 
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2nd  Skid,    Boon,  bo  I   Veil    Intony,   Bitot  . 
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itt  So/(/.   I'll  tell  i Ik-  news,     II 
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Enter  Lirroirr. 

Brutus  is  i  a'en,  Brutus  is  ba'cn,  nay  lord. 

/  ■/.    Where  is  hi 

Luc.  Safe,   \  ntonj  ;    Brul  u  enough  : 

I  d;iiv  assure  t  bee,  thai  do  enemi 
shall  erer  take  alive  the  uoble  Brutu 
The  gods  defend  him  from  so  great  ■  shame  ! 
Wheu  you  do  find  him,  or  alive,  or  dead, 
He  will  be  found  like  Brutus,  like  himself, 

Ant.  This  is  not    Brutus,  friend :  but,   I   af 
3  mi, 
A  prize  no  less  in  worth  :  keep  this  man  safe, 

(Jive  him  all  kindness:    1   had  rather  have 

Such  men  my  friends,  than  enemies.     (In  on, 

And  see  whe'r  Brutus  be  alive,  or  dead: 

And  bring  us  word,  unto  Octavius1  tent, 

Jlow  every  thing  is  chanc'd.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  V.— Another  Part  of  the  Field. 

Enter  Brutus,  D.vkdvmi  s  Ci.irrs,  Strato, 
and  VoLUlonuS. 

Bru.   Conic,  poor  remains  of  friends,  rest  on  this 

rock. 
Cli.   Statilius  show'd  the  torch-light  ;50  but,  my 
lord, 
He  came  not  back  ;  he  is  or  ta'en,  or  slain. 

Bru.    Sit    thee    down,    Clitus :     Slaying   is  the 
word  ; 
It  is  a  deed  in  fashion.     Hark  thee,  Clitus. — 

[Tf'hispering. 
Cli.  What,  I,  my  lord  ?  Xo,  not  for  all  the  world. 
Bru,  I'eaee  then,  no  words. 
Cii..  I  '11  rather  kill  myself. 

Bru.  Hark  thee,  Dardanius !       [Whisper*  kirn. 
t.  3   a. 
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Bru,  Farewell   to    yon  ; — an 

Volumnius. — 

Strato,  thou  hast  been  all  this  while  .. 

Parewell  to  th<  I 

M  3  heart  doth  joy,  th  in  all  my  li 

I  found  no  man,  but  h 

I  shall  have  glory  by  this  losing  day, 

More  than  Octavius,  and  Ma:  iv, 

By  this  vile  conquest  shall  attain  ui.- 

x  >U  well  at  once;   tor  Brut.. 

Hath  almost  ended  his  life's  history: 

Night  hangs  upon  min  :  my  bones  would  n 

That  have  but  Labour'd  to  attain  this  hour. 

[Alarum.      Cry  within  ;   Fly,  fly, 
Cli.  Fly,  my  lord.  fly. 

Bru.  Hence  ;  I  will  follow  thee. 

runt  Cli..  D^i. 
I  pr'ythee,  Strato,  stay  thou  by  thy  lord  : 
Thou  art  a  fellow  oi'  a  good  reepc 
Thy  life  hath  had  some  Bmatch  of  honour  in  it: 
Hold  then  my  sword,  and  turn  away  thy 
"While  I  do  run  upon  it.     Wilt  thou.  Strai     .- 
Stra.  Give  me  your  hand  first :   Fare  you  well, 

my  lord. 
Bru.  Farewell,  good  Strato. — Ca?sar.  now  be  still : 
I  kill'd  not  thee  with  half  so  good  a  will. 

LJIe  runs  on  his  Sword,  and  dies. 
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Alarum.      Betrcat.      Enter-   Octayius,    Antony, 
Messala,  Lucilius,  and  their  Army. 

Oct.  What  man  is  that  ? 

Mes.  jNI \-  master's  man. — Strato,  where  is  thy 
master  ? 

Stra.  Tree  from  the  bondage  you  are  in,  Messala ; 
The  conquerors  can  but  make  a  fire  of  him ; 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  himself, 
And  no  man  else  hath  honour  by  his  death. 

Luc.  So  Brutus  should  be  found. — I  thank  thee, 
Brutus, 
That  thou  hast  prov'd  Lucilius'  saying  true. 

Oct.  All  that  serv'd  Brutus,  I  will  entertain  them. 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  bestow  thy  time  with  me  ? 

Stra.  Ay,  if  Messala  will  prefer  me  to  you. 

Oct.  Do  so,  Messala. 

Mes.  How  died  my  master,  Strato  ? 


Stra.  I  held  the  sword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 

Mes.  Octavius,  then  take  him  to  follow  thee, 
That  did  the  latest  service  to  my  master. 

Ant.  This  was  the  noblest  Eoman  of  them  all : 
All  the  conspirators,  save  only  he, 
Did  that  they  did  in  envy  of  great  Caesar ; 
He,  only,  in  a  general  honest  thought, 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
His  life  was  gentle  ;  and  the  elements 
So  mix'd  in  him,  that  Nature  might  stand  up, 
And  say  to  all  the  world,  "  This  was  a  man !" 

Oct.  According  to  his  virtue  let  us  use  him, 
"With  all  respect,  and  rites  of  burial. 
Within  my  tent  his  bones  to-night  shall  lie, 
Most  like  a  soldier,  order' d  honourably. — 
So,  call  the  field  to  rest :  and  let's  away, 
To  part  the  glories  of  this  happy  day. 

[Exeunt. 
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pull.  I 

Shaksporo  rollowed   Plutarch  in  oalling  Ihil  i 
Deciua,  but  hit  propel  name  wai  Dccimtt    Brutu 
Appian  and  Suetonius.     Deoimui  Brutus  was  the  d 
oheriihed  bj  I  of  all  his  friends,  while  Marcua  k 

aloof,  ami  declined  io  large  ■  ihare  of  hii  favours  and 
honouri  ai  the  other  had  constantly  accepted  ;  being 
■uspicioua  «>t"  the  tendency  of  Cassar'a  ambitioni  and 
ulsn  remembering  that  h<>  had  fought  with  Pompey 
against  Csssar  at  the  battle  of  Pharsalia. 

3  Stand  you  directly  in  Antonio**  temp 

Winn  In'  doth  run  kit  court*. 

Tins  passage  alludes  to  a  singular  superstition  which 
is  explained  in  the  following  passage  from  Plutarch'a 
J.i/r  of  Cmwar :  "In  the  LupercaUOf  which]  according 
to  most  writers,  is  an  ancient  pastoral  feast,  and  which 
anawera  in  man)   respecta  to  the   Lycaa  amongal  the 

Arcadians;    young    men  of  noble   families,  and    indeed 

many  of  the  magistrates,  ran  about  the  streets  naked, 
ami.  by  'way  of  diversion,  strike  all  they  meet  with 
leathern  thongs  with  the  hair  Upon  them.  Numbers  of 
women  oi  the  first  quality  put  themselves  in  their  way, 

and  presented  their  hands  for  stripes  (as  scholars  do  to 
a  master),  being  persuaded  that  the  pregnant  gain  an 
easy  delivery  by  it,  and  that  the  barren  are  enabled  to 
conceive." 

4  Brutus,  I  do  observe  you  now  of  late. 

Mr.   Steevens,  with  his  usual  ingenuity,  proposes  to 
omit  the   words  you  now,  which  as  they  encumber  the 
metre,    he    suspects    of    being    an    interpolation.      The 
measure  would  then  become  regular,  thus  : — 
I'll  leave  you. 

Brutus,  I  do  observe  of  late. 

5  I  have  much  mistook  your  passion. 

Passion  is  here  used  to  imply  mental  disturbance, 
commotion  of  the  mind.  The  meaning  is — I  have  mis- 
understood the  disturbed  state  of  your  feelings. 

6  There  was  a  Brutus  once. 

He  alludes  to  the  ancestor  of  Brutus,  Lucius  Junius, 


and 

I 

•villi  h     ll 

him 

chili 

1 
devil  ;     Mr.  lCnt 

ling    (which   if  an    <  rr-.i 

'hi.  |    t! 
Junius    BratUS    Would  as    l< 
perpetual  dominion  of  I 
ment  of  ■  kill 

f    L<  t  nir  // 

BUth-headk  <l  rm  n. 

I  close  ol  of  men. 

Plutarch,  actually  made  this  obft  u  ( 

had  some  suspicion   of  him    I 
one  day  to  his  friends,  'What  think  you  oi  Cmmim     i 

do  not  like  his  pale  look-.'     Another  time,  when  Antony 
and  Dolabella  were  accused  of  som< 
person   and    government,    he    said,    '  I   have    no   aj»; 
hensions  from  those  fat  and  sleek  men  ;  I  rather  fear  the 
pale  and  lean  ones,'  meaning  Brutus  and  ( 

9  An  I  had  been  a  man  of  any  occupat 

That  is,  had  he  been  a  mechanic,  one  of  the  common 
people. 

10  Brouyht  you  Casar  home  t 
That  is,  did  you  attend  him  home  ? 

11   Sir,  'tis  your  brother  CbwHW. 
Cassius  had  married  Junia,  the  sister  of  Brutus. 
13  For  if  thou  path  thy  native  semblance  on. 
Dr.  Johnson  endeavours  to  explain  this  line,  by  saying, 
to  path  thy  native  semblance,  is    to  walk  in  thy  true 
form;   but  this  is  not  very  satisfactory ;   should  it  not 
read  put  instead  of^jtfM. 

13  Xo,  not  an  oath  :  If  not  the  face  of  men. 

Face  is  probably  a  misprint  for  faith.  The  sense  is 
then  clear;  if  an  honourable  sense  of  fidelity  will  not 
bind  men.  oaths  also  will  be  without  effect 
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M  I'M  each  man  drop  by  lottery. 

That  is,  by  chance.  Mr.  SteeveDfl  says,  "  perhaps  the 
poet  alluded  to  the  custom  of  decimation,  i.e.,  the  selec- 
tion by  lot  of  every  tenth  soldier,  in  a  general  mutiny 
for  punishment." 

15  Let's  carve  him  as  a  dish  Jit  for  the  gods. 
Not  Jicw  him  as  a  carcase  Jit  for  hounds. 

The  character  of  Brutus  is  beautifully  indicated  in 
this  passage  :  his  love  of  the  republican  form  of  govern- 
ment made  him  think  the  death  of  Caesar  necessary ; 
still  he  Mould  have  him  slain  without  cruelty.  But  his 
humane  intentions  were  not  carried  into  effect.  Caesar 
was  not  despatched  by  one  or  two  well-directed  blows, 
but  cruelly  mangled  by  the  conspirators,  and  did  not 
fall  until  he  had  received  three-and-twenty  wounds. 
Indeed,  such  was  the  eagerness  of  his  assailants,  that 
many  of  them  wounded  each  other  in  striking  at  him ; 
and,  in  the  confusion,  Brutus  added  to  his  torture,  by 
stabbing  Caesar  in  the  groin. 

16  i"  charm  yon,  by  my  once-commended  beauty. 
Pope  and  Sir  T.  Hanmer  read — charge  you. 

17  All  the  charactery  of  my  sad  brows. 

That  is,  all  that  is  charactered  on  my  countenance. 
I  will  explain  the  causes  of  the  thoughtful  and  per- 
plexed appearance  of  my  face. 

18 Brutus  hath  a  suit 

That  Ccesar  will  not  grant. 

Portia,  fearing  that  the  boy  Lucius  has  observed 
her  anxiety,  addresses  these  words  to  him  to  divert  his 
suspicion  from  the  real  cause  of  her  perturbation. 

19  Cassius  or  Camr  never  shall  turn  back. 

Mr.  Malone  would  read  on  for  or;  as,  if  the  con- 
spiracy was  discovered,  it  would  be  out  of  the  power  of 
Cassius  to  prevent  the  return  of  Caesar ;  to  prevent  his 
own  turning  back,  by  an  act  of  self-destruction,  would 
be  all  that  was  left  to  him.  Mr.  Ritson,  however,  con- 
siders the  text  to  be  correct ;  and  says,  Cassius  means, 
if  we  are  discovered,  and  cannot  kill  Caesar,  I  will  slay 
myself.  The  conspirators  were  resolute  men,  and  they 
entirely  surrounded  Caesar's  person ;  and  even  had  they 
been  betrayed,  might,  in  the  confusion,  have  had  an 
opportunity  to  despatch  the  tyrant 

20  He  is  addressed,  i.e.  he  is  ready. 

11  And  men  are  flesh  and  blood,  and  apprehensive. 

Apprehensive  does  not  here  imply  fearful,  but  intel- 
lectual. Caesar  means,  men  are  made  of  flesh  and  blood, 
and  endowed  with  intellect,  as  he  is ;  but  they  are  not, 
like  him,  unassailable  by  argument,  and  ever  constant  to 

his  own  purposes. 

♦ 

22   Unshak'd  of  motion,  i.e.  unmoved  by  solicitation. 

23  And  crims:,,,\l  in  tliy  l$th§, 
Mr.  Steevcns  says,  that  Idhe  is  used  by  many  of  the 


old  translators  of  novels  for  death,  as  well  as  in  its  ordi- 
nary acceptation  of  forgetfulness. 

24  Brutus,  a  word  with  you. 

With  you  is  an  apparent  interpolation,  and  disorders 
the  metre  ;  if  omitted,  the  sense  and  measure  are  both 
perfect. 

25  A  curse  shall  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men. 

This  line  is  not  very  intelligible ;  and  most  of  the 
editors  have  tried  their  hands  at  emendation.  The 
most  specious  reading  is  that  proposed  by  Dr.  Johnson, 
who  would  substitute — these  lymms  of  men,  i.e.  these 
bloodhounds  of  men. 

x   Cry  havoc Jc. 

According  to  Sir  W.  Blackstone,  in  the  military  ope- 
rations of  ancient  times,  the  word  havoc  was  shouted  as 
a  signal  for  general  slaughter,  when  it  was  intended 
that  no  quarter  should  be  given. 

27  Here  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome, 
No  Rome  of  safety  for  Octavius  yet. 

Here,  and  in  another  passage,  (act  1,  sc.  2,)  Shaks- 
pere  has  exhibited  his  pronunciation  of  the  word  Rome, 
and  quibbled  upon  the  similarity  of  the  sound  to  room. 
Mr.  Steevens  observes,  he  is  at  least  countenanced  in 
this  by  the  example  of  other  authors.  Thus  Heywood, 
in  his  Rape  of  Lucrece,  1638  :  — 

You  shall  have  my  room, 


My  Rome  indeed,  for  what  I  seem  to  be, 
Brutus  is  not,  but  born  great  Rome  to  free. 

28  Romans,  countrymen,  and  lovers  ! 

Dr.  Warburton  says,  that  "  this  speech  of  Brutus'  is 
wrote  in  imitation  of  his  famed  laconic  brevity,  and 
is  very  fine  in  its  kind ;  but  no  more  like  that  brevity, 
than  his  times  were  like  Brutus's.  The  ancient  laconic 
brevity  was  simple,  natural,  and  easy ;  this  is  quaint, 
artificial,  jingling,  and  abounding  with  forced  antitheses. 
In  a  word,  a  brevity,  that  for  its  false  eloquence  would 
have  suited  any  character,  and  for  its  good  sense,  would 
have  become  the  greatest  of  our  author's  time ;  but  yet 
is  a  style  of  declaming,  that  fits  as  ill  upon  Brutus  as 
our  author's  trowsers  or  collar-band  would  have  done." 
This  artificial  jingle  of  short  sentences  was  much  in 
fashion  amongst  the  orators  of  Shakspere's  own  age. 


29   Which  all  the  while  ran  blood. 


This  passage  is  not  intended  to  imply  that  the  statue 
of  Pompey  shed  blood  in  miraculous  sympathy  with 
Caesar,  as  Pompey  was  his  bitter  enemy,  but  that  the 
blood  of  Caesar  spurted  out  upon  the  statue,  and  trickled 
down  it.  Plutarch  says — "  Either  by  accident,  or  pushed 
thither  by  the  conspirators,  he  expired  on  the  pedestal 
of  Pompcy's  statue,  and  dyed  it  with  his  blood ;  so  that 
Pompey  seemed  to  preside  over  the  work  of  vengeance, 
to  tread  his  enemy  under  his  feet,  and  to  enjoy  his 
agonies." 


i>jri.ji     i 


m**  mum****  <  - 


Hi  ■  /•<  M 

On  tl  i 
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rtd  the    I  \'"  i        I  i"    old  I  wM  b 

Shalv  ip<  p  boj  rowed  hi    mnt< 
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|;,,wr  nt nl  Pope   have  Im.iIi   in.uk.  (1  tin- 
be  ..i  Rome,  but  the  old  oopiee  laj  nothing  <-i  th< 

•in. I    those    who    will    consult    riutan  I    '■•ny 

Mill  timi  thiit  th.\  ni.-t  on  a  email  island  in  tkv 

,;,,t  I.,,  i,, ,,ii  Bologne.     Bhekepere  being  familiar  with 

l'lutnn  h'*    w  i.i  k.    was    doub;  .|uuin1ril    with    thil 

Qireumstanoe,  though  be  lias  not  particularised  it. 

33   A  bum  n  sj>ii  ili  tl  f'tllotr  ;   OHi 

On  nlij, eU,  artt,  and  itnitatx 

Theobald  tnyi  '  Tie  hard  to  oonoeive  whj  be  should 
ba  called  a  oWrtn-tjwrderf  ftilou  that  oould  feed  either 
on  oojecli  or  art*;  that  La,  ai  1  presume,  form  bis  id 
unil  judgment  upon  themi  sloJe  and  obtolit*  imitation, 
indeed,  fixes  moh  |  pharaotar.  I  am  persuaded,  to 
make  the  poet  consonant  to  himself,  we  must  raacV-r 
On  ah/ict  art$\  La.,  on  the  lerape  and  fragment!  of 
thingi  rejeoted  and  despised  by  others," 

33 Do  not  talk  of  him 

lhit  as  a  property. 

That  is,  but  as  an  agent   of  our  will,  a  thing  entirely 

at  our  disposal. 

34  Alter  rv,  t. 

This  incident  Shakspere  found  in  Plutarch,  but  the 
intruder  is  there  mentioned  as  a  cynic,  not  as  a  poet. 
'•  Favonius.  an  imitator  of  Cato,  but  rather  an  enthu- 
siast than  rational  in  his  philosophy,  attempted  to  enter. 
The  servants  in  waiting  endeavoured  to  prevent  him, 
but  it  was  not  easy  to  stop  the  impetuous  Favonius. 
He  was  violent  in  his  whole  conduct,  and  valued  himself 
loss  on  his  dignity  as  a  senator,  than  on  a  kind  of  cyni- 
cal freedom  in  saying  everything  he  pleased ;  nor  was 
this  unentertai'ning  to  those  who  could  bear  with  his 
impertinence.  However,  he  broke  through  the  door, 
and  entered  the  apartment,  pronouncing  in  a  theatrical 
tone,  what  Nestor  says  in  Homer: — 

Yewag  men  be  ruled — I  'm  older  than  you  both. 

CasshlS  laughed ;  but  Brutus  thrust  him  out,  telling  him 
that  he  pretended  to  be  a  cynic,  but  was  in  reality  a 
dog." 

35  And  her  attendants  absent,  swallow' djlre. 

Portia  is  reported  by  Pliny  to  have  died  in  conse- 
quence of  a  lingering  illness,  and  not  to  have  destroyed 
T.  3  A  2 
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17        /     lilll   >      •! 

*  /  m  'hy  Itathn  w 

*    i  hull  I**  the*  agu 

■ 
deserted  hie  PI  '»y  that 

gho  ired  to  Brutus,  but  a  viescsi 

..wo  i  \ il  genius     1  ■'••    I 

\isi(,n  in  Plutarch'l    [  '  -*ve  a  \> 

still  riking   I  *r  waa 

displeasing  |  appearc 

Ilrutus.     XI  thin:      Hrutun   wiw  on   the 

point  of  tra:  po- 

t  ;  and  the  nigi  I 
rding  to  custom,  and  in  deep  thought  I 
what   might  be  :  I  of  the  war;  for   it   wan  natural 

for  him  ■   great    part    oi  md  no  general  | 

W 'ith  all  his  senses  about  bim, 
he  heard  a   I  "  the  door   of  nil   tent,  and   looking 

towards  the  light,  which  now  burned  very  low,  he  saw  a 
terrible  apj>earance  in  the  human  form,  but  of  prodigious 
;re,  and  the  most  hideous  aspect.  At  6rst  he  was 
struck  w  ith  astonishment ;  but  when  he  saw  it  nei* 
did  nor  spoke  anything  to  him,  but  StO 
his  bed,  he  asked  it  '  Who  it  was  ?'  The  spectre  an- 
swered, 'I  am  thy  evil  genius,  Brutus;  thou  shalt  see 
me  at  PhilippL'  Brutus  answered  boldly,  'I'll  meet 
thee  there,'  and  the  spectre  immediate  :«ed.M 

40   They  mean  to  warn  us  at  Philippi  here. 

Steevens  says  that  Shakspere  uses  the  word  warn, 
in  the  sense  of  summon  ;  but  I  am  inclined  to  think  we 
should  here  read,  warm  ;  give  us  battle,  warm  us  with 
the  heat  of  action. 

41   With  fearful  bravery. 

In  this  passage,  fearful,  does  not  signify  timid,  but 
desperate. 

42  /  do  not  cross  you  ;  bid  I  will  do  so. 

That  is,  I  do  not  this  to  cross  or  anger  you,  but 
because  I  am  resolved  to  do  it ;  and  I  will.  All  the 
future  quarrels  of  Augustus  and  Antony  are  shadowed 
forth  in  this  abrupt  answer. 

13  Never  till  C&sar's  three-and-iwenty  tcounds. 
The    old   copy  has,   thrt-e-uwl-thirty,   which,    on    the 
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joint  authorities  of  Appian,  Plutarch,  and  Suetonius,  j 
Mr.  Theobald  altered  as  in  the  text 

44   This  is  my  birth-day,  $c. 

Our  poet  was  largely  indebted  to  Plutarch  for  both 
the  incidents  and  language  of  this  tragedy;  the  reader 
can  compare  this  speech  of  Cassius  with  the  following 
from  the  Life  of  Brutus. — "  Messala  says  that  Cassius 
supped  in  private  with  some  of  his  most  intimate 
friends  ;  and  that,  contrary  to  his  usual  manner,  he  was  j 
pensive  and  silent.  He  adds,  that  after  supper,  he 
took  him  by  the  hand,  and  pressing  it  close,  as  he  com- 
monly did,  in  token  of  his  friendship,  he  said  in  Greek, 
•  Bear  witness  Messala,  that  I  am  reduced  to  the  same 
necessity  with  Pompey  the  Great,  of  hazarding  the 
liberty  of  my  country  on  one  battle.  Yet  I  have  con- 
fidence in  our  good  fortune,  on  which  we  ought  still 
to  rely,  though  the  measures  we  are  resolved  upon  are 
indiscreet.'  These,  Messala  tells  us,  were  the  last  words 
that  Cassius  6poke,  before  he  bade  him  farewell ;  and 
that  the  next  day,  being  his  birthday,  he  invited  Cassius 
to  sup  with  him." 

45   Coming  from  Sardis,  on  oar  former  ensign. 

Former,  is  used  as  foremost ;    Shakspere  sometimes 
uses  the  comparative,  instead  of  the  positive  or  super-  j 
lative.  ! 

46  Even  by  the  rule  of  that  philosojihy. 

It  has  been  very  justly  pointed  out,  that  there  is  an 
apparent  inconsistency  between  the  sentiments  of  Brutus 
in  this  and  the  following  speech  given  to  him.  In  the 
first  he  reiterates  his  condemnation  of  suicide,  but  from 
th«  second  we  may  infer,  that  if  the  day  is  lost,  he  will 
commit  it.  Mr.  M.  Mason  observes,  that  "  there  is  no 
real  inconsistency.  Brutus  had  laid  down  to  himself, 
as  a  principle,  to  abide  every  chance  and  extremity  of 
war;  but  when  Cassius  reminds  him  of  the  disgrace  of 
being  led  in  triumph  through  the  streets  of  Home,  he 
acknowledges  that  to  be  a  trial  which  he  could  not 
endure.  Nothing  is  more  natur^  than  this.  We  lay 
down  a  system  of  conduct  for  ourselves,  but  occurrences 
may  happen  that  will  force  us  to  depart  from  it." 

Plutarch  represents  Brutus  as  renouncing  his  former 
condemnation  of  suicide,  and  thus  replying  to  the  ques- 
tion of  Cassius,  "  In  the  younger  and  less  experienced 
part  of  my  life,  I  was  led,  upon  philosophical  principles 
to  condemn  the  conduct  of  Cato  in  killing  himself.  I 
thought  it  at  once  impious  and  unmanly  to  sink  beneath 
the  stroke  of  fortune,  and  to  refuse  the  lot  that  had 
befallen  us.  In  my  present  situation,  however,  I  am  of 
a  different  opinion  •'  BO  *hat  if  heaven  should  now  be  un- 


favourable to  our  wishes,  I  will  no  longer  solicit  my 
hopes  or  my  fortune,  but  die  contented  with  it  such  as  it 
is.  On  the  ides  of  March  I  devoted  myself  to  my  coun- 
try ;  and  since  that  time,  I  have  lived  in  liberty  and 
glory." 

47  Must  end  that  work,  the  ides  of  March  begun. 

Shakspere  should  have  written  began  ;  it  is  an  error 
for  which  he  himself  is  probably  answerable. 

18  Ride,  and  give  these  bills. 

Bills  were  written  instructions,  containing  directions 
for  the  captains,  <Scc. 

49  This  hill  is  far  enough. 

Shakspere  has  here  also  closely  followed  Plutarch  : — 
"  At  length  he  was  obliged  to  retire,  with  a  very  small 
number,  to  a  hill  that  overlooked  the  plain.     Yet  here 
he  could  discover  nothing,   for  he  was    short-sighted ; 
and  it  was  with  some  difficulty  that  he  could  perceive 
his  own  camp  plundered.      His  companions,  however, 
saw  a  large   detachment  of  horse,  which  Brutus  had 
sent  to  their  relief,  making  up  to  them.     These  Cassius 
concluded  to  be  the  enemy  that  were  in  pursuit  of  him ; 
notwithstanding  which,  he  dispatched  Titinius  to  recon- 
noitre them.      "When  the   cavalry  of  Brutus  saw  this 
faithful   friend  of  Cassius    approach,   they  shouted  for 
joy.      His    acquaintance    leaped   from    their   horses   to 
embrace  him,  and  the  rest  rode  round  him  with  clashing 
of  arms,  and  all  the  clamorous  expressions  of  gladness. 
This  circumstance  had  a  fatal  effect.      Cassius  took  it 
for   granted   that  Titinius    was    seized   by  the    enemy, 
and  regretted  that,  through  a  weak   desire  of  life,  he 
had  suffered  his  friend  to  fall  into  their  hands.     When 
he  had  expressed  himself  to  this  effect,  he  retired  into 
an    empty  tent,    accompanied   only  by  his   freed-man, 
Pindarus,  whom,  ever  since  the  defeat  of  Crassus,  he 
had  retained  for  a  particular  purpose.     In  that  defeat 
he  escaped  out  of  the  hands  of  the  Parthians ;   but  now, 
wrapping  his  robe  about  his  face,  he  laid  bare  his  neck, 
and  commanded  Pindarus  to  cut  off  his  head ;  this  was 
done,  for  his  head  was  found  severed  from   his  body ; 
but  whether  Pindarus  did  it  by  his  master's  command, 
has  been   suspected,    because  he   never   afterwards   ap- 
peared." 

50  Statilius  shoiv'd  the  torch-light. 

Statilius  was  a  messenger  whom  Brutus  had  sent  to 
the  camp  to  know  if  many  were  slain  in  the  battle; 
when  he  arrived  there,  if  all  was  well,  he  was  to  lift  up 
a  lighted  torch  in  the  air.  From  the  text  it  appears  he 
did  this,  but  was  slain  in  returning. 

H.  T. 
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Lntonj  ii  m  singular  mixture  of  contending  qualities;  brave  and 
his  habits ;  shard)  soldier,  yet   as  effeminate  man,  condescending  and 
with  his  soldiers,  yi  I  bo  proud  and  imperious  as  to  make  princes  In-  raasals,  and  I 
the  rain-glorious  title  of  "the  kings  of  kings."     EI  is  virtues  and  hi 
possession  of  the  man;  and  although  the  latter  triumphed,  yet  An1 
while  the)    condemned.      Bis    enormous    prodigality    blinded   the    popular   ju«l 
Liberality  thai  while  ai   Ephesus  he  gave  bis  cook  the  estate  of  s  Magm 
Bupper  to  his  taste;  and  while  there  lu*  was  constant!)  attended  by  women  in  I 
and  men  and  boys  habited  like  Pan  and  the  Satyrs  inarched  before  him; 
almost  an  arm)  of  players,  dancers,  and  buffoons.     Alter  tb  thofl 

policy,  made  his  peace  with  the  conspirators,  and  on  the  -  rening  supped  with  Caasi  .  his 

oration  at  the  funeral,  he  \\as  not  only  influenced  by  his  personal  affection  for  that  <li-- 
but  also  by  an  ambitious  longing,  which  induced  him  to  believe  that  if  Brul  sin  or  I  i,  he 

would  become  the  greatest   man  in  R  >me.     That  his  motives  wen  ih  in  this 

shown  by  Antony  retaining  Csesar's  will,  of  which  he  made  some  unjust  ui 

personal  friends  and  supporters;  and  for  Borne  time  he  refused  to  acknowl  I  rtner 

either  in  the  wealth  ov  power  left  by  Julius;  but  Octavius  not  being  easily  repulsed,  b  :igth 

admit  ton  him. 

The  blackest  spot  on  his  character  is  his  proscription  and  murder  of  Some's  great 
with  whom,  notwithstanding  his  vanity,  we,  at  the  present  day,  will  cordially  exclaim  : — 

!     r  arms  revere  the  robe,  the  warrior's  laurel 
Yield  to  the  palm  of  eloquence 

Cicero,  who  had  great  influence  with  the  people,  incensed  them  against  Antony,  and  prevailed  on  the 
Bonate  to  declare  him  an  enemy  oi'  the  state  ;  when,  therefore,  Caesar  and  Lepidus  had  consented  to  the 
death  of  the  aged  orator.  Antony,  with  a  revolting  malignity  which  the  most  partial  historian  must  blush 
to  record,  had  his  head  and  hands  struck  off;  and  when  they  were  brought  to  him,  laughed 
at  the   sight,  and  ordered  them  to  be  stuck   up   on  the  rostra  in  the  forum,   as  though   he   \     - 
addressing  the  people. 

The  personal  appearance  of  Antony  is  thus  described  by  Plutarch,  from  whom  Shakspere  bonv 
the  materials  for  this  tragedy  :  %;  Antony  had  a  noble  dignity  of  countenance,  a  graceful  Length  of  beard, 


ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 

a  laro-e  forehead,  an  aquiline  nose  ;  and  upon  the  whole  the  same  manly  aspect  that  we  see  in  the 
pictures  and  statues  of  Hercules.  There  was,  indeed,  an  ancient  tradition,  that  his  family  was  descended 
from  Hercules,  by  a  son  of  his,  called  Anteon ;  and  it  was  no  wonder  if  Antony  sought  to  confirm  this 
opinion,  by  affecting  to  resemble  him  in  his  air  and  in  his  dress." 

Generous  but  rapacious,  a  great  general  but  a  greater  voluptuary,  "  such  was  the  frail,  the  flexible 
Antonv,  when  the  love  of  Cleopatra  came  in  to  the  completion  of  his  ruin.  This  awakened  every  dormant 
vice,  inflamed  every  guilty  passion,  and  totally  extinguished  the  gleams  of  remaining  virtue."  His  first 
meeting  with  the  captivating  Egyptian  occurred  thus  :  he  sent  her  his  commands  to  meet  him  in  Cilieia 
to  answer  some  accusations  laid  against  her  of  assisting  Cassius  in  his  war  against  Antony  and  Octavius. 
The  messenger,  seeing  the  great  beauty  and  fascination  of  Cleopatra,  immediately  concluded  that  she 
had  nothing  to  fear  from  the  gallant  Antony  : — 

Whom  ne'er  the  word  of  '  No,'  woman  heard  speak. 
and  therefore  paid  great  court  to  her,  and  solicited  her  to  go  "  in  her  best  attire."     This  hint  was  not 
lost  upon  the  quick-witted  Egyptian  :  she  went,  but  it  was  not  to  sue,  but  to  conquer. 

Shakspere  has  closely  followed  Plutarch  in  his  gorgeous  description  of  Cleopatra  sailing  to  meet 
Antony  down  the  river  Cydnus,  though  he  has  certainly  beautified  that  exquisite  narrative,  throwing  a 
soft  voluptuous  languor  into  it,  singularly  consistent  with  the  scene,  and  breathing  the  very  soul  of 
beauty.  Cleopatra  was  the  widow  of  King  Ptolemy,  and  had  been  the  paramour  of  Caesar ;  the  early 
spring  of  youth  was  therefore  past,  but  she  was  still  in  the  summer  of  her  beauty;  nay,  she  had  not 
yet  reached  the  full  meridian  of  womanly  maturity  ;  her  vivacity  was  even  beyond  her  personal 
attractions,  and  her  conversational  powers  were  remarkably  varied  and  brilliant,  while  her  voice  was 
singularly  melodious,  and  had  the  softness  of  music.  Her  beauty,  we  are  told,  was  not  so  remarkable 
as  her  manners  were  fascinating  and  irresistible.  Her  accomplishments  also  were  very  great,  and  she 
spoke  most  languages  freely,  giving  audience  herself,  without  the  aid  of  interpreters,  to  the  ambassadors 
of  the  Ethiopians,  Hebrews,  Arabs,  Syrians,  Medes,  and  Parthians.  Besides,  she  had  the  gift  of  flattering 
in  a  very  delicate  and  subtle  manner :  thus  in  the  famous  anecdote  of  Antony's  fishing  excursion,  when 
one  of  her  divers  placed  a  salt  fish  on  his  hook,  and  he  drew  it  up  amidst  general  merriment  (an  inci- 
dent which  Shakspere  makes  use  of  in  the  play),  her  comment  was  an  instance  of  consummate  tact  in 
this  direction — "Go,  general!"  said  she,  "leave  fishing  to  us  petty  princes  of  Pharus  and  Canopus; 
your  game  is  cities,  kingdoms,  and  provinces." 

Cleopatra  completely  enslaved  the  affections  of  Antony,  and  carried  him  in  triumph  with  her  to 
Alexandria,  where  they  passed  their  time  in  feasts  and  revels,  and  established  a  society  of  their  friends, 
whom  they  called  the  Inimitable  Livers. 

Antony's  marriage  with  Octavia  after  the  death  of  his  first  wife,  Eulvia,  was  merely  an  act  of 
political  expediency  ;  we  feel  that  Enobarbus  is  right,  when  he  says,  Antony  "  will  to  his  Egyptian  dish 
again."  In  the  play  the  incidents  are  drawn  closely  together,  and  Antony's  desertion  of  Octavia  Beems 
immediately  to  follow  his  marriage,  but  this  was  not  the  case ;  he  had  lived  with  her  long  enough  to 
become  the  father  of  three  children,  before  he  left  her  for  the  embraces  of  Cleopatra,  to  whom,  on  his 
return,  he  bestowed  kingdoms  for  presents,  and  in  his  inordinate  vanity,  gave  the  names  of  the  sun  and 
the  moon  to  the  twins  she  bore  him.  Octavius  Caesar  was  glad  of  a  pretext  to  quarrel  with  Antony  ;  he 
had  disposed  of  his  colleague,  Lepidus,  and  could  he  also  dispose  of  Antony,  the  whole  Eoman  Empire 
would  be  under  his  authority ;  he  therefore  availed  himself  of  the  insult  offered  to  his  sister,  and  made 
war  upon  Cleopatra  ;  the  final  result  of  which  was  the  ruin  and  suicide  both  of  her  and  her  princely 
paramour.  The  superstition  of  the  times  heralded  in  this  event  with  omens  and  prodigies,  in  the  same 
manner  as  they  did  the  assassination  of  Julius  Cresar  ;  Pisanrum,  a  colony  of  Antony's  on  the  Adriatic, 
was  swallowed  by  ID  earthquake,  and  his  statue  at  Alba  was  said  to  have  been  covered  with  sweat  for 
many  days,  although  it  was  frequently  wiped  off;  the  statue  thus  shewing  a  sympathy  for  the  coming 
fill  of  its  original. 

Ant  nv's  power  wa.  Buffioient  to  have  made  him  conqueror  of  the  civilised  world ;  lie  had  five  hundred 
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the  other  cool,  prudent,  and  avaricious.     "<  I*  M where  I. 

\ntoii_N  is  i  warrior  and  ■  prodigal,  and  Octaviu 

mand.     Something  of  predestination  reigns  through  this  plaj  ;  everything  tcml« 
Antonj  and  the  advanoeraenl  of  Caesar. 

Bnobarbus,  although  an  historical  character,  and  to  be  bund  in  Plutarch,  does  not  thei 
rery  prominently,  and  may,  to  no  small  extent,  be  called  ■  creation  of  the  p 

the  name  in  history,  but  not  the  man  he  pictured.      Bnobarbus  forms  one  of  the  rich  sunlights  of  I 
picture;  his  plain  bluntnees  lias  all  the  cheering  bilarit  imedy.     Hut  his  jocularity  would 

place  in  tlu1  latter  scenes  of  the  tragedj  :   how  admirably  does  Shakspere  ob         this.    1 
ill-fortune  of   Lntony  transform  ESnobarbus  to  a  serious  man,  ami  finally  com  ■  hitherto  faithful 

soldier;  he  deserts  his  master,  and  ilies  to  the  service  ofCsssar.  The  munificent  Antony  sends  after  him 
his  chests  and  treasure,  which,  in  the  hurry  of  flight,  he  had  left  behind;  this  a<-t  of  kindness  strikes  the 

penitent  fugitive  to  the  heart,  ami  wasting  in  grie£  he  forth  to  die;   and  alone,  without   the 

breathing  his  deep  sorrow  to  the  cold  moon,  does  Bnobarbus  end  his  life  in  the  bitterness  of  despair. 

As  his  final  ruin  draws  on.  Antony   is  alternately  M  valiant  and  dejected;"  I  upon  fa 

rank  and  qualities,  his  unbounded  but  dazzling   dissipation,    his  imperial   _  rity,    great   personal 

courage,  and  his  gorgeous  career;  when  hearing  of  bis  death,  we  feel  inclined  to  say  with  Cssamr — 

The  death  of  Antony 
Is  not  a  single  doom  \   in  the  name  lay 
A  moiety  of  the  world. 

That  of  Cleopatra  follows;  it  is  consistent  with  her  brilliant  and  luxurious  life;  she  robs  death  of  its 
hideousness,  and,  enveloped  in  her  royal  robes  and  crown,  still  radiant  in  that  seductive  beautv 
which  subdued  Csasar  and  ruined  Antony,  she  applies  to  her  bosom  the  envenomed  instrument  of 
death,  and  falls  into  an  everlasting  slumber  u  as  sweet  as  balm,  as  soft  as  air,'1  where  she  yet  looks: — 

As  she  would  catch  another  Antony 
In  her  strong  toil  of  grace. 

This  tragedy  is  attributed  to  the  year  160S.  II.  T. 
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P  E  11  SONS     EEPRESENTED. 


.Makiv  Antony,  a  Triumvir. 
.\ppears,  Act  I.   sc.  1  ;    sc.  2  ;  sc.  3.     Act  II.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3 
0;  sc.  7.     Act  III.  sc.  2;  sc.  4;    sc.  7;  sc.  8;    sc.  9 
SO.  11  ;  Act  IV.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  4  ;  sc.  5  ;  sc.  7  ;  sc.  8  ;  sc.  10 
.-.-.  12  ;  sc.  13. 

Octavius  Caesar,  a  Triumvir. 
Appears,   Act  I.  sc.  4.     Act  II.  sc.  2;    sc.  3;  sc.   6;   sc.   7. 
Act  111.  sc.  2;  sc.  5;  sc.  8;  sc.  10.     Act  IV.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  6  ; 
bc  9  ;  sc.  10.         Act  V.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2. 

M.  xEmilius  Lepidus,  a  Triumvir. 
Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  4.      Act  II.  sc.  2;  sc.  4  ;    sc.  6;  sc.  7. 
Act  III.  sc.  2. 

BXXU8  Pompeius,  the  Son  ofPom-pey  the  Great. 
Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  6  ;  sc.  7. 

Domitius  Enobarbus,  a  Friend  of  Antony. 
I  pears,  Act  I.  sc.  2.     Act  II.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  6  ;  sc.  7.     Act  III. 
sc.  2  ;  sc.  5  ;  sc.  7  ;  sc.  8  ;  sc.  11.     Act  IV.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  6  ; 
sc.  9. 

Yentidius,  a  Friend  ^Antony. 
Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  2;    sc.  3.     Act  III.  sc.  1. 

Eros,  a  Friend  of  Antony, 

'ears,  Act  III.  sc.  5  ;  sc.  9.     Act  IV.  sc.  4  ;  sc.  5  ;  sc.  7  ; 
sc.  12. 

Scaurus,  a  Friend  of  Antony. 
Appears,  Act  III.  sc.  8.    Act  IV.  sc.  7  ;  sc.  8  ;  sc.  10. 

Dercetas,  a  Friend  of  Antony. 
Appears,  Act  IV.  sc.  12.       Act  V.  sc.  1. 

Demetrius,        )       _  .     7      -  . 

>■       Friends  oj  Antony. 
Piulo,  ) 

Appear,  Act  I.  sc.  1. 

M  ec  .en  as,  a  Friend  o^  Caesar. 

Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  4  ;  sc.  6  ;  sc.  7.     Act  III.  sc.  6. 

Act  IV.  sc.  1.     Act  V.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2. 

Agrippa,  a  Friend  p/ Caesar. 

/appears,  Act  II.  sc.  2;  sc.  4;  sc.  7.     Act  III.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  6. 

Act.  IV.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  6  ;  sc.  7.     Act  V.  sc.  1. 

Dola  bella,  a  Friend  of  Caesar. 
Appears,  Act  III.  sc.  10.     Act  V.    sc.  1  ;  sc.  2 

Proculeius,  a  Friend  of  Cssar. 

Appears,  Act  V.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2. 

Th  yi;  u  b,  a  Friend  of  Caesar. 

Appears,  Act  III.  sc.  10  ;  sc.  11. 

i ;  \  i  ;  i      g  /•  it  a  I  of  i  !a  tar. 
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Menas,  a  Friend  &/*Pompey. 
Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  G  ;  sc.  7. 
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Friends  of  Pompey. 


I 


Varrius, 

Appear,  Act  II.  sc.  1. 

Taurus,  Lieutenant- General  to  Caesar. 
Appears,  Act  III.  sc.  8. 

Cakadius,  Lieutenant- General  to  Antony 
Appears,  Act  III.  sc.  7  ;  sc.  8. 

Silius,  an  Offieer  in  Ventidius's  Army. 
Appears,  Act  III.  sc.  1. 

Euphronius,  an  Ambassador  from  Antony  to  Caesar. 
Appears,  Act  III.  sc.  10  ;  sc.  11. 

Alexas,  an  Attendant  on  Cleopatra. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3  ;  sc.  5.     Act  II.  sc.  5.     Act  III. 

sc.  3.     Act  IV.  se.  2. 

Mardian,  an  Attendant  on  Cleopatra. 
Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  5.    Act  II.  sc.  5.    Act  IV.  sc.  11 ;  sc.  12 

Diomedes,  an  Attendant  on  Cleopatra. 
Appears,  Act  IV.  sc.  11. 

Seleucus,  Treasurer  to  Cleopatra. 
Appears,  Act  V.  sc.  2. 

A  Soothsayer. 

Appears,  Act.  I.  sc.  2.     Act.  II.  sc.  3. 

Clown. 

Appears,  Act  V.  sc.  2. 

Cleopatra,  Queen  of  Egypt. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3  ;  sc.  5.  Act  II.  sc.  5.  Act 
III.  sc.  3;  sc.  7  ;  sc.  9  ;  sc.  11.  Act  IV.  sc.  2;  sc.  4  ; 
sc.  8;   sc.  10;  sc.  11  ;  sc.  13.     Act  V.  sc.  2. 

Octavia,  Sister  of  Caesar  and  Wife  of  Antony. 
Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  3.     Act  III.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  4  ;  sc.  6. 


c  it  arm  i  an, 
Iras, 


Attendants  on  Cleopatra 


Appear,  Act  I.  sc.  2;  sc.  3;  sc.  5.  Act  II.  sc.  5.  Act  III. 
sc.  3  ;  sc.  9  ;  sc.  11.  Act  IV.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  4  ;  sc.  11  ;  sc.  13. 
Act  V.  sc.  2. 

Officers,  Soldiers,  Messengers,  and  other  Attendants. 

SCENE. — Dispersed;    in    several    Farts    of    the 
Roman  Empire. 


JlnloiiH  miti  C lrii|iiilii). 


\<  i  i 


SCENE  1       \  [  H        in  (  i.  • 

I'ul 

i  \ii,  r  Dimitriui  and  I'm  ilo 

/'//-      \   i     ,  Imi!    lli  ■    of  .mm 

i )'» i  il. »w s  i  be  tn.;i  bo  -•  bu  goodlj  i    i 

Thai  o'er  t  be  files  and  mu  >f  1  be  n  ar 

Have  glow'd  like  plated  Mam,  now  bend,  no*  turn, 

The  oiliee  and  dcvol  ion  of  t  beir  \  LOU 

CTpon a  t:iwn\  front:  bis  captain's  heart, 

Which  in  the  souffles  of  great  fights  hath  bui 

The  buckles  on  bis  br<  b  ! .  n  a<  jes '  all  temp 

Ami  is  become  the  bellows,  and  the  fan, 

To  cool  a  gg  psj  's  lust .     Look,  \\  bore  i  bej  come ! 

Flourish.        F.ntrr    A  N  i  «>n  \    mid   ( 'i.i  or  v  i  ka,    with    I 
///</;*   Trains  •    Kunuchs fanning  her. 

Take  hut  good  note,  and  \  on  shall  sec  in  him 

The  triple  pillar  of  the  world8  transfbrm'd 

Into  a  Strumpet's  fool  :    behold  and  see. 

Cleo.    If  it  be  love  indeed,  tell  me  how  much. 

Ant.  There's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be 

rcekon'd. 
Cleo.    1  '11  set  a  bourn  how  far  to  be  Ivloy'd. 
Ant.  Then  must  then  needs  find  out  new  heaven, 

new  earth.8 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Att.  News,  my  good  lord,  from  Borne. 

Ant.  (".rates  me: — The  sum. 

Clro.  Nay,  hear  them,  Antony  : 
Fulvia,  perchance,  is  angry  :   Or,  who  knows 
If  the  searco-bearded  CsBsar  have  not  sent 
His  powerful  mandate  to  von,  "  Do  this,  or  this ; 
Take  in  that  kingdom,  and  enfranchise  that : 
Perform 't,  or  else  we  damn  thee." 

Ant.  How,  my  love  ! 

Cleo.  Perchance, — nay,  and  most  like, 
You  must  not  stay  here  longer,  your  dismission 
Is  come  from  Csesar;  therefore  hear  it.  Antony. — 
Where's  Pulvia's  process  r4  Csaear's,  I  would  say  ? — 

Both  ?— 
Call  in  the  messengers. — As  I  am  queen, 


I    «  bomager  i  slat"  ,  iy*  »h;» 

\\  hen  mIitiM-i 

ill;  i 

( >f  t  be  rang'd  emj  1 1 

K  ingd  .'ir  dung}  • 

hi  :  the  nobleness  of  I 
I     ■    do  thus ;  when  r, 

/. 

And  BUCh  a  t  wain  CM  do  ''  I 

< )n  pain  of  punishment,  t 
\\  i   stand  up  peerless. 

( '/'  E 

Why  did  lie  marn    1'uUia.  and  not  1  ? — 

I'll  seem  the  fool  I  am  not;  Antony 

Will  be  himself. 

Ant.  But  stirr'd  1c.    I  — • 

N    a,  for  t be  lore  of  L  noure, 

Let's    nol    confound   the    time   with    conference 
harsh  : 

There's  not  a  minute  of  our  1' 

Without  some  pleasure  now :  V»  -night? 

Cleo,   Hear  the  ambasfl 

Ant.  1'   e,  wrangling  queen! 

AVhom  every  thing  becom 
To  weep ;  whose  every  passion  fully  - 
To  make  itself,  in  thee,  fair  and  admir'd ! 
Xo  messenger ;  but  thine  and  all  alone, 
To-night,  we'll  wander  through  the  i  A  note 

The  qualities  of  people.     Come,  my  queen  ; 
Last  night  you  did  desire  it  : — Speak  not  to  us. 

[Exeunt  Am.  and  Cleo.  with  their  Train. 

Dem.  Is  Cssar  with  Antonius  priz'd  so  slight  ? 

Phi.  Sir,  sometimes,  when  he  is  not  Ante: 
He  comes  too  short  of  that  great  property 
Which  still  should  qo  with  Antony. 

Dem.  I  'm  full  sorry, 

That  he  approves  the  common  liar."  who 
Thus  speaks  of  him  at  Rome  :  But  I  will  hope 
Of  better  deeds  to-morrow.     Eest  you  hap} 

unt. 
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ACT  I. 


ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATEA. 


SCENE  II. 


SCENE  11.— The  Same.     Another  Room. 

Enter  Chakmian,  I  was,  Alexas,  and  a  Soothsayer. 

Char.  Lord  Alexas,  sweet  Alexas,  most  any  thing 

Alarms  almost  most  absolute  Alexas,  where 's  the 
:  h saver  that  you  praised  so  to  the  queen  ?     O, 
that  I  knew  this  husband,  which,  you  say,  must 
change  his  horns  with  garlands!8 

Alex.  Soothsayer. 

Soofh.  Your  will? 

Char.  Is  this  the  man  ? — Is't  you,  sir,  that  know 
things  ? 

Soofh.  In  nature's  infinite  book  of  secrecy 
A  little  I  can  read. 

Alex.  Show  him  your  hand. 

Enter  Exobarbtjs. 

Eno.  Bring  in  the  banquet  quickly  ;  wine  enough, 
Cleopatra's  health  to  drink. 

Char.  Good  sir,  give  me  good  fortune. 

Sooth.  I  make  not,  but  foresee. 

Char.  Pray  then,  foresee  me  one. 

Sooth.  You  shall  be  yet  far  fairer  than  you  are. 

Char.  He  means,  in  flesh. 

Iras.  No,  you  shall  paint  when  you  are  old. 

Char.  Wrinkles  forbid ! 

Alex.  Yex  not  his  prescience ;  be  attentive. 

Char.  Hush! 

Sooth.  You  shall  be  more  beloving,  than  beloved. 

Char.  1  had  rather  heat  my  liver  with  drinking. 

Alex.  Nay,  hear  him. 

Char.  Good  now,  some  excellent  fortune !  Let 
me  be  married  to  three  kings  in  a  forenoon,  and 
widow  them  all :  let  me  have  a  child  at  fifty,  to 
whom  Herod  of  Jewry  may  do  homage  :  find  me 
to  marry  me  with  Octavius  Caosar,  and  companion 
me  with  my  mistress. 

Sooth.  You  shall  outlive  the  lady  whom  you  serve. 

Char.  O  excellent !     I  love  long  life  better  than 

Sooth.  You  have  seen  and  proved  a  fairer  former 
fortune 
Than  that  which  is  to  approach. 

Char.  Then,  belike,  my  children  shall  have  no 
names  :9  Pr'ythee,  how  many  boys  and  wenches 
must  T  have  ? 

Soofh.    If  every  of  your  wishes  had  a  womb, 
And  fertile  every  wish,  a  million. 

Char.  Out,  fool'    I  forgive  thee  for  a  witch. 

Ales.  You  think,  none  but  your  sheets  are  privy 
to  your  wi  - ; 

Char.   Nay,  come,  tell  Iras  hers. 
:;7l> 


Alex.   We  '11  know  all  our  fortunes. 

Eno.  Mine,  and  most  of  our  fortunes,  to-night, 
shall  be — drunk  to  bed. 

Iras.  There's  a  palm  presages  chastity,  if  nothing 
else. 

Char.  Even  as  the  o'erflowing  Nilus  presageth 
famine. 

Iras.  Go,  you  wild  bedfellow,  you  cannot  sooth- 
say. 

Char.  Nay,  if  an  oily  palm  be  not  a  fruitful 
prognostication,  I  cannot  scratch  mine  ear. — 
Pr'ythee,  tell  her  but  a  worky-day  fortune. 

Sooth.  Your  fortunes  are  alike. 

Iras.  But  how,  but  how  ?  give  me  particulars. 

Sooth.  I  have  said. 

Iras.  Am  I  not  an  inch  of  fortune  better  than 
she  ? 

Char.  "Well,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  fortune 
better  than  I,  where  would  you  choose  it  ? 

Iras.  Not  in  my  husband's  nose. 

Char.  Our  worser  thoughts  heavens  mend! 
Alexas, — come,  his  fortune,  his  fortune. — O,  let 
him  marry  a  woman  that  cannot  go,  sweet  Isis,  I 
beseech  thee !  And  let  her  die  too,  and  give  him  a 
worse  !  and  let  worse  follow  worse,  till  the  worst  of 
all  follow  him  laughing  to  his  grave,  fifty-fold  a 
cuckold !  Good  Isis,  hear  me  this  prayer,  though 
thou  deny  me  a  matter  of  more  weight ;  good  Isis, 
I  beseech  thee ! 

Iras.  Amen.  Dear  goddess,  hear  that  prayer  of 
the  people !  for,  as  it  is  a  heart-breaking  to  see  a 
handsome  man  loose-wived,  so  it  is  a  deadly  sorrow 
to  behold  a  foul  knave  uncuckolded;  Therefore, 
dear  Isis,  keep  decorum,  and  fortune  him  accord- 
ingly ! 

Char.  Amen. 

Alex.  Lo,  now !  if  it  lay  in  their  hands  to  make 
me  a  cuckold,  they  wTould  make  themselves  whores, 
but  they'd  do  't, 

Eno.  Hush !  here  comes  Antony. 

Char.  Not  he,  the  queen 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Cleo.  Saw  you  my  lord  ? 

Eno.  No,  lady. 

Cleo.  Was  he  not  here  ? 

Char.  No,  madam. 

Cleo.    He   was   dispos'd   to   mirth;    but   on   the 

sudden 
AKomau  thought  hath  struck  him. — Enobarbus, — 
Eno.  Madam. 
Cleo.  Seek  him,  and  bring  him  hither.      Where's 

Alexas  ? 


LI   I    I 


|)    I    I.I 


//,  ,     1 1,  i,  ,  i.,  i.!  im,    i  M  .  lord 

;  1 1  >  j  1 1  •  > .  t  <  - 1 1  •  •  H . 

\    row ir,  with  a  M( 
(  7,  o    \\     m  ill  not  look  upon  1 1 1 1 1 1     < .  i  with 

,'<!,,,  »  \    ■  I    |  I 

Bool  b.,  and  \  i  tendon! 
.1/,   i    I  'ul\  i.i  i  li\  w  ii'.   iii  i  came  into  i  be  ti<  Id. 

\    mi  i  m\  broj  lu  r  I  -in  ii, 
1/         \ 

n  i liai  w nr  bad  end,  and  I 
Mnde   fViond  i  of  I  bom,  join!  in 

I 
W  ho  \e  better  i    ue  in  i  be  w  or,  from  1 1  slj , 
l ' pon  i be  iii  i  encounter,  draye  them.10 

\,t.  W.ll, 

W  li.it  worst  P 

' '        The  mil  ure  of  bed  oee  i  infect    i  be  t«  Hit. 
./://.   W I uMi  1 1  concerns  the  fo  >l.  or  coward.     On  i 
Things,  thai  are  past,  are  done,  with  me.     'Tiathtia; 
Who  tells  me  true,  though  in  bis  tale  lie  death, 
I  hear  him  ai  he  latter'd. 

Mete,  Labienus 

(This  is  stiff  news)  hath,  with  his  Parthian  force, 
Extended  vsia  from  Euphrates;*1 
His  conquering  banner  Bhook,  from  Syria 
To  Lydia,  and  to  lonin  •. 

Whilst  

A, it.         Antony,  thou  would'sl  say, — 
M:  s.s\  0,  my  lord  ! 

Ant.  Speak  to  me  home,  mince  not  the  general 
tongue ; 
Name  Cleopatra  as  she's  call'd  in  Rome: 

Kail  thou  in   FuKia's  phrase  j  and  taunt  my  faults 

With  Buch  full  licence,  as  both  truth  and  malice 
Have  power  to  utter.   0,  then  we  bring  forth  words, 

When  our  quick  winds  lie  still;'-  and  our  ills  told  us, 

Is  as  our  earing.     Pare  thee  well  a  while. 

Mess.  At  your  noble  pleasure.  [Exit. 

Ant.  From  Sicyon  how  the  news?  Speak  there. 

lei  Aft.  The  man  from  Sicyon. — Is  there  such  \ 

an  -one  ? 
2nd  Att.  lie  Btays  upon  your  will. 
Ant.  Let  him  appear, — 

Those  strong  Egyptian  fetters  I  must  break, 


£ nter  another  Messenger. 


Or  lose  myself  in  dotage. — What  are  you  ? 

2nd  Mess.  Fulvia  thy  wife  is  dead. 

Ant.  AV  here  died  she  r  j 

2nd  Mess.  In  Sicyon  : 
Her  length  oi'  sickness,  with  what  else  more  serious  \ 
Importeth  thee  to  know,  this  bears.   [Gives  a  letter,  \ 


I  -r  me.— 

I 
I  's  a  great 

I 
I 
I  urn 

I 
dleness 

/ '   '      I 
/  it.    I   mil   ' 

/        W  kill  ai: 

*ee   how   mortal  an    111. 

suffer  our  d< 

/      f.       I     lllll     t      I..-    ir.iHr. 

1         '  I  women 

die  :    It   ttnv   pit  \    ' 

though,  between    them   and  ■  great   oaosi 
should  be  i  I 

but  the  les  :   1 

seen  her  die  twenty  times  upon  Gu  ;t : 

I  do  think,  there  ii  mettle  in  death,  « 

Some  loving  act   upon   her,  she  hath 
in  dying. 

Ant.  She  is  cunning  it. 

Eno.  Alack,  sir,  no ;  her 

nothing  but  the  finest  part  of  pi.  V, 

not    call    her   winds   and   Wati  OS   and    tea 

they  are  greater  storms  and  I  ban  ah 

narks    can    report  ■     this  in 

her ;   if  it   be,   she   ma 
as  J< 

Ant.  '\V<udd  I  had  never  seen  1 

Eno.   0,  sir,  you  had  then  left  unseen  a 
ful  piece  of  work  ;  which  not  to  have  b. 
withal,  would  have  discredited  your  travel. 

Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.  Sir  ? 

/.  Fid  via  is  dead. 

Eno.  Fulvia  ? 

Ant.  Dead. 

Eno.  Why,  sir,  give  the  gods  a  thankful  sacrifice. 
AVhen  it  pleaseth  their  deities  to  take  the  w . 
man  from  him,  it  shows  to  man  the  tailors  of  the 
earth;  comforting  therein,  that  when  old  r« 
are  worn  out,  there  are  members  to  make  new.  If 
there  were  no  more  women  but  Fulvia,  then  had 
you  indeed  a  cur,  and  the  cac  be  lamented  :  this 
grief  is  crowned  with  oonaolati      :     our  old  smock 
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ANTOJNY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 


SCENE  III. 


bring;?  forth   a  new  petticoat : — and,   indeed,  the 

in  live  in  an  onion,  that  should  ^\ater  this 
sorrow. 

Ant.  Tim  business  she  hath  broached  in  the  state, 
Cannot  endure  my  absence. 

Eno.  And  the  business  yon  have  broached  here 
cannot  be  without  you;  especially  that  of  Cleo- 
;  ana's,  which  wholly  depends  on  your  abode. 

Ant.  No  more  light  answers.     Let  our  officers 
Have  notice  what  we  purpose.     I  shall  break. 
The  cause  of  our  expedience13  to  the  queen, 
And  get  her  love  to  part.     For  not  alone 
The  deatli  of  Fulvia,  with  more  urgent  touches, 
Do  strongly  speak  to  us ;  but  the  letters  too 
Of  many  our  contriving  friends  in  Roine 
Petition  us  at  home :  Sextus  Pompeius 
Hath  given  the  dare  to  Caesar,  and  commands 
The  empire  of  the  sea :  our  slippery  people 
(Whose  love  is  never  link'd  to  the  deserver, 
Till  his  deserts  are  past,)  begin  to  throw 
Pompey  the  great,  and  all  his  dignities, 
Upon  his  son ;  who,  high  in  name  and  power, 
Higher  than  both  in  blood  and  life,  stands  up 
For  the  main  soldier :  whose  quality,  going  on, 
The  sides  o'the  world  may  danger :  Much  is  breeding, 
Which,  like  the  courser's  hair,  hath  yet  but  life, 
And  not  a  serpent's  poison.14.     Say,  our  pleasure, 
To  such  whose  place  is  under  us,  requires 
Our  quick  remove  from  hence.  [Exeunt. 

Eno.  I  shall  do  't. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 

{'ho.  AVI i ere  is  he? 
'!/"/'.  I  did  not  see  him  since. 

Cleo.  See  where  he  is,  who 's  with  him,  what  he 
does : — 
I  did  not  send  you  ; — If  you  find  him  sad, 
Say,  I  am  dancing ;  if  in  mirth,  report 
That  I  am  sudden  sick :   Quick,  and  return. 

[Exit,  Alex. 
Char.  Madam,    methinks,  if  you    did  love  him 
dearly, 
Tou  do  not  hold  the  method  to  enforce 
The  like  from  him. 

Cleo.  What  should  I  do,  I  do  not  ? 

Char.   In  each  thing  giv«  him  way,  cross  him  in 

nothing. 
Cleo.  Thou  teaches!   LUke  a  fool :  the  way  to  lose 

him. 
Clmr.  Tempi  him  not  so  too  tar:  I  wish,  forbear; 

!  I.'  t  hat  v.  hieh  v.<    of]  en  fear. 

.".7! 


Enter  Antony. 

But  here  comes  Antony. 

Cleo.  I  am  sick,  and  sullen. 

Ant.  I  am  sorry  to  give  breathing  to  my  pur- 
pose,— 

Cleo.  Help  me  away,  dear  Charmian,  I  shall  fall ; 
It  cannot  be  thus  long,  the  sides  of  nature 
Will  not  sustain  it. 

Ant.  Now,  my  dearest  queen, — 

Cleo.  Pray  you,  stand  further  from  me. 

Ant.  What 's  the  matter  ? 

Cleo.  I  know,  by  that  same  eye,  there  's  some 
good  news. 
What  says  the  married  woman  ? — You  may  go  ; 
'Would,  she  had  never  given  you  leave  to  come ! 
Let  her  not  say,  'tis  I  that  keep  you  here, 
I  have  no  power  upon  you  ;  hers  you  are. 

Ant.  The  gods  best  know, — 

Cleo.  0,  never  was  there  queen 

So  mightily  betray 'd  !  Yet,  at  the  first, 
I  saw  the  treasons  planted. 

Ant.  Cleopatra. — 

Cleo.  Why  should  I  think,  you  can  be  mine,  and 
true, 
Though  you  in  swearing  shake  the  throned  gods, 
Who  have  been  false  to  Fulvia  ?  Riotous  madness, 
To  be  entangled  with  those  mouth-made  vows, 
Which  break  themselves  in  swearing ! 

Ant.  Most  sweet  queen, — 

Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you,  seek  no  colour  for  your 
going, 
But  bid  farewell,  and  go :  when  you  sued  staying, 
Then  was  the  time  for  words  :  No  going  then  ; — 
Eternity  was  in  our  lips,  and  eyes  ; 
Bliss  in  our  brows'  bent ;  none  our  parts  so  poor, 
But  was  a  race  of  heaven  :15  They  are  so  still, 
Or  thou,  the  greatest  soldier  of  the  world, 
Art  turn'd  the  greatest  liar. 

Ant.  How  now,  lady ! 

Cleo.  I  would,  I  had  thy  inches  ;  thou  should' at 
know, 
There  were  a  heart  in  Egypt. 

Ant.  Hear  me,  queen  : 

The  strong  necessity  of  time  commands 
Our  services  a  while ;  but  my  full  heart 
Remains  in  use  with  you.     Our  Italy 
Shines  o'er  with  civil  swords  :  Sextus  Pompeius 
Makes  his  approaches  to  the  port  of  Rome  : 
Equality  of  two  domestic  powers 
Breeds  scrupulous  faction :  The  hated,  grown  to 

strength, 
Aw  newly  grown  to  love  :  the  condemn'd  Pompey, 
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M\      ill       j  M    .      1 

\    <  I  I  hal  u  lii-li  i I  u  it  Ii  \  l»  U  ihotlld  l*f<    i 

In   KuIvui'm  deal  h. 

( 'Ira    '  1 "  1 1  • » 1 1  ■  1 1    .!••     li  i  'in   f'.ilh   i  mild    ii  .1    "i\  ••  mi' 
IV i i   loin 

I I  iIooh  from  ehihlinhni  I    m    Full 

She  's  il.  hi.  in\  qui  I 
Look  hi  rr.  and,  ,ii  thj    m i  i ■>  ■  •'!  I  i  nl 

The  garb  W  ink'd  .  at  tin-  . 

Boo,  \\  lion,  and  \\ ]  diod 

Ok  < >  mo  -t  r.il  o  d 

\\  here  I"'  r  till 

\\  1 1 1 1  sorrow  I'ul  iratei  \  1 1   I    i    ,  I 

I  ii  Full  ill's  deal  h,  bo*  mine  i 

Ant.  Quarrel  ii<»  more,  but  be  prepar'd  to  b 

Tin-  purposes  I   b<  ar  ;    u  h icli  an-,  nr  eea-  e, 

\s  yon  shall  gi?e  the  adVice:  Now,  bj  the  Bre, 

That  quickens  Nilus'  slime,  I  go  from  hence, 

Tin  soldier,  servant  ;  makin •■  peace,  or  war, 

\    i  hou  affect'st, 

Clco.  Cut   m\    lace.  Charmian,  0 

Bui  ht  it  be      1  am  quickly  ill,  and  well : 

Bo  Antony  jo\. 

Ant.  >l  v  precious  queen,  (brbear  ; 

Am!  give  true  evidence  to  bis  lore,  which  stands 
An  honourable  trial. 

clco.  So  Pull  ia  told  me. 

1  pr'ythee,  turn  aside,  and  weep  for  herj 
Then  bid  adieu  to  me,  and  say,  the  tears 
Belong  to  Egypt  :  Good  now,  play  one  scene 

Of  excellent  dissembling  j  ami  let  it  1. 
Like  perfect  honour. 

./;//.  Fou  '11  heat  my  blood  ;  no  more. 

C/co.  You  can  do  better  yet;  but  this  is  meetlv. 

Ant.  Now,  by  my  sword,—- 

Clco.  And  target, — Still  he  mends  ; 

But  this  is  not  the  best:  Look,  pr'ythee,  Charmian, 
How  this  Herculean  Roman18  does  become 
The  carriage  of  his  chafe. 

Ant.  I  '11  leave  you,  lady. 

Clco.  Courteous  lord,  one  word. 
Sir,  you  and  I  must  part, — but  that 's  not  it : 
Sir,  you  and  I  have  lov'd, — but  there  's  not  it ; 
That  you  know  well  :  Something  it  is  I  would, 
O,  my  oblivion  is  a  very  Antony, 
And  I  am  all  forgotten.19 

Ant.  But  that  your  roys 

Holds  idleness  your  subject,  I  should  take  you 
For  idleness  itself. 
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Eoui        ,  Lepidu  onccforth  L 

I 

( )nc  great  com] 

!       Lb  the  i  wastes 

The  lamps  of  night  in  revel:  is  i  it© 

Thau  Cleopatra ;  nor  th<-  q 

More  unmanly  than  he  :  hardly  . 

Voucheafd  to  think  he  had  partn< 

and  tl  ■ 
A   man,  who  is  the  f  all  faults 

That  all  men  follow. 

/.  I   ...    -•  not  think,  there  are 

El  lis  i  to  darken  all 

II  is  faults,  in  him,  seem  as  to 

More  fiery  by  night's  blacl  heredii 

leather  than  puivha.-M  ;   what  he  I 
Than  what  hfl  « 

V>.u  are  too  indulgenl  :    Let  us  grant,  it  is 
not 
Amiss  to  tumble  on  the  bed  of  Ptolemy  ; 
To  give  a  kingdom  for  a  mirth  ;  to  sit 
And  keep  the  turn  of  tipping  with  a  slave : 
To  reel  the  -  at  noon,  and  stand  the  bu 

With  knaves  that  smell  of  sweat :  say,  this  becomes 

him, 
(As  his  composure  mm  re  iud» 

Whom  these  things  cannot  blemish,)  yet  must  An- 

tony 
No  way  excuse  his  soils,  when  we  do  bear 
|  So  great  weight  in  his  lightness.     If  he  fill'd 

His  vacancy  with  his  voluptousm  is, 
:   Full  surfeits,  and  the  dryness  of  his  bones. 
:   Call  on  him  for  't :  but,  to  confound  such  time, 
j   That  drums  him  from  his  sport,  am'.  loud 
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ACT  I. 


ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATBA, 


SCENE  V. 


As  his  own  state,  and  ours, — 'tia  to  be  chid 
Lb  we  rate  boya  ;  who,  being  mature  in  knowledge, 
Pawn  their  experience  to  their  present  pleasure, 
And  so  rebel  to  judgment. 

Enter  a  Messenger 

Lrp.  Here  's  more  news. 

Men.  Thy  biddings  have  been  done;  and  every 
hour, 
Most  noble  Caesar,  shalt  thou  have  report 
How  'tis  abroad.     Pompey  is  strong  at  sea ; 
And  it  appears,  he  is  belov'd  of  those 
That  only  have  fear'd  Caesar,20  to  the  ports 
The  discontents  repair,  and  men's  reports 
Give  him  much  wrong' d. 

C(bs.  I  should  have  known  no  less : — - 

It  hath  been  taught  us  from  the  primal  state, 
That  he,  which  is,  was  wish'd,  until  he  were ; 
And  the  ebb'd  man,  ne'er  lov'd,  till  ne'er  worth  love, 
Comes  dear'd,  by  being  lack'd.    This  common  body, 
Like  a  vagabond  flag  upon  the  stream, 
Goes  to,  and  back,  lackeying  the  varying  tide, 
To  rot  itself  with  motion. 

Mess.  Caesar,  I  bring  thee  word, 

Menecrates  and  Menas,  famous  pirates, 
Make   the    sea   serve  them ;    which  they  ear  and 

wound 
With  keels  of  every  kind  :  Many  hot  inroads 
They  make  in  Italy ;  the  borders  maratime 
Lack  blood  to  think  on  't,  and  flush  youth  revolt : 
No  vessel  can  peep  forth,  but  'tis  as  soon 
Taken  as  seen  ;  for  Pompey's  name  strikes  more, 
Than  could  his  war  resisted. 

Ccbs.  Antony, 

Leave  thy  lascivious  wassals.     When  thou  once 
"Was  beaten  from  Modena,  where  thou  slew'st 
Hirtius  and  Pansa,  consuls,  at  thy  heel 
Did  famine  follow  ;  whom  thou  fought' st  against, 
Though  daintily  brought  up,  with  patience  more 
Than  savages  could  suffer  :  Thou  didst  drink 
The  stale  of  horses,  and  the  gilded  puddle21 
Which  beasts  would  cough  at :  thy  palate  then  did 

deign 
The  roughest  berry  on  the  rudest  hedge ; 
Yea,  like  the  stag,  when  snow  the  pasture  sheets, 
The  barks  of  trees  thou  browsed' st ;  on  the  Alps 
It  is  reported,  thou  didst  eat  strange  flesh, 
Which  some  did  die  to  look  on  :  And  all  this 
(It  wounds  thine  honour,  that  I  speak  it  now,) 
W.is  borne  so  like  a  soldier,  that  thy  cheek 
So  much  as  lank'd  not. 

Lrp.  It   is  pity  of  him. 

('is.  Let  In-  shamea  quickly 
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Drive  him  to  Rome  :  'Tis  time  we  twain 
Did  show  ourselves  i'  the  field  ;  and,  to  that  end, 
Assemble  we  immediate  council :  Pompey 
Thrives  in  our  idleness. 

Lep.  To-morrow,  Caesar, 

I  shall  be  furnish' d  to  inform  you  rightly 
Both  what  by  sea  and  land  I  can  be  able, 
To  'front  this  present  time. 

Cas.  Till  which  encounter, 

It  is  my  business  too.     Farewell. 

Lep.  Farewell,  my  lord :  "What  you  shall  know 
mean  time 
Of  stirs  abroad,  I  shall  beseech  you,  sir, 
To  let  me  be  partaker. 

Cces.  Doubt  not,  sir  ; 

I  knew  it  for  my  bond.22  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. — Alexandria.     A  Boom  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Ieas,  and 
Mardian. 

Cleo.  Charmian, — 

Char.  Madam. 

Cleo.  Ha,  ha!— 
Give  me  to  drink  mandragora. 

Char.  Why,  madam  ? 

Cleo.  That  I  might  sleep  out  this  great  gap  of 
time, 
My  Antony  is  away. 

Char.  Tou  think  of  him 

Too  much. 

Cleo.  O,  treason ! 

Char.  Madam,  I  trust,  not  so. 

Cleo.  Thou,  eunuch !  Mardian ! 

Mar.  What 's  your  highness'  pleasure  ? 

Cleo.  Not  now  to  hear  thee   sing;    I  take  no 
pleasure 
In  aught  an  eunuch  has  :  'Tis  well  for  thee, 
That,  being  unseminar'd,  thy  freer  thoughts 
May  not  fly  forth  of  Egypt.    Hast  thou  affections  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  gracious  madam. 

Cleo.  Indeed  ? 

Mar.  Not  in  deed,  madam  ;  for  1  can  do  nothing 
But  what  in  deed  is  honest  to  be  done  : 
Yet  have  I  fierce  affections,  and  think, 
What  Venus  did  with  Mars. 

Clo.  O  Charmian, 

Where  think' st  thou  he  is  now  ?  Stands  he,  or  sits 

he? 
Or  does  he  walk  ?  or  is  he  on  his  horse  ? 
O  happy  horse,  to  bear  the  weight  of  Antony  ! 
Do  bravely,  horse !    for  wot'st   thou  whom  thou 
mov'st  ? 
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Would    i  and,  and  make  h  v  in  mj 

There  would  !"•  anchor  hi  'I  die 

\\  ii h  looking  "ii  I"    life 
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C/co.  Mow   much  inililvf.nl  thou   M.nk    Vntoni  ' 
Yet,  coming  from  him,  thai  greal  medicine  hath 
\\  iih  Ins  I uirt  gilded  i hee. — 
How  i  w  it b  1 1 1 \  brave  Mark  Antonj 

. tier.  Last  t hixig  he  did,  dear  queen, 
Mr  kias'd,     the  laal  of  man j  doubled  kisses, — 
This  orient  pearl  ;     Sis  speech  sticks  in  mi  heart. 

i 'ho.  M iiic  ear  must  pluck  u  t hence. 

.tier.  Good  friend,  quoth  he, 

Bay,  "tlic  linn  Roman  to  great  Egypt  lends 
Tins  treasure  of  an  oyster;  at  whose  I 
To  mend  the  petty  present,  I  will  piece 
Her  opulent  throne  with  kingdoms;  All  the  oast," 
Bay  thou,  "shall  call  her  mistress,''    So  he  nodded, 
Ami  soberly  did  mount  a  termagant  steed*9* 
Who  neigh'd  so  high,  that  what  1  would  have  spoke 
Was  beastlj  dnmb'd  by  him. 

CIco.  What,  was  he  sad,  or  merry  f 
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Olaa    1 1    chok'd  n  it  h  iuoh  &nol 
8aj ,  t  he  brave  Antony. 
Char,  I 

Cleo    Bj   I  lia,  I  a  ill  ui\r  l 

It'  thou  with  I  ..on 

-M  v  man  of  men. 

Char,  \  our  i:. 

1  sing  l»ut  after  j  on. 

('/'  ICj  sallad  daj 

When  I  was  green  in  judgment  .     I    .'1  in.  b! 

sag  .  as  1  said  then  ! — But. 
Get  me  ink  ami  paper:  he  shall  h 
A  several  greeting,  or  I  'li  unpeople  Egypt     L 


ACT   II. 


SCENE  I. — Messina.     A  Boom  in  Pompey's 
House. 

ter  Pompey,  Mexeckates,  and  Meh  Ml. 

Pom.   If  the  great  gods  be  just,  they  shall  S 
The  deeds  of  justest  men. 

Mene.  Know,  worthy  Pompey. 

That  what  they  do  delay,  they  not  deny. 

Pom.  "Whiles  we  are  suitors  to  their  throne,  de- 
caj  s 
The  thing  we  sue  for. 

Mene.  "We,  ignorant  of  ourselves. 

Peg  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wise  powers 
t.  3  c 


j  Deny  us  for  our  ijood ;  so  find  we  profit, 

\  By  losing  of  our  pray 

Pom.  1  shall  do  well : 

The  people  love  me,  and  the  sea  is  mine  ; 
My  power  's  a  crescent,  and  my  auguring  hope 

\  Says,  it  will  come  to  the  full.     Mark  Antony 
In  Egypt  sits  at  dinner,  and  will  make 
Xo  wars  without  door-  i    I      -  money,  wh 

lie  loses  hearts :  Lepidus  flatters  both, 
Of  botli  is  flatter'd;  but  he  neither  loves, 
Nor  either  cares  for  him. 

Men.  CsBear  and  Lepidus 

Are  in  the  field ;  a  mighty  strength  thev  carry. 


\«  r  ir. 


ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATEA. 


SCENE  H. 


Pom.  Where  have  you  this?  'tis  false 
Mi n.  From  Silvius,  sir. 

Pom.   Ho  dreams  ■   I  know, they  arc  in  Koine  to- 
gether, 
I.     kins:  for  Antony:   But  all  charms  of  love 
Salt  Cleopatra,  soften  thy  wan'd  lip ! 
Let  witchcraft  join  with  beauty,  lust  with  both  ! 
Tie  up  the  libertine  in  B  field  of  feasts, 
Keep  his  brain  fuming  ;  Epicurean  cooks, 
Sharpen  with  cloyless  sauce  his  appetite; 
That  sleep  and  feeding  may  prorogue  his  honour, 
Even  till  a  Lethe'd  dulness. — How  now  Varrius  ? 

Enter  Vakrius. 

Var.  Tins  is  most  certain  that  I  shall  deliver: 
Mark  Antony  is  every  hour  in  Rome 
Expected  ;  siuce  he  went  from  Egypt,  'tis 
A  space  for  further  travel. 

Pom.  I  could  have  given  less  matter 

A  better  ear. — Menas,  I  did  not  think, 
This  amorous  surfeiter  would  have  donn'd  his  helm 
For  such  a  petty  war :  his  soldiership 
Is  twice  the  other  twain :  But  let  us  rear 
The  higher  our  opinion,  that  our  stirring 
Can  from  the  lap  of  Egypt's  widow  pluck 
The  ne'er  lust-wearied  Antony. 

J  fen.  I  cannot  hope, 

Caesar  and  Antony  shall  well  greet  together : 
His  wife,  that's  dead,  did  trespasses  to  Caesar; 
1 1  is  brother  warr'd  upon  him  ;  although,  I  think, 
Not  mov'd  by  Antony. 

Pom.  I  know  not,  Menas, 

How  lesser  enmities  may  give  way  to  greater, 
re  't  not  that  we  stand  up  against  them  all, 
'Twere  pregnant  they  should  square  between  them- 
selves ; 
For  they  have  entertained  cause  enough 
To  draw  their  swords :  but  how  the  fear  of  us 
May  cement  their  divisions,  and  bind  up 
The  petty  difference,  we  yet  not  know. 
Be  it  as  our  gods  will  have  it !  It  only  stands 
Our  lives  upon,  to  use  our  strongest  hands. 
Come,  Menas.  \Excunt.  I 

< 

SCENE   II. — Borne.     A   Room   in  the  House  of; 

Lepidus. 

'Enter  Enobabbus  and  Lepidus. 

Lep    I  '<■■  -I  Bnobarbus,  'tis  a  worthy  deed, 
And  shall  become  you  well,  to  entreat  your  captain 
To  i  'ft  and  gentle  speech. 

l. .in.  I  shall  entreal  him 

To  answer  like  himself:  if  Ccssar  move  him,  ; 


Let  Antony  look  over  Caesar's  head, 
And  speak  as  loud  as  Mars.     By  Jupiter, 
Were  I  the  wearer  of  Antonius'  beard, 
I  would  not  shave  to-day. 

Lep.  'Tis  not  a  time 

For  private  stomaching. 

Eno.  Every  time 

Serves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  born  in  it. 

Lep.  But  small  to  greater  matters  must  give  way. 

JEno.  Not  if  the  small  come  first. 

Lep.  Tour  speech  is  passion : 

But,  pray  you,  stir  no  embers  up.     Here  comes 
The  noble  Antony. 

Enter  Antony  and  Venttditts. 
Eno.  And  yonder,  Caesar. 

Enter  Cjssar,  Mecjenas,  and  Agrippa. 

Ant.  If  we  compose  well  here,  to  Parthia: 
Hark  you,  Ventidius. 

Cess.  I  do  not  know, 

Mecaenas ;  ask  Agrippa. 

Lep.  Noble  friends, 

That  which  combin'd  us  was  most  great,  and  let 

not 
A  leaner  action  rend  us.     What 's  amiss, 
May  it  be  gently  heard :  When  we  debate 
Our  trivial  difference  loud,  we  do  commit 
Murder  in  healing  wounds  :  Then,  noble  partners, 
(The  rather,  for  I  earnestly  beseech,) 
Touch  you  the  sourest  points  with  sweetest  terms, 
Nor  curstness  grow  to  the  matter. 

Ant.  'Tis  spoken  well : 

Were  we  before  our  armies,  and  to  fight, 
I  should  do  thus. 

Cces.  Welcome  to  Borne. 

Ant.  Thank  you. 

Cces.  Sit. 

Ant.  Sit,  sir. 

Cces.  Say, 

Then- 
Ant.  I  learn,  you  take  things  ill,  which  are  not  so; 
Or,  being,  concern  you  not. 

Cces.  I  must  be  laugh' d  at, 

If,  or  for  nothing,  or  a  little,  I 
Should  say  myself  offended  ;  and  with  you 
Chiefly  i'  the  world :  more  laugh'd  at,  that  I  should 
Once  name  you  derogately,  when  to  sound  your 

name 
It  not  concern' d  me. 

Ant.  My  being  in  Egypt,  Caesar, 

What  was  't  to  you  ? 

Cces.  No  more  than  my  residing  here  at  Borne 
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you  in   !!■■«.  |>l 
Did  pr  i  in  l'<"\  |»l 

M  i" lii  be  in-,  iju(    i  '"M 

/  //  How  mi  fin  I  you,  priu 

I  Jfou  1 

1 1     u  hat  did  hero  bofal  ra<       \ '  w  ifo,  and  bi 
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i  home  for  you   you  wen   t  he  w  ord  of  w  > 
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her 
I  >i  icredil  013  aut  horil  j  w  i1  h  j  our 

Lnd  make  the  warn  alike  against  m\  stomach, 

lln\  111:'  alike  \  mir  oaUM  I  <  tf  I  :  m\    hit 

Before  did  satisfy  you.     Lf  you'll  patch  a  quarrel, 
\s  matter  whole  you  have  qoI  to  make  it  with, 
h  muai  net  be  n ith  this. 

<  Eou  pi  orself 

By  Laying  defects  of  judgment  to  me;  bu1 
\  *  •  1 1  patoh'd  up  3  our  excu 

tut.  \.>!    BO,  UOi    s<>  I 

1  know  you  oould  uol  lack,  I  am  certain  on't, 
Verj  necessitj  of  this  thought,  that  1, 
four  partner  In  the  cause  'gainst  which  he  fought, 
Could  net  with  graceful  eyes  attend  those  wars. 
Which  'fronted  mine  own  peace.     As  for  my  wife, 

1   WOUld  yon  had  her  spirit  in  BUCh  another: 

The  third  o'  the  world  is  yours ;  which  with  a  snaffle 
You  may  pace  easy,  but  not  such  a  wife. 

"Eno.  'Would   we   had   all  such  wives,  that  the 
men  mighl  go  to  wars  with  the  women ! 

I  ./.  Bo  much  uncurahle,  her  garboils,  Caesar, 
Made  out  of  her  impatience,  (which  not  wanted 
Shrewdness  of  policy  too,)  I  grieving  grant, 
Did  you  too  much  disquiet :  i'or  that,  you  must 
But  say,  I  could  not  help  it. 

t\rs.  I  wrote  to  you, 

When  rioting  in  Alexandria  j  you 
Did  pocket  up  my  letters,  and  with  taunts 
Did  gibe  my  missive  out  of  audience. 

Jut.  Sir. 

lie  tell  upon  me,  ere  admitted;  then 
Three  kings  1  had  newly  feasted,  and  did  want 
Of  what  I  was  1  the  morning :  but,  next  day, 
I  told  him  of  myself;  which  was  as  much 
As  to  have  ask'd  him  pardon:  Let  this  fellow 
Be  nothing  of  OUT  strife;  if  we  contend, 
Out  oi'  our  question  wipe  him. 

des.  You  have  broken 
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.  ( >r.  if  you  borrow 

the  instant,  you   may,  when   you  hear 
words  of  Pompey,  return  it  again:  you  shall  !. 
time  to  wrangle  in,  when  you  ha\ 

to  do. 

Ant.  Thou  art  a  soldier  onlj 

Juw.  That  truth  should  be  silent,  1  had  1 
forgot. 

Ant.  You  wrong  this  presence,  thei 
no  more. 

Eno.   Go  to  then  ;  your  consider, 

r.   I  do  not  much  dislike  the  matter,  but 
The  manner  of  his  speech  :  for  it  cannot  be, 
We  shall  remain  in  friendship,  our  conditions 
So  differing  in  their  acts.     Yet.  if  I  knew 
What  hoop  should  hold  us  staunch,  from 

edg 
O'  the  world  I  would  pursu%  it. 

.///•.  ve  me  k  1  -, — 

Cas.  Speak,  Agrippa. 

Agr.  Thou  ha^r  a  sister  by  the  mother'- 
Admir'd  Oetavia :  great  Mark  Antony 
Is  now  a  widower. 

I  bat. 
If  Cleopatra  heard  you,  your  r 
Were  well  deserv'd  oi  rashm  - 
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ACT  II. 


ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATEA. 


SCENE  II. 


Ant.  I  am  not  married,  Caesar:  let  me  bear 
Agrippa  further  speak. 

Agr.  To  hold  you  in  perpetual  amity, 
To  make  you  brothers,  and  to  knit  your  hearts 
With  an  unslipping  knot,  take  Antony 
Oetavia  to  his  wile  :  whose  beauty  claims 
No  worse  a  husband  than  the  best  of  men  ; 
Whose  virtue,  and  whose  general  graces,  speak 
That  which  none  else  can  utter.    By  this  marriage, 
All  little  jealousies,  which  now  seem  great, 
And  all  great  fears,  which  now  import  their  dangers, 
Would  then  be  nothing  :  truths  would  be  but  tales, 
AY  here  now  half  tales  be  truths :  her  love  to  both, 
Would,  each  to  other,  and  all  loves  to  both, 
Draw  after  her.     Pardon  what  I  have  spoke ; 
For  'tis  a  studied,  not  a  present  thought, 
By  duty  ruminated. 

Ant.  Will  Caesar  speak  ? 

Goes.  Not  till  he  hears  how  Antony  is  touch' d 
With  what  is  spoke  already. 

Ant.  "What  power  is  in  Agrippa, 

If  I  would  say,  "  Agrippa,  be  it  so," 
To  make  this  good  ? 

Cccs.  The  power  of  Caesar,  and 

His  power  unto  Oetavia. 

Ant.  May  I  never 

To  this  good  purpose,  that  so  fairly  shows, 
Dream  of  impediment ! — Let  me  have  thy  hand : 
Further  this  act  of  grace  ;  and,  from  this  hour, 
The  heart  of  brothers  govern  in  our  loves, 
And  sway  our  great  designs ! 

Ccbs.  There  is  my  hand. 

A  sister  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  brother 
Did  ever  love  so  dearly  :  Let  her  live 
To  join  our  kingdoms,  and  our  hearts  ;  and  never 
Fly  off  our  loves  again  ! 

Lcp.  Happily,  amen ! 

Ant.  I  did  not  think  to  draw  my  sword  'gainst 
Pompey ; 
For  he  hath  laid  strange  courtesies,  and  great, 
Of  late  upon  me  :  I  must  thank  him  only, 
Lest  my  remembrance  suffer  ill  report ; 
At  heel  of  that,  defy  him. 

Lcp.  Time  calls  upon  us : 

Of  us  must  Pompey  presently  be  sought, 
Or  else  he  seeks  out  us. 

Ant.  And  where  lies  he  ? 

CfJBs.  About  the  Mount  Misenum. 
Ant.  What 's  his  strength 

!■;.   land? 

Cats.  Great,  and  increasing:  but  by  sea 

He  is  an  absolute  master. 

Ant.  So  is  the  fame. 
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'Would,  we  had  spoke  together  ?    Haste  we  for  it : 
Yet,  ere  we  put  ourselves  in  arms,  despatch  we 
The  business  we  have  talk'd  of. 

Cas.  With  most  gladness  ; 

And  do  invite  you  to  my  sister's  view, 
Whither  straight  I  will  lead  you. 

Ant.  Let  us,  Lepidus, 

Not  lack  your  company. 

Lcp.  Noble  Antony, 

Not  sickness  should  detain  me. 

[Flourish.     Exeunt  C./ES.,  Ant.,  and  Lep. 
Mec.  Welcome  from  Egypt,  sir. 
Eno.    Half    the   heart   of   Caesar,    worthy   Me- 
caenas  ! — my  honourable  friend,  Agrippa  ! — 
Agr.  Good  Enobarbus ! 

Mec.  We  have  cause  to  be  glad,  that  matters  are 
so  well  digested.     You  stayed  well  by  it  in  Egypt. 
Eno.  Ay,  sir ;  we  did  sleep  day  out  of  counte- 
nance, and  made  the  night  light  with  drinking. 

Mec.  Eight  wild  boars  roasted  whole  at  a  break- 
fast, and  but  twelve  persons  there  ;  Is  this  true  ? 

Eno.  This  was  but  as  a  fly  by  an  eagle :  we  had 
much  more  monstrous  matter  of  feast,  which  wor- 
thily deserved  noting. 

Mec.  She  's  a  most  triumphant  lady,  if  report  be 
square  to  her. 

Eno.  When  she  first  met  Mark  Antony,  she 
pursed  up  his  heart,  upon  the  river  of  Cydnus.29 

Agr.  There  she  appeared  indeed  ;  or  my  reporter 
devised  well  for  her. 

Eno.  I  will  tell  you  : 
The  barge  she  sat  in,  like  a  burnish' d  throne, 
|  Burn'd  on  the  water :  the  poop  wras  beaten  gold ; 
j  Purple  the  sails,  and  so  perfumed,  that 
The  winds  were  love-sick  with  them:  the  oars  were 

silver ; 
Which  to  the  tune  of  flutes  kept  stroke,  and  made 
The  water,  which  they  beat,  to  follow  faster, 
As  amorous  of  their  strokes.     For  her  own  person, 
It  beggar' d  all  description  :  she  did  lie 
In  her  pavilion,  (cloth  of  gold,  of  tissue,) 
O'er-picturing  that  Venus,  where  we  see, 
The  fancy  out- work  nature  :  on  each  side  her, 
Stood  pretty  dimpled  boys,  like  smiling  Cupids, 
With  diverse-colour'd  fans,  whose  wind  did  seem 
To  glow  the  delicate  cheeks  which  they  did  eool, 
And  what  thev  undid,  did. 

Agr.  O,  rare  for  Antony  ! 

Eno.  Her  gentlewomen,  like  the  Nereides, 
So  many  mermaids,  tended  her  i'  the  eyes, 
And  made  their  bends  adornings  :  at  the  helm 
A  seeming  Mermaid  steers ;  the  silken  taekle 
Swell  with  the  touches  of  those  flower-soft  hands, 
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/,/;•.  Iv'"\  ul  w enofa  ! 

She  mads  great  Osssar  laj  bis  iword  to  bed; 
lie  ploughed  ber,  and  ahe  cropp'd. 

Eno,  i     ro  ber  once 

Hop  forty  pacea  tlirough  fche  public  Btreel  i 
Ami  having  losl  her  breath,  she  spoke,  ami  panted) 
That  the  did  make  defect,  perfection, 
And  breathless,  p  iwer  breathe  forth. 

.1/, v.    Now    Antony  must  leave  her  utterly 

Eno,  *Scw'v ;  be  w  ill  apt ; 

Age  Cannol   wither  her.  nor  custom  stale 

lier  infinite  variety  :  Other  women 

Cloy  th'  appetites  they  feed;  but  she  makes  hun- 

8*3 1 
Where  most  she  satisfies.     Tor  vilest  things 

Become  themselves  in  her  j   that  the  holy  priots 

Bleas  her,  when  she  is  riggish.80 

Mrr.  [f  beauty,  wisdom,  modesty,  can  settle 
The  heart  of  Antony,  Octavia  is 
A  blessed  lottery  to  him. 

„  t(/r.  Let  us  go. — 

Good  Enobarhus  make  yourself  my  guest, 
Whilst  you  abide  here. 

Eno.  Humbly,  sir,  I  thank  you. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  HE.— The  same.     A  Boom  in  Cassar'a 

House. 

Enter  O.rsvu.  Antony,  Octatia  between  them; 
Attendants  and  a  Soothsayer. 

Astf,  The  world,  and  my  great  office,  will  some- 
times 
Divide  me  from  your  bosom. 

Oct  a.  All  which  time 
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Thither 
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M j  motion,  bars  it  not  in 

I I  ie  j  ou  again  to  I '.  ■  j.t . 
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Sooih    < 
Therefor  .  1 1  Lntonj .  t  by  hi 

Thy  daemon,  that  's  th\  spirit  which 
Noble,  courageous,  high,  unmatcbafa 
Where  I  aoi  ;  but 

mi  is  l  being  o'erj  . ;  there 

Make  space  enough  boi  on. 

Sooth.  To  none  but  thee  ;  no  more,  but  wh- 
thee. 
If  thou  doel  play  with  him  at  any  gBJ 
Thou  art  sure  to  lose!   and,  of  that  natural  i 
He  beats  thee  'gainst  the  odds  j  thy  1  i 
When  he  shines  by:   I  say  again,  thy  spirit 
Is  all  afraid  to  govern  thee  near  him  ; 
But,  he  away,  'tis  noble. 

Ant.  G»  gone : 

Say  to  Yentidius,  I  would  speak  with  him  : — 

[Exit  Sooth. 
He  shall  to  Parthia. — Be  it  art,  or  hap, 
He  hath  spoken  true  ;  The  very  dice  obey  him  ; 
And,  in  our  sports,  my  better  cunning  faints 
Under  his  chance  :  If  we  draw  lots,  he  speed 
His  cocks  do  win  the  battle  still  of  mine. 
When  it  is  all  to  nought ;  and  his  quails  even 
Beat  mine,  inhoop'd,  at  odds.s-     I  will  to  Eg 
And  though  I  make  this  marriage  for  mv  peace, 

Enter  YE>~TiDirs. 

I'  the    east   my  pleasure   lies : — 0,    come,    Yenti- 
dius. 
You  must  to  Parthia  :  your  commission's  re.: 
Follow  me,  and  receive  it.  | 'Exeunt. 
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ACT  ir. 


ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATKA. 


SCENE  IV. — V. 


SCENE  IX.— The  same.     A  street. 

Enter  Lepidcs,  Mecenas,  and  Ag-rippa. 

Lep.  Trouble  yourselves  no  further :  pray  you, 
hasten 
1   Mir  generals  after. 

//•.  Sir,  Mark  Antony 

Will  e'en  but  kiss  Octavia,  and  we  '11  follow. 

k    Till  I  shall  see  you  in  your  soldier's  dress, 
Which  will  become  you  both,  farewell. 

Mec.  We  shall, 

\-  I  conceive  the  journey,  be  at  mount 
Before  you,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  way  is  shorter, 

Mj  purposes  do  draw  me  much  about; 
You  '11  win  two  days  upon  me. 

Mec.  Agr.  Sir,  good  success  ! 

Lep.   Farewell.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  Y. — Alexandria.      A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 

Cleo.  Give  me  some  music  ;  music,  moody  food 
Of  us  that  trade  in  love. 

Attend.  The  music,  ho  ! 

Enter  Mardian. 

Cleo.  Let  it  alone  ;  let  us  to  billiards  :3S 
Come,  Charmian. 

Char.  My  arm  is  sore,  best  play  with  Mardian. 
Cleo.  As  well  a  woman  with  an  eunuch  play'd, 
As  with  a  woman  ; — Come,  you'll  play  with  me,  sir? 
Mar.  As  well  as  I  can,  madam. 
Cleo.  And  when  good  will  is  show'd,  though  it 
come  too  short, 
The  actor  may  plead  pardon.     I  '11  none  now  i — 
Give  me  mine  angle, — We  '11  to  the  river :  there, 
M  v  music  playing  far  off,  I  will  betray 
T.tu  liv-finn'd  fishes  ;  my  bended  hook  shall  pierce 
Their  slimy  jaws  ;  and,  as  I  draw  them  up, 
I  '11  think  them  every  one  an  Antony, 
And  say,  Ah,  ah  !  you're  caught. 

Char.  '  1  was  merry,  when 

You  wager'd  on  your  angling;  when  your  diver 
Did  hang  a  >alt-lish  on  his  hook,  which  he 
With  fervency  drew  up. 

Cleo.  That  time! — ( I  fcimes! — 

1  Laugh'd  him  out  of  patience ;  ami  thai  eight 
1  Laugh'd  him  into  patience:  and  next  morn, 
niut  h  hour,  I  drunk  him  to  his  bed ; 
1  ken  pul  my  fcirei  and  mantles  on  him,  vrhi] 
Iwi  Philippan.     0!   from  Italy; — 


Enter  a  Messenger. 

11am  thou  thy  fruitful  tidings  in  mine  ears, 
That  long  time  have  been  barren. 

Mess.  Madam,  madam, — 

Cleo.  Antony's  dead  ? — 
If  thou  say  so,  villain,  thou  kill'st  thy  mistress  : 
But  well  and  free, 

If  thou  so  yield  him,  there  is  gold,  and  here 
My  bluest  veins  to  kiss ;  a  hand,  that  kings 
Have  lipp'd,  and  trembled  kissing. 

Mess.  First,  madam,  he  's  well. 

Cleo.  Why,  there's  more  gold.  But,  sirrah,  mark; 
we  use 
To  say,  the  dead  are  well :  bring  it  to  that, 
The  gold  I  give  thee,  will  I  melt,  and  pour 
Down  thy  ill-uttering  throat. 
Mess.  Good  madam,  hear  me. 
Cleo.  Well,  go  to,  I  will ; 

But  there  's  no  goodness  in  thy  face :  If  Antony 
Be  free,  and  healthful, — why  so  tart  a  favour 
To  trumpet  such  good  tidings  ?  If  not  well, 
Thou  should' st  come  like  a  fury  crown' d  with  snakes, 
Not  like  a  formal  man. 

Mess.  Will 't  please  you  hear  me  ? 

Cleo.    I  have  a  mind  to  strike  thee,  ere  thou 
speak*  st : 
Yet,  if  thou  say,  Antony  lives,  is  well, 
Or  friends  with  Caesar,  Or  not  captive  to  him, 
I  '11  set  thee  in  a  shower  of  gold,  and  hail 
Bich  pearls  upon  thee. 

Mess.  Madam,  he  's  well. 

Cleo.  Well  said. 

Mess.  And  friends  with  Caesar. 
Cleo.  Thou  'rt  an  honest  man. 

Mess.  Cassar  and  he  are  greater  friends  than  ever. 
Cleo.  Make  thee  a  fortune  from  me. 
Mess.  But  yet,  madam, — 

Cleo.  I  do  not  like  "but  yet,"  it  does  allay 
The  good  precedence ;  fie  upon  "  but  yet :" 
"  But  yet"  is  as  a  gaoler  to  bring  forth 
Some  monstrous  malefactor.     Pr'ythee,  friend, 
Pour  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  ear, 
The  good  and   bad  together :    He 's   friend   with 

Caesar ; 
In  state  of  health,  thou  say'st ;  and,  thou  say'st, 
free. 
Mess.  Free,  madam !  no  ;  I  made  no  such  report : 
1 1  <    s  bound  unto  Octavia. 
Cleo.  For  what  good  turn  ? 

Mess.  For  the  best  turn  i'  the  bed. 
Cleo.  I  am  pale,  Charmian. 

Mess.  Madam,  he  's  married  to  Octavia. 
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M,  I  [e  '  >  married,  madam. 

( 7<         l\     'iii\  thou  hast    liv'tl  ton  hti 

|  Draws  a  Dag , 

Mrss.  ,  thru   I  'II  run  : — 

What   mean  you,  madam  ?    1   luno  made   DC  fault. 

/ 

(  Good  madam,  keep  yourself  within  your- 

lelf; 

The  man  is  innocent. 

cico.  Some  innocents  'scape  not   the  thunder- 
bolt.— 
"Melt  Egypl  into  Nile!  and  kindly  creatui 
Turn  all  to  Berpents! — Call  the  slave  again; 
Though  1  am  mad,  1  will  no1  bite  him: — Call, 

Clmr.  He  is  afeard  to  oome, 

■  a.  I  will  rot  hurt  liini : — 

These  handi  do  lack  nobility,  that  they  strike 
A  meaner  than  myself;  Bince  I  myself 
Haw  given  myself  the  cause. — Come  hither,  sir. 

Re-enter  Messenger. 

Though  it  be  honest,  it  is  never  good 

To  bring  bad  news  ■  Give  to  a  gracious  messa 

An  host  of  tongues  ;  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Themselves,  when  they  be  felt. 

.1/  I  have  done  my  duty. 

Cleo.  Ts  he  married  ? 
I  cannot  hate  thee  worser  than  I  do, 
If  thou  again  say.  Yes. 

J\Tess.  He  is  married,  madam. 

Cleo.  The  gods  confound  thee!  dost  thou  hold  \ 
there  still  ? 

Mess.  Should  I  lie,  madam  ? 

CI co.  O,  I  would,  thou  didst ; 

Bo  half  my  Egypt  were  submerg'd,  and  made 
A  cistern  for  scald  snakes!   G-o,  get  thee  hence;      \ 
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The  colour  of  her  hair : — hrii  y. — 

•  him  not- -Charm' 
Though  he  be  painted  one  way  i  n, 

T'other  way  he  *B  s  Man  :     Bid  yo  I    \ 

Bring  me  word,  how  tall  she  is. — Pity  me.  Charm 
But  do  not  speak  to  me.—  I.    .  I  me  to  my  chamber. 

■  unt. 

SCKN  V.  VL— year  Misennm. 

Enter  PoMFKX  0*4  MeKAS,  at  onr  side,  irith  Dr 
and    Trumpet  :     at    anotl     .    I       -    '.     I.: 
Antony,  JSetobabbus,  M        stab,        .    s 

marcliiwj. 

Pom.  Your  hostages  I  have,  so  have  you  mi 
And  we  shall  talk  before  we  i'_ 

C,  Most  me 

That  iirst  we  come  to  words  ;  and  therefore  hav-_ 
Our  written  purposes  before  us  sent ; 
Which,  if  thou  hast  consider'd.  let  us  know 
If  'twill  tie  up  thy  discontented  sword ; 
And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  tall  youth, 
That  else  must  perish  here. 

Pom.  To  you  all  thr 

The  senators  alone  of  this  ^reat  world, 
Chief  factors  for  the  gods. — I  do  not 
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ACT   TT. 


WTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA, 


SO  EKE  TI. 


Wherefore  my  father  should  revengers  want, 
Haring  a  son,  ami  friends  J  since  Julius  Caesar, 
Who  at  Philippi  the  Lr"»l  Brutus  ghosted/' l 
There  saw  you  labouring  for  him.     What  was  it. 
That  fnor'd  pale  CasBins  to  conspire?  And  what 
Blade  the  all-houour'd,  honest,  Roman  Brutus, 
With  the  arm'd  rest,  courtiers  of  beauteous  free- 
dom, 
To  drench  the  Capitol ;  but  that  they  would 
J  lave  one  man  but  a  man  ?  And  that  is  it, 
Hath  made  me  rig  my  navy;  at  whose  burden 
The  anger' d  ocean  foams  ;  with  which  I  meant 
To  scourge  the  ingratitude  that  despiteful  Rome 
Cast  on  my  noble  father. 

Ops.  Take  your  time. 

Ant.  Thou  canst  not  fear  ns,  Pompey,  with  thy 
sails, 
We  '11  speak  with  thee  at  sea  :  at  land,  thou  know'st 
How  much  we  do  o'er-count  thee. 

Pom.  At  land,  indeed, 

Thou  dost  o'ercount  me  of  my  father's  house  :35 
But,  since  the  cuckoo  builds  not  for  himself, 
Remain  in  't  as  thou  may'st. 

Lep.  Be  pleas'd  to  tell  us, 

(For  this  is  from  the  present,)  how  you  take 
The  offers  we  have  sent  you. 

Cces.  There  's  the  point. 

Ant.  Which  do  not  be  entreated  to,  but  weigh 
"What  it  is  worth  embrae'd. 

Cces.  And  what  may  follow, 

To  try  a  larger  fortune. 

Pom.  You  have  made  me  offer 

Of  Sicily,  Sardinia  ;  and  I  must 
Rid  all  the  sea  of  pirates ;  then,  to  send 
Measures  of  wheat  to  Rome  :  This  'greed  upon, 
To  part  with  unhack'd  edges,  and  bear  back 
Our  targe  undinted. 

Cces.  Ant.  Lep.  That 's  our  offer. 

Pom.  Know  then, 

I  came  before  you  here,  a  man  prepar'd 
To  take  this  offer :  But  Mark  Antony 
Put  me  to  some  impatience : — Though  I  lose 
The  praise  of  it  by  telling,  You  must  know, 
When  Caesar  and  your  brothers  were  at  blows, 
Your  mother  came  to  Sicily,  and  did  find 
Her  welcome  friendly. 

Ant.  I  have  heard  it,  Pompey  ; 

And  am  well  studied  for  a  liberal  thanks, 
Which  I  do  owe  you. 

Pom.  Let  me  have  your  hand  : 

I  did  not  think,  sir,  to  have  met  you  here. 

Ant.  The  beds  i'  the  east  are  soft;  and  thanks 

oil, 
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That  call'd  me,  timelier  than  my  purpose,  hither ; 
For  I  have  gam'd  by  it. 

Cces.  Since  I  saw  you  last, 

There  is  a  change  upon  you. 

Pom.  Well,  I  know  not 

What  counts  harsh  fortune  casts  upon  my  face 
But  in  my  bosom  shall  she  never  come, 
To  make  my  heart  her  vassal. 

Lep.  Well  met  here. 

Pom.  I  hope  so,  Lepidus. — Thus  we  are  agreed 
I  crave,  our  composition  may  be  written, 
And  seal'd  between  us. 

Cces.  That 's  the  next  to  do. 

Pom.  We  '11  feast  each  other,  ere  we  part ;  and 
let  us 
Draw  lots  who  shall  begin. 

Ant.  That  will  I,  Pompey. 

Pom.  No,  Antony,  take  the  lot :  but,  first, 
Or  last,  your  fine  Egyptian  cookery 
Shall  have  the  fame.  I  have  heard,  that  Julius  Caesar 
Grew  fat  with  feasting  there. 

Ant.  You  have  heard  much. 

Pom.  I  have  fair  meanings,  sir. 

Ant.  And  fair  words  to  them. 

Pom.  Then  so  much  have  I  heard : — 
And  I  have  heard,  Apollodorus  carried — 

Eno.  No  more  of  that : — He  did  so. 

Pom.  What,  I  pray  you  ? 

Eno.  A  certain  queen  to  Csesar  in  a  mattress. 

Pom.  I  know  thee  now  ;  How  far'st  thou,  soldier  ? 

Eno.  Well  ; 

And  well  am  like  to  do  ;  for,  I  perceive, 
Four  feasts  are  toward. 

Pom.  Let  me  shake  thy  hand  ; 

I  never  hated  thee  :  I  have  seen  thee  fight, 
When  I  have  envied  thy  behaviour. 

Eno.  Sir, 

I  never  lov'd  you  much ;  but  I  have  prais'd  you, 
When  you  have  well  deserv'd  ten  times  as  much 
As  I  have  said  you  did. 

Pom.  Enjoy  thy  plainness, 

It  nothing  ill  becomes  thee. — 
Aboard  my  galley  I  invite  you  all : 
Will  you  lead,  lords  ? 

Cces.  Ant.  Lep.  Show  us  the  way,  sir. 

Pom.  Come. 

{Exeunt  Pom.,   Cjes.,  Ant.,  Lep.,  Sold.,  and 
Attend. 

Men.  Thy  father,  Pompey,  would  ne'er  have 
made  this  treaty. — [Aside.] — You  and  I  have 
known,  sir. 

Eno.  At  sea,  I  think. 

Men.  We  have,  sir. 
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>,    If  lie  do,  Biirc,  In'  cannot    weep   it    back 
ii. 

M>  ,'.    \  ou    ha\e    said,    sir.       \\  6     looked    D01     for 

Mark    \nton\   here;    Praj    vou,  is  he  married   to 
Cleopat  ra  \ 

( 'a?8ar  r  ia  call'd  ( letavia. 

Men.  True,  sir ;  Bhe  was  the  wife  of  Caiua  Mar- 
sellus. 

I  > u t  slir  is  now  the  wife  of  Marcus  A.nto- 

nius. 

Men.    Praj  J  «'U.  sir  ? 

En*     Dia  true. 

Mm.  Theu  is  Cssar,  and  he,  for  ever  knit  to- 
gether. 

/'  ».  It'  1  were  bound  to  divine  of  this  unity,  1 
irould  not  prophecj  so. 

.  I  think,  tin'  policy  of  that  purpose  made 
more  in  the  marriage,  than  the  love  of  the  parties. 
'.  1  think  so  too.  But  yon  shall  find,  the 
band  that  seems  to  tie  their  friendship  together, 
will  be  the  very  strangler  oi'  their  amity  :  Octavia 
is  of  a  holy,  cold,  and  still  conversation. 

J/c/t.  Who  would  not  have  his  wife  so? 

Eno.  Not  he,  that  himself  is  not  so  ;  which  is 
Mark  Antony,  lie  will  to  his  Egyptian  dish  again  : 
then  shall  the  sigha  of  Octavia  blow  the  fire  up  in 
CsBsar;  and,  as  1  said  before,  that  which  is  the 
strength  of  their  amity,  shall  prove  the  immediate 
author  of  their  variance.  Antony  will  use  Ids  affec- 
tion where  it  is ;  he  married  but  his  occasion  here. 

Men.  And  thus  it  may  be.     Come,  sir,  will  you 
aboard:     1  have  a  health  for  you. 
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JEno.   Not  till  you  have  slept  j   I  fear  me.  you'll 
be  in,  till  then. 

Lrp.  Nay,  certainly,  I  have  heard,  thp  Ptole 
pyramisee  are  very  goodly  things  ;  without  cont 
diction,  I  have  heard  that. 


ACT    ir. 


ANTONY    AND  CLEOPATRA, 


SCENE  VII. 


.!/■  ...    Pompej  .  a  word.  .  tside. 

Pom.  Say  in  mine  ear :    What  is 't  ? 

'/' ,'.    Forsake  fchj  Beat,   I  do  beseech  fchee,  cap- 
tain, j  .  tside. 
And  hear  me  speak  a  word. 

Post,  Forbear  me  till  anon. — 

Tin.-  wine  for  Lepidus. 

'.   What  manner  o1  thing  is  your  crocodile? 

Ant  It  is  shaped,  sir,  like  itself;  and  it  is  as 
broad  as  it  hath  breadth  :  it  is  just  so  high  as  it  is, 
and  moves  with  its  own  organs  J  it  lives  by  that 
which  nourisheth  it  ;  and  the  (dements  once  out  of 
it,  it  transmigrates. 

Lrp.  What  colour  is  it  of? 

Ant.   Of  its  own  colour  too. 

Lrp.  'Tis  a  strange  serpent. 

Ant.  'Tis  so.     And  the  tears  of  it  are  wet, 

Cips.  Will  this  description  satisfy  him  ? 

Ant.  With  the  health  that  Pompey  gives  him, 
else  he  is  a  very  epicure. 

Pom-.   [To   Men.    aside.']    Go,   hang,   sir,    hang ! 
Tell  me  of  that  ?  away  ! 
Do  as  I  bid  you. — Where  's  this  cup  I  call'd  for  ? 

Men.  If  for  the  sake  of  merit  thou  wilt  hear  me, 
Rise  from  thy  stool.  [Aside. 

Pom.  I  think,  thou'rt  mad.     The  matter  ? 

[Rises,  and  walks  aside. 

Men.  I  have  ever  held  my  cap  off  to  thy  fortunes. 

Pom.  Thou   hast    serv'd  me  with    much   faith : 
What 's  else  to  say  ? 
Be  jolly,  lords. 

Ant.  These  quick-sands,  Lepidus, 

Keep  off  them,  for  you  sink. 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  all  the  world  ? 

Pom.  What  say'st  thou  ? 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  the  whole  world  r 
That 's  twice. 

Pom.  How  should  that  be  ? 

Men.  But  entertain  it,  and, 

Although  thou  think  me  poor,  I  am  the  man 
Will  give  thee  all  the  world. 

Pom.  [last  thou  drunk  well  ? 

Mrn.  No,  Pompey,  I  have  kept  me  from  the  cup. 
Thou  art,  if  thou  dar'st  be,  the  earthly  Jove: 
Whato'er  the  ocean  pales,  or  sky  inclips, 
I<  thine,  if  thou  wilt,  have 't. 

Pom.  Show  me  which  way. 

Men.  These  three  world-sharers,  these  compe- 
titors, 

\v<>  in  thy  fessel  :    Let    Die  cm!   the  cable  ; 

And,  when  we  are  put  off;  fall  to  their  throats: 

All  there  is  thine. 

P  Ah,  this  thou  ahould'st  have  done, 


And  not  have  spoke  on  't !  In  me,  'tis  villany  ; 
I  n  thee,  it  had  been  good  service.    Thou  must  know, 
'Tia  not  my  pro  lit  that  does  lead  mine  honour  ; 
.Mi in'  honour,  it.     Kepent,  that  e'er  thy  tongue 
I  lath  so  betray'd  thine  act :   Being  done  unknown, 
I  should  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done  ; 
But  must  condemn  it  now.     Desist,  and  drink. 

Men.  For  this,  [Aside. 

I  '11  never  follow  thy  pall'd  fortunes  more. — 
Who  seeks,  and  will  not  take,  when  once  'tis  offer'd, 
Shall  never  find  it  more. 

Pom.  This  health  to  Lepidus. 

Ant.  Bear  him  ashore. — I  '11  pledge  it  for  him, 
Pompey. 

Eno.  Here  's  to  thee,  Menas. 

Men.  Enobarbus,  welcome. 

Pom.  Fill,  till  the  cup  be  hid. 

Pino.  There  's  a  strong  fellow,  Menas. 

[Pointing  to  the  Attend.,  who  carries  o^Lep. 

Men.  Why  ? 

Eno.  He  bears 

The  third  part  of  the  world,  man  ;  See'st  not  ? 

Men.  The  third  part  then  is  drunk  :  'Would  it 
were  all, 
That  it  might  go  on  wheels  \ 

Eno.  Drink  thou  ;  increase  the  reels. 

Men.  Come. 

Pom.  This  is  not  yet  an  Alexandrian  feast. 

Ant.  It  ripens  towards  it. — Strike  the  vessels, 
ho!38 
Here  is  to  Caesar. 

Cces.  I  could  well  forbear  it. 

It 's  monstrous  labour,  when  I  wash  my  brain, 
And  it  grows  fouler. 

Ant.  Be  a  child  o'  the  time. 

C(£s.  Possess  it,  I  '11  make  answer :  but  I  had 
rather  fast 
From  all,  four  days,  than  drink  so  much  in  one. 

Eno.  Ha,  my  brave  emperor  !  [To  Ant. 

Shall  we  dance  now  the  Egyptian  Bacchanals, 
And  celebrate  our  drink  ? 

Pom.  Let 's  ha't,  good  soldier. 

Ant.  Come,  let  us  all  take  hands  ; 
Till  that   the   conquering  wine   hath    stoep'd   our 

sense 
In  soft  and  delicate  Lethe. 

Eno.  All  take  hands. — 

Make  battery  to  our  ears  *  ith  the  loud  music  : — 
The  while,  I  '11  place  you:  Then  the  boy  shall  sing; 
The  holding  every  man  shall  bear,  as  loud 
As  his  strong  sides  can  volley.39 

[Music  plays.      Eno.  places  them   hand 
in  hand. 
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r\CT     III. 


SCENE  I.      /  Plain  in  Syria, 


Enter  \  \  ntidius,  m  after  Conquest,  villi  Sum 
(nit!  oilier  Etonians,   Officers,  unJ  Soldiers;  the 
dead  Body  ©/"Pai  obi  b  borne  before  him. 

V<n.  Now,   darting    Parthia,  art    thou    itruck; 

and  now 

Pleas'd  fortune  doea  of  Marcus  Crassus1  deatb 
Make  me  revenger. —  Bear  the  king's  son's  I 
Before  our  arm ^  ■.     Thj   Pacorus,  Orodes, 
Pays  this  for  Marcus  Crassus.40 

Sit  Noble  \  entidius, 

Whilst  yet  with  Parthian  blood  thy  sword  is  warm. 
The  fugitive  Parthiana  follow  ;  spur  through  Media, 
Mesopotamia,  and  the  shelters  whither 

Tho  routed  ily  :   so  thy  grand  captain  Antony 
Shall  sot  thee  On  triumphant  chariots,  and 

Put  garlands  on  thy  head. 

J  en.  0  Silius,  Silius, 

1  have  done  enough  \   A  lower  place,  uote  well. 

May  make  too  greal  an  act  :    Por  learn  this.  Silius  ; 

Better  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deed  acquire 

Too  high  a  fame,  when  him  vre  serve  's  away. 

Csasar,  and  Antony,  have  ever  won 

More  in  their  officer,  than  person  ■  Sossius, 

One  of  my  place  in  Syria,  his  lieutenant, 

For  quick  accumulation  of  renown. 

Which  he  aehiev'd  by  the  minute,  lost  his  favour. 


Who  does  i'  t  be  a  ara  i 

■ 
The  aoldier'a  \  irt  ue,  rather 
Than  gain,  which  darkens  him. 
1  could  do  more  i<»  do  A ntoniu 
Rut  'twould  offend  him  ;  and  in 
Should  my  performan  ih. 

Si  J. 

That  without  which  a  Boldier,  and  hia 

distinction.      TbOU    wilt    w: 

A  nton 
Ten.  1  Tl  humbly  aignify  what  in  his  na 
That  magical  word  of  • 

How,  with  his  banners,  and  his  well-paid  ranks, 
The  ne'er-yet-beaten  hi    s         I     this 
We  have  jaded  out  o'  the  ti<  Id. 
*SV/.  now  ? 

Ven.   He  pnrpoeeth    to    Athens:    whither 
what  hn^te 
The  weight  we  must  i  with  us  will  permit. 

We   shall   appear  before   him. — On.  t 

along.  / 

8<  i;\k  ll      B  : 

// 

Enter  Aurifpa.  and  ENOEAEr.rs.  meeting. 
Agr.  What,  are  the  brothers  parte 


nr. 


ANTONY   A\D  CLEOJMTKA. 


SCENE  TTT. 


'Eno.  They  have  despatched  with  Pompey,  he  is 
ae; 
The  other  three  are  sealing.     Octavia  weeps 
'Popart  from  Rome:  Csesarissad;  and  Lepidus, 
Since  Pompey's  feast,  as  Menas  Bays,  is  troubled 
With  tho  greeo  Bich n< 

r.  'Tis  a  noble  Lepidus. 

A  very  fine  one:  O,  how  he  loves  Caesar! 
Agr.    Nay,    but    how    dearly    be   adores    Mark 

\  atony  ! 
E//o.  Cesar  ':   Why.  he  's  the  Jupiter  of  men. 
Agr.   What's  Antony?  The  god  of  Jupiter. 
Eno.  Spake  you  of  Cesar  ?    How  ?  the  nonpa- 
reil! 
Agr.   O  Antony!    O  thou  Arabian  bird  !41 
Eno.  "Would  you  praise  Cesar,  say, — Cesar; — 
go  no  further. 

Agr.  Indeed,  be  ply'd  them  both  witb  excellent 

pra 
Eno.  But  he  loves  Ca?sar  best ; — Yet  he  loves 
Antony  : 
Ho  !  hearts,  tongues,  figures,  scribes,  bards,  poets, 

cannot 
Think,  speak,  cast, write,  sing,  number,  bo,  his  love 
To  Antony.     But  as  for  Csesar, 
Kneel  down,  kneel  down,  and  wonder. 

Agr.  Both  he  loves. 

Eno.  They  are  his  shards,  and  he  their  beetle.42 
So,  —  [  Trumpets. 

This  is  to  horse. — Adieu,  noble  Agrippa. 

Agr.  Good  fortune,  worthy  soldier;  and  farewell. 

Enter  Cxsab,  Anto>:v,  Lepidus,  and  Octavia. 

Ant.  No  further,  sir. 

Cas.  You  take  from  me  a  great  part  of  myself; 
'        me  well  in  it. — Sister,  prove  such  a  wife 
As  my  thoughts  make  thee,  and  as  my  furthest  band 
Shall  pass  on  thy  approof. — Most  noble  Antony, 
Let  not  the  piece  of  virtue,  which  is 
Betwixt  us,  as  the  cement  of  our  love, 
To  keep  it  builded,  be  the  ram,  to  batter 
The  fortress  of  it:  for  better  might  we 
Save  bred  without  this  mean,  if  on  both  parts 
-  be  not  cherish'd. 
Ant.  M;i!r  me  not  offended 

In  your  <\\- 
Ccts.  [  havi 

hit.  ill  qoI  find, 

ugh  yon  be  be  leasl  can 

the  gods  keep  you, 
the  hea  Romans  ou]      ids! 

\\  •   will  bere  pari , 

rell,  in;,  fare  fchee  w<  II ; 


The  elements  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
Thy  spirits  all  of  comfort !  fare  thee  well. 

Octa,    My  noble  brother! — 

Ant.  The  April's  in  her  eyes  :  It  is  love's  spring, 
And  these  the  showers  to  bring  it  on. — Be  cheerful. 

Octa.  Sir,  look  well  to  my  husband's  house:  and — 

0*9.  What, 

Octavia  ? 

Octa.        I  '11  tell  you  in  your  ear. 

Ant.  Her  tongue  will  not  obey  her  heart,  nor  can 
Her   heart  inform   her  tongue:  the  swan's  down 

feather, 
That  stands  upon  the  swell  at  full  of  tide, 
And  neither  way  inclines. 

Eno.  "Will  Cesar  wee])  ?  [Aside  to  A  or. 

Agr.  He  has  a  cloud  in  's  face. 

Eno.  He  were  the  worse  for  that,  were  lie  a 
horse ; 
So  is  he,  being  a  man. 

Agr.  Why,  Enobarbus  ? 

When  Antony  found  Julius  Caesar  dead, 
He  cried  almost  to  roaring :  and  he  wept, 
When  at  Philippi  he  found  Brutus  slain. 

Eno.  That  year,  indeed,  he  was  troubled  with  a 
rheum  : 
What  willingly  he  did  confound,  he  wail'd  : 
Believe  it,  till  I  weep  too. 

Cas.  No,  sweet  Octavia, 

You  shall  hear  from  me  still;  the  time  shall  not 
Out-go  my  thinking  on  you. 

Ant.  Come,  sir,  come  ; 

I  '11  wrestle  with  you  in  my  strength  of  Jove 
Look,  here  I  have  you ;  thus  I  let  you  go, 
And  give  you  to  the  gods. 

Cces.  Adieu  :  be  happy  ! 

Lep.  Let  all  the  number  of  the  stars  give  light 
To  thy  fair  way  ' 

C(cs.  Farewell,  farewell!  [Kisses  Octa. 

Ant.  Farewell ! 

[  Trumpets  sound.     Exeunt. 


''■>  SCENE  TIL— Alexandria.     A  Room  in  the  Palace, 


Enter  Clkopatra,  Cn  \kmian,  Iras,  and  Alfa  as. 

Cleo.  Where  is  the  fellow? 

Alex.  Half  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo.   Go  to,  go  to  : — Come  hither,  sir. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Ah  Good  majesty, 

Herod  of  Jewry  dare  not  look  upon  you, 
Bui  when  you  are  well  pleas'd. 
Oleo,  Thai  Herod's  head 
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i  I  lid  i    hear    hei  I       I  •     Hhrill-   '   Hm  'tis  no 

1  i 

tongu'd,  or  I-  W  here  I  \\ ill  * rite  .    All 

Madam,  I  heard  bar  •  ip<  ah  .  she  '  I 

\  oio'di 
Cleo,    Tli.it  'm  not    ■•■  goodi     he  cannot  like  her     SCENE    i\         Lthem        I  I 
lonir. 


»r,   I  like  her  I   ( )  [sis  I  'i  ii  impoa  nble. 

Cleo.    I    iliiiik   so,  Charinian :    hull  of  tongue, 
miuI  (lw arfinli ! — 
What  rnajestj  is  in  hor  gait  ':    Remember, 
If  e'er  t  ht »u  look* del  en  majesty 

Mrss.  She  cre<  | 

1  Ii  r  motion  and  her  Btation  are  as  ones 
She  show*  ;i  bodj  rather  than  a  life; 
A  Btai  iit\  i  has  a  breat  her. 

( '/«,».  Is  this  certain  ? 

i/,.sv.  Or  I  have  no  observance. 

Ckor. 
Cannot  make  better  note. 

Cleo.  lie  's  yerj  knon  big, 

1  do  perceiv'1  : — There's  nothing  in  beryet:  — 
The  follow  has  good  judgment. 

Char,  Bzcellent. 

Cleo    Guess  at  her  years,  I  pr'ythee. 

Heat,  Madam, 

She  was  a  widow. 

Cleo,  Widow? — Charmian,  hark. 

Mess,    And  1  do  think,  she's  thirty. 


//  use. 

I  I  s 


/  •'     \  i  ■  that 

( )f  semblable  import .     bul  he  hat 

Sen    prara  'gainst    Poi  made  his  will,  and 

I  it 
To  public  ear  i 

Spoke  acantly  ofmei  when  perfbr  mid  not 

Bui  pay  me  I  ekly 

tie  vented  them ;  most  narrow  i  lent  n. 

Three  in  Egypt      When  the  beet  hint  was  given  him,  hi  »k't, 

Of  ilul  ii  from  bii  teeth. 

Octa.  < )  my  good  lord, 

Believe  not  all ;  or,  if  you  must 
Stomach  not  all.     A  more  unhappy  lady, 
It'  this  division  chance,  ne1 
|  Praying  for  both  part 
And  the  good  ur<>ds  will  mock  me  presently, 
When  1  shall  pray,  "  ( >.  bless  my  lord  and  huebao 
;  Undo  that  prayer,  by  crying  -  loud, 

I  "  O,  bless  my  brother  !"  Husband  win,  win  brother, 
Cleo.    Hear'st   thou  her  face  in  mind?  id  it  long,    ||  Prays,  and  destroys  the  prayer;  no  mid 
or  round?  \  'Twi\t  these  extremes  at  all. 

>•    Round  even  to  faultiness.  .  int.  G   at 

Cleo.  For  the  most  part  too       Let  your  best  love  draw  to  that  poiut,  which  seeks 


The)     are    foolish    that     are    BO.—  Her    hair,    what 
colour  ? 
Moss.  Brown,    madam:     And    her    forehead    is 
as  low 
i  -  she  would  wish  it. 

C/«  There  is  gold  for  thee. 

Thou  must  not  take  my  former  sharpness  ill : — 
1  will  employ  thee  back  again  ;   I  find  thee 


Best  to  preserve  it :   If  I  lose  mine  honour, 

I  lose  myself:  better  I  were  not  you 

Than  yours  so  branchless.     But,  as  you  requested. 

Yourself  shall  go  between  us  :   The  mean  time.  1: 

I  '11  raise  the  preparation  of  a  war 

Shall  stain  your  brother  :  Make  your  soonest  haste: 

So  VOUT  desires  are  yours 

Octa.  Thanks  to  my  lord. 

3^9 


ACT  III. 


ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 


SCENE  V. 


VI. 


Phe  Jove  of  power  make  me  most  weak,  most,  weak, 
Vour  reconciler!   Wars  't\\i\t  you  twain  would  be 
As  if  the  world  Bhould  cleave,  and  that  slain  men 
Should  solder  up  the  rift. 

Ant.    When  it  appears  to  you  where  this  begins, 
Turn  vour  displeasure  that  way  ;  for  our  faults 
Can  never  be  so  equal,  that  your  love 
Can  equally  move  with  them.    Provide  your  going; 
Choose  your  own  Company,  and  command  what  cost 
Your  heart  has  mind  to.  \_Kcewit. 

SCENE  Y. — The  same.    Another  Room  in  the  same. 

Enter  Enobarbus  and  Eros,  meeting. 

Eno.  How  now,  friend  Eros  ? 

Eros.  There  's  strange  news  come,  sir. 

Eno.  What,  man  ? 

Eros.  Caesar  and  Lepidus  have  made  wars  upon 
Pompey. 

Eno.  This  is  old ;  "What  is  the  success  ? 

Eros.  Ceesar,  having  made  use  of  him  in  the 
wars  'gainst  Pompey,  presently  denied  him  ri- 
val ity  j43  would  not  let  him  partake  in  the  glory  of 
the  action :  and  not  resting  here,  accuses  hiin  of 
letters  he  had  formerly  wrote  to  Pompey;  upon  his 
own  appeal,44  seizes  him  :  So  the  poor  third  is  up, 
till  death  enlarge  his  confine. 

Eno.  Then,  world,  thou  hast  a  pair  of  chaps,  no 
more ; 
And  throw  between  them  all  the  food  thou  hast, 
They  '11  grind  the  one  the  other.  Where  's  Antony  P 

Eros.  He  's  walking  in  the  garden — thus ;  and 
spurns 
The  rush  that  lies  before  him  ;  cries,  "  Fool,  Lepi- 
dus!" 
And  threats  the  throat  of  that  his  officer, 
That  murder'd  Pompey. 

Eno.  Our  great  navy  's  rigged. 

Eros.  For  Italy,  and  Caesar.     More,  Domitius  ; 
My  lord  desires  you  presently  :  my  news 
I  might  have  told  hereafter. 

Eno.  'Twrill  be  naught : 

But  let  it  be. — Bring  me  to  Antony. 

~Ero*.  Come,  air.  \JJ£xeunt. 

ENE  \  I.     Etome,     ./  Room  in  Caesar's  House, 

LB,    \  &RIPPA,  "ml  .M  i.c.iA  \s. 

'    r.  Contemning  Some,  he  hat  done  all  this  i 
\ ml  more  j 
In  Alexandria, — here's  the  manner  of  it, — 
I'  the  market-place,  on  ;i  tribunal  rilver'd, 
Cleopal  rs  and  himself  in  chain  of  gold 
380 


Were  publicly  enthron'd  :  at  the  feet,  sat 
CsBsarion,  whom  they  call  my  father's  son  ; 
And  all  the  unlawful  issue,  that  their  lust 
Since  then  hath  made  between  them.     Unto  her 
He  gave  the  'stablishment  of  Egypt ;  made  her 
Of  lower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydia. 
Absolute  queen. 

Mee.  This  in  the  public  eye  ? 

C(£s.  I'    the    common    show-place,    where   they 
exercise. 
His  sons  he  there  proclaim' d,  The  kings  of  kings  : 
Great  Media,  Parthia,  and  Armenia, 
He  gave  to  Alexander  ;  to  Ptolemy  he  assign'd 
Syria,  Cilicia,  and  Phoenicia :  She 
In  the  habiliments  of  the  goddess  Isis 
That  day  appear' d ;  and  oft  before  gave  audience 
As  'tis  reported,  so. 

Mec.  Let  Rome  be  thus 

Inform' d. 

Ayr.         Who,  queasy  with  his  insolence 
Already,  will  their  good  thoughts  call  from  him. 

Cces.  The  people  know  it ;  and  have  now  receiv'd 
His  accusations. 

Agr.  Whom  does  he  accuse  ? 

Cces.  Csesar  :  and  that,  having  in  Sicily 
Sextus  Pompeius  spoil' d,  we  had  not  rated  him 
His  part  o'  the  isle  :  then  does  he  say,  he  lent  me 
Some  shipping  unrestor'd :  lastly,  he  frets, 
That  Lepidus  of  the  triumvirate 
Should  be  depos'd ;  and,  being,  that  we  detain 
All  his  revenue. 

Agr.  Sir,  this  should  be  answer' d. 

Cces.  'Tis  done  already,  and  the  messenger  gone. 
I  have  told  him,  Lepidus  was  grown  too  cruel ; 
That  he  his  high  authority  abus'd, 
And  did  deserve  his  change  ;  for  what  1  have  con- 
quer'd, 
I  grant  him  part ;  but  then,  in  his  Armenia, 
And  other  of  his  conquer'd  kingdoms,  I 
Demand  the  like. 

Mec.  He  '11  never  yield  to  that . 

Ctes.  Nor  must  not  then  be  yielded  to  in  this. 

Enter  Octavia. 

Oeta    Hail,  Caesar,  and  my  lord!  hail,  most  dear 
( Isssar  I 

(Vf.v.    Thai   ever  I   should  call  thee,  cast-;iu:.\  I 
Octa.    You  have  not  call'd  me  so,  nor  have  you 

cause. 
Cos.  Why  have  yon  stol'n  upon  us  thus?     You 
'■'  >»  1 1 « •  not 
Like  Cesar's  sister  i  The  wife  of  Antony 
Should  have  an  army  for  an  usher,  and 
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Tin   I.,  i   i,    uf  hoi      to  i'  H  of  I"  ' 

I,, ,11  .  did  i|'i"  "  ■  '  '•    '  "  • 

.Mm, ul. I  I.  w   boi  no  mm  ii  .    «'ii  i  •  mil  i  in. 

I,,,,,  I  h  ul  ii-1     n  i  • .  i 

Nhould  li'       i  ■  •  '"!•  'I  • "  ' : 

N  ii    ,1  l>\  s our  |>upulou  I 

\  in  n  k,  i  I  to  lioini  .  .i ii- 1  linvt    | - « -    •  1 1 1 ■  < I 

Tin-  n  -h  hi  "i  our  lovi  .  w  Inch,  lofl  un  dio*  ii 

I      ,,||     |]    I.  It    HllloN  M        \\r   tllOUld    b*fl  "l 

Willi  .mi  .in- in.  ni.  .1  |»p 

( |  :,,.  I  1 1 > \  lord, 

mini  i  liu  \  wan  I  ii-  i  d,  but  did  ii 

<  )n  in\  |  VI j  lord,  M.H  k    \  iii..ii\ , 

I  [earing  thai  j  ou  |  icqiiainti 

\l  \  \     ir  w  ii  li.il  ;  \\  lien  on,  I  I" 'd 

Mi.  pardon  for  re!  urn. 

\\  ln'li  loon  hi 
Being  an  ob  i!  rucl  'tween  bis  I  us!  and  him. 

< ><•/</.  I>>>  no!  sai  bo,  m_\  lord, 

(\i  [  Rave  eyes  upon  bim, 

\inl  his  afiain  come  to  me  on  the  wind, 
W  here  is  he  no 

i )r.'<i.  M  j  lord,  in   Athens. 

(w.s-.   No,  m\  most  wronged  sister ;  Cleopati 
ffatb  nodded  bim  to  bar.     He  batb  given  hit  em- 
pire 
Op  bo  i  whore;  who  non  are  levying 
The  kings  o'  the  earth  tor  war-,   lie  hath  assembled 
Bocohus,  the  king  of  Lybia  ;  Archelaus, 
Of  Cappadocia  j  Philadelphoe,  king 
()['  Paphlagonia;  the  Thraoian  king,  A.dallasi 
King  Malchus  of  Arabia  :  king  of  Pont  i 
Herod  of  Jewrj  :  Afithridates,  king 
OfGomagene;  Polemon  and  A  mini  • 
The  kings  of  Mode,  and  Lacaonia,  with  a 
More  larger  list  of  sceptres. 

( )rta.  Ah  me,  most  w  retched, 

That  have  my  heart  parted  betwixt  two  friends, 
That  do  afflict  each  other! 

CWt,  Welcome  hither  i 

Tour  letters  did  withhold  our  breaking  forth  ; 
Till  we  poiveivM,  both  how  you  were  wrong  led, 
And  we  in  negligent  danger.     Cheer  your  heart : 
IV  you  not  troubled  with  the  time,  whioh  drives 
O'er  your  content  these  Btrong  necessities  ; 
But  let  determin'd  things  to  destiny 
Hold  unbewail'd  their  way.     Welcome  to  Koine  : 
Nothing  more  dear  to  me.     You  are  abus'd 
Beyond  the  mark  of  thought :  and  the  high  gods, 
To  do  you  justice,  make  them  ministers 
()(  us,  and  those  that  love  you.      Best  of  comfort  ; 
And  ever  welcome  to  us. 


I 
.  i 

I  ii  I 

II, 

fi  I 

I'my  r< 

/■.,,„ 


•    I    .  i .    \  I  I        \  ' 

/     '      I 

'  [  will  be 

/         Bu! 

'  i 

\  i  fit . 

/  W<  .'.. 

I  I  I  *hy 

►aid  not 
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[fwe  should  serve  with  b  I  man-  • 

The  hoi  '•  merely  1" 

L  sold    r,  and  fadi  hon 
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/'  \o.   V'>nr  presence  needs  must  puzi 
Take  from  his  heart,  I  mo  his  brai'  his 

tin 
What  should  not  then  be  sp&r'd.      B 
Traduc'd  for  levity  ;  and  .  B  me, 

That  PhotlUUS  an  eunuch,  and  your  maids, 
BAanage  this  war. 

Clro.  Sink  Romo  :  and  their  tongues  rot, 

That  speak  against  ns  I    \  charge  we  be  iri1  the  war, 
And.  as  the  president  of  my  kingdom,  will 

Appear  there  for  a  man.      Speak  not  "   it  ; 

I  will  not  stay  behind. 

Eno.  Nay.  I  have  •:  >ne: 

Here  comes  the  emper 

Enter  A3  Cajstidt\ 

Ant.  la  t  not  star     a      I      ddius 

;  That  from  Tarentium,  and  Brundusium, 

;  He  could  so  quickly  cut  the  Ionian  - 

1  And  take  in  Toryne  : — You  have  heard  on 't  sw     I  \ 

CJeo.  Celerity  is  never  more  admir'd, 
|  Than  by  the  negligent. 

Ant.  A  £;ood  rebuke. 

K  Which  might  have  well  becom'd  the  best     f  men, 


ACT  III. 


ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 


SCENE  Y1IE. 


we 


To  taunt  at  slackness. — Canidiua 
Will  fight  with  him  by  sea. 

CJeo.  By  sea  !    What  else  ? 

Can.  Why  Will  my  lord  do  so  ? 

Ant.  For  he  dares  us  to  't. 

Eno.  So  hath  my  lord  dar'd  him  to  single  fight. 

Can.  Ay,  and  to  wage  this  battle  at  Pharsalia, 
Where  Ceesr  fought  with  Pompey:  But  these  of- 
fers, 
"Which  serve  not  for  his  vantage,  he  shakes  off; 
And  so  should  you. 

Eno.  Your  ships  are  not  well  mann'd  : 

Your  mariners  are  muleteers,  reapers,  people 
[ngroas'd  by  swift  impress  ;  in  Caesar's  fleet 
Are  those,  that  often  have  'gainst  Pompey  fought : 
Their  ships  are  yare  :  yours,  heavy.     No  disgrace 
Shall  full  you  for  refusing  him  at  sea, 
Being  prepar'd  for  land. 

Ant.  By  sea,  by  sea. 

Eno.  Most  worthy  sir,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  absolute  soldiership  you  have  by  land ; 
Distract  your  army,  which  doth  most  consist 
Of  war-mark' d  footmen  ;  leave  unexecuted 
Your  own  renowned  knowledge  ;  quite  forego 
The  way  which  promises  assurance  ,  and 
Give  up  yourself  merely  to  chance  and  hazard, 
From  firm  security. 

Ant.  I  '11  fight  at  sea. 

CIro.   I  have  sixty  sails,  Caesar  none  better. 

Ant.  Our  overplus  of  shipping  will  we  burn  ; 
And,  with  the  rest  full  mann'd,  from  the  head  of 

Actium 
Beat  the  approaching  Caesar.     But  if  we  fail, 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

We  then  can  do  't  at  land. — Thy  business  ? 

Mess.  The  news  is  true,  my  lord  ;  he  is  descried  ; 
'      -ar  has  taken  Toryne. 

Ant.   Can  he  be  there  in  person  ?  'tis  impossible  ; 
Strange,  that  his  power  should  be. — Canidius, 
Our  nineteen  legions  thou  shalt  hold  by  land, 
And  our  twelve  thousand  horse  : — We  '11   to  our 
ship  ; 

Enter  a  Soldier. 

Away,  my  Thetis  I40 — How  now,  worthy  soldier  ? 

Sold.  O  noble  emperor,  do  not  fight  by  sea  ; 
Trust  not  to  rotten  planLs  :    Do  von  misdoubt 

Tins  sword,  and  these  my  wounds?  Let  the  Egyp- 
tians, 
Ami  the  Phoenicians,  go  a  ducking;  B76 
Hare  used  i<>  conquer,  standing  on  the  earth, 

■i  ti'_dit ing  fool  t<>  toot . 


Ant. 


Well,  well,  away. 
[Exeunt  Ant.,  Cleo.,  and  Eno. 

Sold.  By  Hercules,  I  think,  I  am  i'  the  right. 

Can.  Soldier,   thou   art :    but  his  whole   action 
grows 
Not  in  the  power  on  't :  So  our  leader's  led, 
And  we  are  women's  men. 

Sold.  You  keep  by  land 

The  legions  and  the  horse  whole,  do  you  not  ? 

Can.  Marcus  Octaviii3,  Marcus  Justicius, 
Publicola,  and  Caelius,  are  for  sea ; 
But  we  keep  whole  by  land.    This  speed  of  Caesar's 
Carries  beyond  belief. 

Sold.  While  he  was  yet  in  Home, 

His  power  went  out  in  such  distractions,47  as 
Beguil'd  all  spies. 

Can.  Who  's  his  lieutenant,  hear  you  ? 

Sold.  They  say,  one  Taurus. 

Can.  Well  I  know  the  man. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  The  emperor  calls  for  Canidius. 
Can.   With  news  the   time 's  with  labour ;    and 
throes  forth, 
Each  minute,  some.  [Exeunt. 

SCEj>JE  Vni—  A  Plain  near  Actium. 

Enter  Caesar,  Taurus,  Officers,  and  Others. 

Cces.  Taurus, — 

Taur.  My  lord. 

Cces.  Strike  not  by  land :  keep  whole  : 

Provoke  not  battle,  till  we  have  done  at  sea. 
Do  not  exceed  the  prescript  of  this  scroll : 
Our  fortune  lies  upon  this  jump.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Antony  and  Enobarbus. 

Ant.  Set  we  our  squadrons  on  yon'  side  o'  the  hill, 
In  eye  of  Caesar's  battle ;  from  which  place 
We  may  the  number  of  the  ships  behold, 
And  so  proceed  accordingly.  [Exrunt. 

Enter  Canidius,  marching  n-ith  his  Land  Ann// 
one  Way  over  the  Stage ;  and  Taurus,  the  Lieu- 
tenant of  Caesar,  the  other  Way.  After  their 
going  in,  is  heard  the  Noise  of  a  Sea-Eight. 

Alarum.     Re-entry  EnOBAHBUS. 

Eno.  Naught,  naught,  all  naught!  1  can  behold 
no  longer ; 
The  Antoniad,  the  Egyptian  admiral. 
With  all  their  sixty,  fly,  and  turn  fche  rudder; 
To  see  't,  mine  eyea  arc  blasted 


\C     I       [ff. 


,\      \M» 


\  II  i  he  \n  hole    \  nod  i  t  I 

Wlml       ' 

S(    Of  I 

W  ii  li  ve\ 

Kingdom    Mini  proviuei 

I  '  ;.»  II: 

( >n  our    ide  like  •  he  toki  riM  | 
\\  here  (I.  ii  I,  \  on'  ii'1  lid  rid  nn      I'  1 

W  Iimim  It  prosj  oV  1 1  ake  .  i'  i  he  mid  bo'  1  hi  fl  ;hl , 
W  hen  \  .ini  i  ■■-•  like  a  p  d, 

Bol  Ii  m  i  he  1 1"'-  "ii 

I'l.r  brine  upon  her,  liki   n  co  \  in  Juri 

Hoi  .    .Mllil    111' 

Tin!   I  beheld  i   mine  i 
1  >id  si<  ken  al  I :  ind  could  not 

Endure  a  furl  her  \  iow. 

She  oner  being  looPd, 
riic  noble  ruin  of  her  mi         \  ntonj , 
Claps  on  Ins  sea-wing,  and  like  a  doting  mallard, 
Leaving  the  Bght  in  height,  fliea  alter  her: 
I  never  Ban  an  action  of  such  shame  ; 
Experience,  manhood,  honour,  ne'er  before 
Hid  \  iolate  ao  itself 

/ -'.in.  \  lack,  alai 

Enter  Curroii  i. 

Can.  Our  fortune  on  the  sea  is  mil  of  breath, 
Ami  sinks  mosi  lamentably.     Man  our  general 
Been  what  he  knew  himself,  it  had  gone  well: 
D,  \\c  has  given  example  for  our  Bight, 
M.>st  grossl] .  by  his  on  n. 

Who.  Ay,  are  you  thereabouts?  Whythen,  b 
night 
[ndeed.  [Aside. 

Can.  Towards  Peloponnesus  are  they  fled. 
■r.  'Tis  easy  to't  ;  and  there  I  will  at  loud 
What  further  comes. 

Can.  To  Caesar  will  I  render 

Mv  Legions,  and  my  horse  ;  sii  kings  already 
Show  me  the  way  of  yielding. 

Eno.  I  '11  yet  follow 

The  wounded  chance  of  Antony,  though  mi  reason 
Sits  in  the  wind  against  me.  tlSxcumt. 

SCENE  IX.— Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Ent<  r  An  ion  v,  and  Attendants. 

Ant.  Hark,  the   land   bids   me   tread    no  more 
upon  't, 
It  is  asham'd  to  hoar  me --Friends,  come  hither, 
t.  3  i: 
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i  da 
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W  llH'll     I 

M  in  the  I 
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■  all 

II..  .'.ill 

Nor  make  replii  -  of  loathness 
W'hirh  ni_\  despair  proclaim 

Which  h'M 

I  w  ill  P  i  kreaso] 

i  I  i  little :  'pi 

I 
Therefore  I  1  '11  see  j 

I .    is,  and  I  .    I 

and  Imam. 

\  ni le   madam,   i  i    him  :—  « 

him, 
Trot.  1  k>,  ni' isi  dear  queen. 
Char.  Do!   Why.  what 
Cleo.  Lei  me  sii  down.     ( >  Jm 
A   ■    No,  do,  no,  no,  no. 
/'  •  ■    S  air ? 

Ant.  o  fye,  rye,  rj  e. 
Char.  Madam, — 
/    if.   Madam  ;  O  good  empress  ! — 

■Of.   Sir,  sir, — 
./    I,    Fes,  my  lord.  y.  a;    He,  ai  Philippi,  kept 
sword  even  like  a  dancer;  while  I  struck 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  Cassius;  and  'twas  1. 
That  the  mad  Brutus  ended  :   he  alone 
Dealt  on  lieutenant]  d  no  practice  had 

In  the  brave  squares  of  war  :  Yet  now — N 
Cleo.  Ah,  stand  by. 
Eros.  The  queen,  my  lord,  the  queen. 
Iras.   Go  to  him,  madam,  speak  to  him  ; 
He  is  unqualitied  with  very  shame. 
(.  leo.  WeU  then, — Sustain  me  :■ — 
Eros.  Most    noble    sir,    arise  ;    the    queen    ap- 
proach 
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ANTONY  AXD  CLEOPATRA. 


SCENE  x. — xr. 


Her  head's  deelin'd,  and  death  will  seize  her ;  but 
Your  comfort  makes  the  rescue. 

Ant.   I  have  offended  reputation  ; 
A  most  unnoble  swerving. 

Eros.  Sir,  the  queen. 

Jut.  0,  whither  hast  thou  led  me,  Egypt?   See, 
How  I  convey  my  shame  out  of  thine  <\ 
By  looking  back  on  what  I  have  left  behind 
'St  roy'd  in  dishonour. 

CI co.  O  my  lord,  my  lord  ! 

Forgive  my  fearful  sails  !  I  little  thought, 
Sou  would  have  follow'd. 

~lnt.  Egypt,  thou  knew'st  too  well, 

My  heart  was  to  thy  rudder  tied  by  the  strings, 
And   thou    should'st    tow   me    after  :    O'er    my 

spirit 
Thy  full  supremacy  thou  knew'st ;  and  that 
Thy  beck  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  gods 
Command  me. 

Cleo.  O,  my  pardon. 

Ant.  Now  I  must 

To  the  young  man  send  humble  treaties,  dodge 
And  palter  in  the  shifts  of  lowness  ;  who 
With  half  the  bulk  o'  the  world  play'd  as  I  pleas'd, 
Making,  and  marring  fortunes.     You  did  know, 
How  much  you  were  my  conqueror ;  and  that 
My  sword,  made  weak  by  my  affection,  would 
Obey  it  on  all  cause. 

Cleo.  0  pardon,  pardon. 

Ant.  Fall  not  a  tear,  I  say ;  one  of  them  rates 
All  that  is  won  and  lost :   Give  me  a  kiss ; 
Even  this  repays  me. — We  sent  our  schoolmaster, 
Is  he  come  back  ? — Love,  I  am  full  of  lead  : — 
Some  wine,  within  there,  and  our  viands : — For- 
tune knows, 
We  scorn  her  most,  when  most  she  offers  blows. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  X. — Caesar's  Camp,  in  Egypt. 

Enter  C^sar,  Dolabella,  Tiiyreus,  and  Others. 

r.  Let  him  appear  that 's  come  from  Antony. — 
Know  you  him  ? 

Dol.  C»sar,  'tis  his  schoolmaster: 

An  argument  that  he  is  pluck'd,  when  hither 

Fie  Sends  to  poor  a  pinion  of  his  wing, 
Which  had  superfluous  kings  for  messenger!, 
many  moons  gone  by. 

Enter  Eupb  bokiub. 

Co-*.  Approach,  Mini  speak. 

Eup.  Such  at  I  mid,  I  .■onio  tV. .in  Antony  i 
I      m  of  late  aa  petty  to  his  ends, 


|  As  is  the  morn-dew  on  the  myrtle-leaf 
I  To  his  grand  sea. 

Odes.  Be  it  so  ;  Declare  thine  office. 

Eup.  Lord  of  his  fortunes  he  salutes  thee,  and 
Requires  to  live  in  Egypt :  which  not  granted, 
He  lessens  his  requests ;  and  to  thee  sues 
To  let  him  breathe  between  the  heavens  and  earth, 
A  private  man  in  Athens  :  This  for  him. 
Next,  Cleopatra  does  confess  thy  greatness  ; 
Submits  her  to  thy  might ;  and  of  thee  craves 
The  circle  of  the  Ptolemies  for  her  heirs, 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  grace. 

Cces.  For  Antony, 

I  have  no  ears  to  his  request.     The  queen 
Of  audience,  nor  desire,  shall  fail ;  so  she 
From  Egypt  drive  her  all-disgraced  friend, 
Or  take  his  life  there :  This  if  she  perform, 
She  shall  not  sue  unheard.     So  to  them  both. 

Eup.  Fortune  pursue  thee  ! 

Cces.  Bring  him  through  the  bands. 

[Exit  Eup, 
To  try  thy  eloquence,  now  'tis  time  :  Despatch  ; 
From  Antony  win  Cleopatra:  promise,  [To  Thyii. 
And  in  our  name,  what  she  requires ;  add  more, 
From  thine  invention,  offers :  women  are  not, 
In  their  best  fortunes,  strong;  but  want  will  perjure 
The  ne'er-touch' d  vestal:  Try  thy  cunning,  Thyreus; 
Make  thine  own  edict  for  thy  pains,  which  we 
AVill  answer  as  a  law. 

Thyr.  Caesar,  I  go. 

Cces.  Observe  how  Antony  becomes  his  flaw  ; 
And  what  thou  think'st  his  very  action  speaks 
In  every  power  that  moves. 

Thyr.  Caosar,  I  shall.     [Exeunt. 

SCENE  XL — Alexandria.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Exobarbus,  Ciiarmlan",  and 

Iras. 

Cleo.  What  shall  we  do,  Enobarbus  ? 

Eno.  Think,  and  die, 

Cleo.  Is  Antony,  or  we,  in  fault  for  this  ? 

Eno.  Antony  only,  that  would  make  his  will 
Lord  of  his  reason.    What  although  you  fled 
From  that  great  face  of  war,  whose  several  ranges 
Frighted  each  other?  why  should  he  follow? 
The  itch  of  his  affection  should  not  then 
Have  nick'd  his  captainship;  at  such  a  point, 
When  half  to  half  the  world  oppos'd,  he  being 
The  mered  question  :  'Twas  a  shame  no  less 
Than  was  his  loss,  to  courso  your  flying  flags, 
And  leave  his  navy  gazing. 

Cleo.  Pr'ythee,  peace. 
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Shall  i  In  n  have  •  "in  i 
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;'        IL  l  1(1. 

T.  •    I  he    I   I         I  11(1    I  In 

\  ml  he  \\  ill  (ill  thy  wi  i  I  In'  l>i  mi 

\V  ii  h  prinoipalil 

( '/'  1 1  r 

.tuf.  To  him  .i  IVII  him,  In 

Of  youth  upon  him  ;  Prom  which,  the  world  should 
note 

:  icular  ;  In  hips,  \< 

.Mi ;  be  a  coward'i  ;  w  ho  ic  m  would  prci  ail 

I  uder  I  he  sen  ice  of  n  child,  M  booh 
A*  V  Hh1  command  of  I  I  dare  him  1  hi 

To  lay  hie  gaj  comparisons  apart, 
And  answer  mo  declin'd,  sword  o  word, 

Ourtelvca  alone:   I  'II  write  ii  ;  follow  inc. 

N.       like  enough,  high-battled  Caesar  will 
I  nstate  his  happiness,  nnd  be  stag'd  to  the  Bhow, 
V  gain  si  a  Bworder.     1  see,  m<  a*s  judgments  are 
\  parcel  of  their  fortunes;  and  things  outward 
Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them, 
To  Buffer  all  alike.     Thai  he  Bhonld  dream, 
Knowing  all  measures,  the  full  Cesar  will 
Answer  his  emptiness !     Caesar,  thou  haal  Bubdu'd 
His  judgment  too. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Ait.  A  messenger  from  Caesar. 

Cleo.    What,    no    more    ceremony? — See,    my 
women !  — 

ainst  the  Mown  rose  may  they  stop  then-  nose, 
That  kneel'd  unto  the  buds. — Admit  him,  sir. 

JCno.  Mine  honesty,  and  I,  begin  to  square. 

[Aside. 

The  loyalty,  well  held  to  fooh,  does  make 
Our  faith  mere  folly: — Yet,  he,  thai  can  endure 
To  follow  with  allegiance  a  fallen  lord. 
Does  conquer  him  that  did  his  master  conquer, 
And  i  plaee  i'  the  story. 

tcr  TlIYBEUS. 

Cleo.  Cesar's  will  ? 

Thyr.  Hear  it  apart. 

Cleo.  None  but  friends ;  say  bold 

Thyr.  So,  haply,  are  they  friends  to  Antony. 


1 
1 
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Ck  II  xn 

\\ 

Bui  eonquur'd  men 

i  I 

I  will  ;i^k   \ ntonj .     Sir,  sir,  I 

T  i  i  \  quit  t1 

/r.  i 

W'lnt  \ i.ii  require  of  him  r  for  I 

To    be    doir'd    •  I  -aae 

him, 

That  of  his  fortunei  you  ihoul  a  ^taff 

I'  Iran  upon  :    hut   it   wonl  :  riti 

hear  from  me  yon  bad  I    I    iy, 

And  put   yOUItelf  under  h  I  d, 

The  universal  landlord. 

Cleo.  What  *t  your  nan: 

r.   My  name  il  is. 

C/<'o.  Most  kind  meeaei 

Say  to  great  CaBear  this.  In  deputation 
1  kis.s  his  conqu'ring  hand:  tell  him,  I  am  prompt 
To  lay  my  erown  at  his  feet,  and  there  to  ki. 
Tell  him,  from  his  all-obeying  breath'1  I  hear 
The  doom  of  Egypt. 

Thyr.  'Tis  your  noblest  course. 

Wisdom  nnd  fortune  combating  together, 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can, 
No  chance  may  shake  it.     Give  me  grace  to  lay 
Iffy  duty  on  your  hand. 

Cleo.  Tour  Caesar's  fat'. 

Oft,  when  he  hath  mus'd  of  taking  kingdoms  in, 

^tow'd  his  lips  on  that  unworthy  place, 
As  it  rain'd  kisses. 

He-niter  A>~to>~y  and  E>~obarbus. 

Ant.  Favours,  by  Jove  that  thunders ! — 

What  art  thou,  feilov 

Thyr.  One,  that  but  performs 
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ACT  it  r. 


AN  TO  XV  AND  CLEOPATltA. 


scexg  xi. 


The  bidding  of  the  fullest  man,  and  worthiest 

To  have  command  obey'd. 

Eno.  You  will  be  whipp'd. 

Ant.    Approach,    there: — Ay,   you    kite! — Now 
gods  and  devils ! 
Authority  melts  from  me:  Of  late,  when  I  cry'd, 

"ho!" 
Like  boys  unto  a  muss,52  kings  would  start  forth, 
And  en,  ••  Four  will?"  Have  you  qo  ears?  I  am 

Enter  Attendants. 

Antony  yet.     Take  hence  this  Jack,  and  whip  him. 

Eno.  'Tis  better  playing  with  a  lion's  whelp, 
Than  with  an  old  one  dying. 

Ant.  Moon  and  stars  ! 

Whip  him  : — AVere  't  twenty  of  the  greatest  tribu- 
taries 
That  do  acknowledge  Cresar,  should  I  find  them 
So  saucy  with  the  hand  of  she  here,  (AVhat  's  her 

name, 
Since  she  was  Cleopatra  ?) — Whip  him,  fellows, 
Till,  like  a  boy,  you  see  him  cringe  his  face, 
And  whine  aloud  for  mercy  :  Take  him  hence. 
Thyr.  Mark  Antony, — 

Ant.  Tug  him  away :  being  whipp'd, 

Bring  him  again : — This  Jack  of  Csesar's  shall 
Bear  us  an  errand  to  him. — 

\Exeunt  Attend,  with  Tiiye. 
You  were  half  blasted  ere  I  knew  you : — Ha ! 
J  lave  I  my  pillow  left  unpress'd  in  Rome, 
Forborne  the  getting  of  a  lawful  race, 
And  by  a  gem  of  women,  to  be  abus'd 
By  one  that  looks  on  feeders  ? 

CI eo.  Good  my  lord, — 

Ant.  You  have  been  a  boggier  ever : — 
But  when  we  in  our  viciousness  grow  hard, 
(0  misery  on  't !)  the  wise  gods  seel  our  eyes ; 
In  our  own  filth  drop  our  clear  judgments  ;    make 

us 
Adore  our  errors;  laugh  at  us,  while  we  strut 
To  our  confusion. 

Cleo.  O,  is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Ant.  I  found  you  as  a  morsel,  cold  upon 
1 1  ad  C&ear'a  trencher:  nay,  you  were  a  fragment 
Of  Cneius  Pompey's  ;  besides  what  hotter  hours, 
I  nregister'd  in  vulgar  fame,  you  have 
Luxuriously  pick'd  out  • — For,  I  am  sure, 
Though   you    can  guess  what  temperance   should 

be, 
\  "i,  know  Dot  what  it  is. 
Cleo.  Wherefore  la  this  ? 

Ant.  To  lei  a  fellow  thai  will  lake  rewan 
1  say,  "  God  quit  you!"   be  familiar  with 
30G 


My  playfellow,  your  hand  ;  this  kingly  seal, 

And  plighter  of  high  hearts  ! — O,  that  I  were 

Upon  the  hill  of  Basau,  to  outroar 

The  horned  herd !  for  I  have  savage  cause  ; 

And  to  proclaim  it  civilly,  were  like 

A  halter'd  neck,  which  does  the  hangman  thank 

For  being  yare  about  him. — Is  he  whipp'd? 

Re-enter  Attendants,  with  ThyreuS. 

1st  Att.  Soundly,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Cry'd  he  ?  and  begg'd  he  pardon  ? 

1st  Att.  lie  did  ask  favour. 
Ant.  If  that  thy  father  live,  let  him  repent 
Thou  wast  not  made  his  daughter     and  be  thou 

sorry 
To  follow  Caesar  in  his  triumph,  since 
Thou  hast  been  whipp'd  for  following  him  :  hence- 
forth, 
The  white  hand  of  a  lady  fever  thee, 
Shake  thou  to  look  on 't. — Get  thee  back  to  C«sar, 
Tell  him  thy  entertainment:  Look,  thou  say, 
He  makes  me  angry  with  him  :  for  he  seems 
Proud  and  disdainful ;  harping  on  what  I  am  ; 
Not  what  he  knew  I  was :  He  makes  me  angry ; 
And  at  this  time  most  easy  'tis  to  do  't ; 
When  my  good  stars,  that  wrerc  my  former  guides 
Have  empty  left  their  orbs,  and  shot  their  fires 
Into  the  abism  of  hell.     If  he  mislike 
My  speech,  and  what  is  done ;  tell  him,  he  has 
Hipparchus,  my  enfranchis'd  bondman,  whom 
He  may  at  pleasure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture, 
As  he  shall  like,  to  quit  me  :  Urge  it  thou : 
Hence,  with  thy  stripes,  begone.  [jELc^Tilyu. 

Cleo.  Have  you  done  yet  ? 

Ant.  Alack,  our  terrene  moon 

Is  now  eclips'd  ;  and  it  portends  alone 
The  fall  of  Antony  ! 

Cleo.  I  must  stay  his  time. 

Ant.  To  flatter  Ca3sar,  would  you  mingle  eyes 
With  one  that  ties  his  points  ? 

Cleo.  Xot  know  me  vet  ? 

Ant.  Cold-hearted  toward  me  ? 

Cleo.  Ah,  dear,  if  I  be  so, 

From  my  cold  heart  let  heaven  engender  hail, 
And  poison  it  in  the  source  ;  and  the  first  stone 
Drop  in  my  neck :  as  it  determines,  so 
Dissolve  my  life  !     The  next  Cajsarion  smite  I68 
Till,  by  degrees,  the  memory  of  my  womb, 

sther  with  my  brave  Egyptians  all, 
By  the  discandying  of  this  pelleted  storm, 
Lie  gravelesa  ;  till  the  fliea  and  gnats  of  Nile 
1  lave  buried  them  for  prey ! 

Ant.  I  am  satisfied. 


Ail      IV 


,i)  cu:oim 


mw»»         ' 


( !  .    ,i     1 1    down  in    \  I-  i  I'.. 1 1 

I  w  ill  opi In  0 

I I  nt  li  in.U\   hi  I.I  ,  ..mi     ...  i  'd 

l ;  id  Hri't,  lliri'ut.'i 

I.I 
\\  hoi .  li  i  i  i  Im.ii  I.,  in,  1 1 1  \  hoart  I      D 

l...l\  P 
H'  from  i  ho  (1<  hi  I  Nhall  mi  e  n 

To  ki      thi  l  u  ill  :i|i|n:ii-  in  hi I  , 

I    in. I  im\     ,\  ..i  .1  w  ill  i  .nil  our  chrouii  lc  , 
Tin ■!•••  i .  hope  in  it 

I  u  ill   bo  i  n  w  ''I,  hearted,  hreal  h'd, 

A  ml  ii"lii  iu.iIi.  i.-ii  -l\  ;  for  \\  hen  mine  hou 

Wri'i'    IIHV  1111(1    lliclo  ,    in.  ii    ill. I    l  ••    In  .    < 
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ACT     l\. 


SCENE  I.   -Caear'i  Camp  at  Alexandria. 

I        \k,  reading  a  Letter;   Ai.kumw.  M  i> 
»■  vn  vs,  and  Others. 

'.  II.1  calls  me  boy  ;    and  chides,  as  he  had 
power 
To  beal  me  out  of  Egypt  :  my  messenj 
lie  Hath  whipp'd  with  rods ;  dares  me  to  personal 

combat, 
Csssar  to  A nt o ii v  i  Lei  the  old  ruffian  know, 
I  have  many  other  ways  to  die  ;  mean  time, 
Laugh  at  his  challenge. 

.1/,  Ca38ar  must  think. 

When  one  so  great  begins  to  rage,  he's  hunted 
liven  to  falling.     Give  him  no  breath,  but  now 
Make  boot  of  his  distraction  :   Never  anger 
Made  good  guard  for  itself. 

( \e$.  Let  our  best  heads 

Know,  that  to-morrow  the  last  of  many  battles 
We  mean  to  fight : — Within  our  files  there  are 
Of  those  that  serv'd  Mark  Antony  but  late, 
Enough  to  fetch  him  in.     See  it  be  done  ; 
And  feast  the  army  :   we  have  store  to  do  't. 
And  they  have  earn'd  the  waste.     Poor  Antony ! 

[Exeunt. 


S<  KM!   II       \  exandria. 


/.'        ■    \  \  [■  ffl  ■■     '  •  >B  LKBI        I  H- 

MI   i  V     1  B  I  -.      '■ 

Ant.    lie  will  r  with  me,  Dumitius. 

Eno. 

Ant.  Why  should  he 

Eno.  He  thinks,  being  twenty  times  of  1 

fortune, 
He  is  twenty  men  to  one. 

Ant.  To-morrow,  sold: 

By  sea  and  land  I  Tl  fight  :  or  I  will  live, 
Or  bathe  my  dying  honour  in  the  blood 
Shall  make  it  live  again.     Won't  thou  fight  well  ? 
Eno.  I'll  strike;  and  cry,  M  Take  all." 
Ant.  Well  said;  come  on. — 

Call  forth  my  household  servants  ;  let  's  to-n: 

Enter  Servants. 

Be  bounteous  at  our  meal. — Give  me  thy  hand, 
Thou  hast  been  rightly  honest : — so  hast  thou  : — 
And  thou, —  and  thou,  and  thou: — you  1  v'd 

me  well, 
And  kings  have  been  your  fellows. 
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ACT  IV. 


ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATEA. 


SCENE  III. — IV. 


('fro.  W'liat  meant  this  ? 

Eno.  'Tis  one  of  those  odd  tricks,  which  sorrow 
shoots  [Aride. 

( >iii  of  the  mind. 

Ant.  And  thou  nrt  honest  too. 

1  wish,  T  could  be  made  so  many  men; 
And  all  of  you  clapp'd  up  together  in 
An  Antony  ;  that  I  might  do  you  service 
>od  as  you  have  done. 
9  rv.  The  gods  forbid  ! 

Ant.    Well,  my  good  fellows,  wait    on  me   to- 
night : 
Scant  not  my  cups ;  and  make  as  much  of  me, 
\  -  when  mine  empire  was  your  fellow  too, 
And  suffer' d  my  command. 

Cleo.  What  does  he  mean  ? 

Eno.  To  make  his  followers  weep. 

Ant.  Tend  me  to-night ; 

May  be,  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty : 
Haply,  you  shall  not  see  me  more ;  or  if, 
A  mangled  shadow  :  perchance,  to-morrow 
You  '11  serve  another  master.     I  look  on  you, 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.     Mine  honest  friends, 
I  turn  you  not  away ;  but,  like  a  master 
Married  to  your  good  service,  stay  till  death : 
Tend  me  to-night  two  hours,  I  ask  no  more, 
And  the  gods  yield  you  for 't ! 

Eno.  What  mean  you,  sir. 

To  give  them  this  discomfort  ?  Look,  they  weep  ; 
And  I,  an  ass,  am  onion-ey'd ;  for  shame, 
Transform  us  not  to  women. 

Ant.  Ho,  ho,  ho ! 

\  the  witch  take  me,  if  I  meant  it  thus  ! 
Grace  grow  where  those   drops  fall!    My  hearty 

friends, 
You  take  me  in  too  dolorous  a  sense : 
I  spake  to  you  for  your  comfort :  did  desire  you 
To    burn    this    night    with    torches:    Know,    my 

hearts, 
I  hope  well  of  to-morrow  ;  and  will  lead  you, 
Where  rather  I  '11  expect  victorious  life, 
Than  death  and  honour.     Let's  to  supper;  come, 
And  drown  consideration.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  111.— The  same.     Before  the  Palace. 

Enter  Two  Soldiers,  to  their  Guard. 

1st  Sold.  Brother,  good  night :  to-morrow  is  the 
day. 
Sold.  It  will  determine  one  way:   fare  you 
well, 
rd  you  of  nothing  strange  about  the  streets  ? 
1st  Son/.    Nothing:    What   news? 
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2nd  Sold.  Belike,  'tis  but  a  rumour : 

Good  night  to  you. 

\st  Sold.  Well,  sir,  good  night. 

Enter  Tiro  other  Soldiers. 

2nd  Sold.  Soldiers, 

Have  careful  watch. 

3rd  Sold.         And  you  :   Good  night,  good  night. 
[The  first  Two  place  themselves  at  their  Posts. 
4:th  Sold.  Here  we  :   [They  take  their  Posts. .]  and 
if  to-morrow 
Our  navy  thrive,  1  have  an  absolute  hope 
Our  landmen  will  stand  up. 

3rd  Sold.  'Tis  a  brave  army, 

Aud  full  of  purpose. 

[Music  of  Hautboys  under  the  Stage. 
4ith  Sold.  Peace,  what  noise  ? 

1st  Sold.  List,  list ! 

2nd  Sold.  Hark : 
1st  Sold.  Music  i'  the  air. 
3rd  Sold.  Under  the  earth. 

4M  Sold.  It  signs  well,54 

Does  't  not  ? 

3rd  Sold.         No. 

1st  Sold.  Peace,  I  say.     What  should 

this  mean  ? 
2nd  Sold.  'Tis  the  god  Hercules,  whom  Antony 
lov'd, 
Now  leaves  him. 

1st  Sold.         Walk;  let's  see  if  other  watchmen 
Do  hear  what  we  do. 

[They  advance  to  another  Post. 
2nd  Sold.  How  now,  masters  ? 

Sold.  How  now  ? 

How  now  ?  do  you  hear  this  ? 

[Several  speaking  together. 
1st  Sold,  Ay,  Is  't  not  strange  ? 

3rd   Sold.     Do    you    hear,    masters  ?     do    you 

hear  ? 
1st  Sold.    Follow  the  noise   so  far  as  we  have 
quarter ; 
Let 's  see  how 't  will  give  off. 

Sold.  [Several  speaking.']  Content:  'Tis  strange.5! 

[Ejccunt. 

SCENE  IV.— The  same.     A  Boom  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Antont,  and  Cleopatra;  Charmian  and 
Others,  attending. 

Ant.  Eros !  mine  armour,  Eros ! 
Cleo.  Sleep  a  little. 

Ant.  No,  my  chuck. — Eros,  come  ;  mine  armour, 
Eros! 
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I [e  t hat  unbuckles  ( his,  t ill  ire  do  pl< 
To  tlniV'i  for  our  repose,  shall  hear  h  itonn.— 
Thou  fumblest,  Bros;  and  mj  queen's  ft  ■quire 
Mere  tighi  si  this,  than  thou:   Despatch.     <>  lore, 
Thai  thou  couM's!  sec  m\  warn  t «> - 1 1 : iv , and knsw'st 
The  royal  occupation  I  thou  should'si 

Enter  mi  ( officer,  armed, 

A  w  orkman  in  't  Good  morrow  to  thee;  weloome: 
riuui  look's!  like  him  thai  knows  a  warlike  charge  i 
To  business  thai  we  lore,  we  rise  betime, 

Vnil  go  to  it  \\  it  !i  delight. 

lit  ()//i.  A   thousand,  sir, 

Early  though  it  be,  have  on  their  riveted  trim, 
And  at  the  port  expeel  \ ou. 

[Shout.     Trumpet*.     Flourish. 

Enter  other  Officers,  and  Soldiers. 

2nd  Oft.    The   mom   is   fair.  —  Good   morrow, 

general. 
All.  Good  morrow,  general. 
Ant.  Tis  well  blown,  lads. 

This  morning,  like  the  spirit  of  a  youth 
That  moans  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. — 
So,  so;  some,  give  me  that:  this  way;  well  said. 
Fare  thee  well, -dame,  whate'er  becomes  of  me: 
This  is  a  soldier's  kiss:   rebukahle,  [Kisses  her. 

And  worthy  shameful  check  it  were,  to  stand 
On  more  mechanic  compliment :  I  '11  leave  thee 
Now,  like  B  man  of  steel. — You,  that  will  fight, 
Follow  me  close;  I  '11  bring  you  to't. — Adieu. 

[Exeunt  Ant.,  Eros.,  Otii.,  and  Sold. 

Char.  Please  you,  retire  so  your  chamber? 

Clro.  Lead  me. 

"ITe  goes  forth  gallantly.    That  he  and  OsBBar  might 
Determine  this  great  war  in  single  fight  ! 
Then,  Antony, —  But  now, —  Well.  on.         [Exeunt. 
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Detain       jot,  I  charge  tl  in 

( I  s  ill  snbscrib  I  le  adieus,  and  i  - 

Sav,  that  I  s ish  he  uevet  find  mon 

To  char  ps  a  master.— O,  my  fortunes 

Corrupted  honest  men: — E  I       nt. 

SCENE  VI,     l  -  1  . '  Ha. 

Flourish.      Enter    CjftSAJL,    with  Aitimvv.    Bl    - 
B  vuisrs,  and  Others. 

C(vs.  Go  forth,  Agrippa,  and  begin  the  fight  : 

Our  will  is,  Antony  be  took  al 

Make  it  so  known. 

Agr.  Csasar,  1  shall.  [Exit  k 

Ccvs.  The  time  of  universal  peace  is  near : 

Trove  this  a  prosperous  day,  the  three-nook'd  world 

Shall  bear  the  olive  freely. 

Enter  a  A I   mm  nger. 

Mtss.  Antony 

Is  come  into  the  field. 

I  Set.  V  jrrippa 

Plant  those  that  have  revolted  in  the  van, 
That  Antony  may  seem  to  spend  his  fury 
Upon  himself.  "Exeunt  Cjes.  and  his  Train. 

Eno.  Alexas  did  revolt-  and  went  to  Jewry, 
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ACT   IV. 


&NTON!  AND  CLEOPATRA.. 


SCENE  YII Till. 


On  affairs  of  Antony  ;  there  did  persuade 
■:  Herod  to  incline  himself  to  Cassar, 

And  leave  his  master  Antony  :  for  this  pains, 

a  hath  hang'd  him.     Canidius,  and  the  rest 
That  fell  away,  have  entertainment,  but 
No  honourable  trust,     I  have  dene  ill  ; 
Of  whieh  1  do  accuse  myself  so  sorely, 
That  I  will  joy  no  more. 

Enter  a  Soldier  o/"  Caesar's. 

Sold.  Enobarbus,  Antony 

Hath  after  thee  sent  all  thy  treasure,  with 
B  I  bounty  overplus:  The  messenger 
Came  on  my  guard  ;  and  at  thy  tent  is  now, 
Unloading  of  his  mules. 

Eno.  I  give  it  you. 

Sold.  Mock  not.  Enobarbus. 

1  tell  you  true  :  Best  that  you  safd  the  bringer 
( hit  of  the  host ;  I  must  attend  mine  office. 
Or  would  have  done  't  myself.     Your  emperor 
Continues  still  a  Jove.  [Exit  Sold. 

Eno.  I  am  alone  the  villain  of  the  earth, 
AncLfeel  I  am  so  most.     O  Antony, 
Thou  mine  of  bounty,  how  would' st  thou  have  paid  j 
My  better  service,  when  my  turpitude 
Thou  dost  so  crown  with  gold !     This  blows  my  : 

heart : 
If  swift  thought  break  it  not,  a  swifter  mean 
Shall  outstrike  thought :  but  thought  will  do  't,  I 

feel. 
I  fight  against  thee  ! — No :  I  will  go  seek 
Some  ditch,  wherein  to  die  ;  the  foul'st  best  fits 
My  latter  part  of  life.  [Exit. 

SCENE  VII. — Field  of  Battle  between  the  Camps. 

Alatum.     Drums  and  Trumpets.     Enter  Agrippa, 
and  Others. 

Ar/r.  Retire,  we  have  engag'd  ourselves  too  far : 
Caesar  himself  has  work,  and  our  oppression56 
Exceeds  what  we  expected.  [Exeunt. 

Alarum.    Enter  Antony  and  Scarus,  wounded. 

Scar.  O  my  brave  emperor,  this  is  fought  indeed  ! 
Bad  we  done  so  at  first,  we  had  driven  them  home 
\\  ith  clouts  about  their  heads. 

.  int.  Thou  bleed'st  apace. 

r.    I  had  a  wound  here  that   was  Like  B  T, 

But  now  'i  i>  made  an  1 1 , 
Ant.  They  do  retire. 

■    We'll  beat  'em  into  bench-holes;  I  have 

in  For  -  chef  more. 

1 1  id 


Enter  Eros. 

Eros.  They  are  beaten,  sir ;  and  our  advantage 
serves  ■* 

For  a  fair  victory. 

Scar.  Let  us  score  their  backs, 

And  snatch  'em  up,  as  we  take  hares,  behind ; 
'Tis  sport  to  maul  a  runner. 

Ant.  I  will  reward  thee 

Once  for  thy  spritely  comfort,  and  ten-fold 
For  thy  good  valour.     Come  thee  on. 

Scar.  I  '11  halt  after.        [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIII.—  Under  the  Walls  of  Alexandria. 

Alarum.     Enter  Antony,  marching ;  Scarus, 
and  Forces. 

Ant.  We  have  beat  him  to  his  camp  ;  Run  one 
before, 
And  let  the  queen  know  of  our  guests. — To-mor- 
row, 
Before  the  sun  shall  see  us,  we  '11  spill,  the  blood 
That  has  to-day  escap'd.     I  thank  you  all : 
For  doughty-handed  are  you  ;  and  have  fought 
Not  as  you  serv'd  the  cause,  but  has  it  had  been 
Each  man's  like  mine;  you  have  shown  all  Hectors. 
Enter  the  city,  clip  your  wives,  your  friends, 
Tell  them  your  feats  ;  whilst  they  with  joyful  tears 
Wash    the   congealment   from  your  wounds,    and 

kiss 
The  honoured  gashes  whole. — Give  me  thy  hand  : 

[To  Scar. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  attended. 

To  this  great  fairy  I  '11  commend  thy  acts, 

Make  her  thanks  bless  thee. — O  thou  day  c'  the 

world, 
Chain  mine  arm'd  neck ;  leap  thou,  attire  and  all, 
Through  proof  of  harness  to  my  heart,  and  there 
Hide  on  the  pants  triumphing. 

Cleo.  Lord  of  lords  ! 

O  infinite  virtue  !  com'st  thou  smiling  from 
The  world's  great  snare  uneaught  ? 

Ant.  My  nightingale, 

We  have  beat  them  to  their  beds.      What,  girl  ? 

though  gi-ev 
Do  something  mingle  with  our  brown  ;  yet  have  we 
A  brain  that  nourishes  our  nerves,  and  can 
(let  goal  for  goal  of  youth.     Behold  this  man  ; 
Commend  unto  his  lips  thy  favouring  hand  ; — 
ki-s  it,  my  warrior  : — lit'  hath  fought  to-day, 
\     if  s  ^<>'i,  in  hate  of  mankind,  had 
I  >.  -l  r<»\  M  in  such  a  shape. 


IV. 
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Which  prom  il  peril      Trumpet 
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Make  mingle  « i(  h  our  rati  ling  Inborn 
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her, 
Applauding  our  approach.  unt. 

SCENE  l\      C  I      /». 

:  inela  on  their  post.     Ent      I  Ss  >]  \  i 

1.n7  Sfe>W.  [fwe  be  not  relieved  within  this  hour, 
We  muit  return  to  the  courl  of  guard:  The  night 
1      biny  j  and  they  say  we  ■hall  embattle 

1»\  the  second  hour  i'  the  morn. 

2nd  Sold.  Thi 

\  ihrewd  one  to  us, 

/'  0,  bear  me  witness,  night, — 

Sold,  WhaJ  man  is  this  r 

2nd  Bold.  Stand  close,  and  list  to  him. 

/"   >.  Be  witness  to  me,  O  thon  blessed  moon, 
When  men  revolted  shall  upon  record 
Bear  hateful  memory,  poor  Enobarbus  did 
Before  thy  bee  repent ! — 

l.sV  Sold,  Enobarbusl 

,W  Sold.  Peaee ; 

Hark  further. 

/'   '.  0  sovereign  mistress  of  true  melancholy 
The  poisonous  damp  of  night  disponge  upon  me  : 
That  life,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will, 
May  hang  no  longer  on  me:  Throw  my  heart 
Against  the  flint  and  hardness  of  my  fault : 
Which, being  dried  with  grief,  will  break  to  powder, 
And  finish  all  foul  thoughts.     O  Antony, 
Nobler  than  my  revolt  is  infamous. 
Forgive  me  in  thine  own  particular  ; 
But  let  the  world  rank  me  in  register 
A  master-leaver,  and  a  fugitive  : 
0  Antony  !  0  Antony  !  [  Dies. 

2nd  Sold.  Let 's  speak 

To  him. 

1st  Sold.    Let 's   hear   him,    for   the   things    he 
speaks 
May  concern  Cs3sar. 

3rd  Sold.  Let 's  do  so.     But  he  sleeps. 
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d  the  hills  adjoining  to  t!. 

with  us  :    order  for  SOS 

They  have  put  forth  tl. 
Where  their  appointor 
And  look  on  their  endeavour.  unt. 

En'       I         \\\.  and  Jiim  Forces,  marching. 

Bn1  beifl  :  .ill  be  still  by  I 

Which,  as  I  taJ                 shall  ;  for  his  best  force 

[a  forth  to  man  his  gallii  the  val- 

And  hold  our  b   -  'Exeunt. 

He-en-  and  Scac 

Ant.  Tel  they  're  not  join'd  :  "Where  yonder  pine 
does  stand, 
I  shall  discover  all  :  I  '11  bring  thee  word 
Straight,  how  'tis  like  to  go. 

Sear.  Swallows  have  built 

In  Cleopatra's  sails  their  the  augurers 

Say,   they    know    not,  —  they  cannot    tell; — look 

grimly, 
And  dare  not  speak  their  knowledge. 
Is  valiant,  and  dejected ;  and,  by  sta- 
His  fretted  fortunes  give  him  hope,  and  ft  I 
Of  what  he  has,  and  has  not. 

Alarum  afar  off,  as  at  a  Sea  Fight. 

He-enter  AsTOBT. 

Ant.  All  is  lost ; 

This  foul  Egyptian  hath  betrayed  me : 


ACT  IY. 


ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATEA. 


SCENE  XT. XII. 


My  ileet  hath  yielded  to  the  foe  ;  and  yondor 
They  cast  their  caps  up,  and  carouse  together 
Like  friends  long  lost. — Triple-turn'd  whore  !  'tis 

thou 
Has  sold  me  to  this  novice ;  and  my  heart 
flakes  only  wars  on  thee. — Bid  them  all  fly; 
For  when  1  am  reveng'd  upon  my  charm, 
I  have  done  all : — Bid  them  all  fly,  be  gone. 

{Exit  Scar. 
0  sun,  thy  uprise  shall  I  see  no  more  : 
Fortune  and  Antony  part  here  ;  even  here 
Do  we  shake  hands. — All  come  to  this  ? — The  hearts 
That  spaniel'd  me  at  heels,  to  whom  I  gave 
Their  wishes,  to  discandy,  melt  their  sweets 
On  blossoming  Caesar  ;  and  this  pine  is  bark'd, 
That  overtopp'd  them  all.     Betray'd  I  am  : 
O  this  false  soul  of  Egypt !  this  grave  charm,58 — 
"Whose  eye  beck'd  forth  my  wars,  and  call'd  them 

home  ; 
Whose  bosom  was  my  crownet,  my  chief  end, 
Like  a  right  gipsy,  hath,  at  fast  and  loose, 
Beguil'd  me  to  the  very  heart  of  loss. — 
"What,  Eros,  Eros ! 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Ah,  thou  spell !  Avaunt. 

Cleo.  Why  is  my  lord  enrag'd  against  his  love  ? 

Ant.  Vanish  ;  or  I  shall  give  thee  thy  deserving, 
And  blemish  Caesar's  triumph.    Let  him  take  thee 
And  hoist  thee  up  to  the  shouting  Plebeians : 
Follow  his  chariot,  like  the  greatest  spot 
Of  all  thy  sex  ;  most  monster-like,  be  shown 
For  poor'st  diminutives,  to  dolts  ;59  and  let 
Patient  Octavia  plough  thy  visage  up 
With  her  prepared  nails.  [Exit  Cleo.]    'Tis  well 

thou  'rt  gone, 
If  it  be  well  to  live  :  But  better  'twere 
Thou  fell'st  into  my  fury,  for  one  death 
Might  have  prevented  many. — Eros,  ho! — 
The  shirt  of  Nessus  is  upon  me  :  Teach  me, 
A  leides,  thou  mine  ancestor,  thy  rage : 
Let  me  lodge  Lichas  on  the  horns  o'  the  moon 
And  with  those  hands,  that  grasp'd  the  heaviest 

club, 
Subdue  my  worthiest  self.     The  witch  shall  die ; 
To  the  Roman  boy  she  hath  sold  me,  and  1  fall 
Under  this  plot :  she  dies  for't. — Eros,  ho  !   [Exit. 

EN  B  X  I  -  -  A  Lexandria.     A  Room  m  the  Palace. 
Enter   Cleopatka,   (  iia km i an,   Iras,   and 

M  A  I!  MAN. 

Cleo.   Help  me,  my  women  !   0,'he  is  more  mad 
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Than  Telamon  for  his  shield  ;  the  boar  of  Thessaly 
Was  never  so  emboss'd. 

Char.  To  the  monument ; 

There  lock  yourself,  and  send  him  word  you  are 

dead. 
The  soul  and  body  rive  not  more  in  parting, 
Than  greatness  going  off. 

Cleo.  To  the  monument : — 

Mardian,  go  tell  him  I  have  slain  myself; 
Say,  that  the  last  I  spoke  was,  Antony, 
And  word  it,  pr'ythee,  piteously :  Hence, 
Mardian  ;  and  bring  me  how  he  takes  my  death.' — 
To  the  monument.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  XII. — The  same.     Another  Boom. 

Enter  Antony  and  Enos. 

Ant.  Eros,  thou  yet  behold'st  me  ? 

Eros.  Ay,  noble  lord. 

Ant.  Sometime,  we  see  a  cloud  that 's  dragonish  ; 
A  vapour,  sometime,  like  a  bear,  or  lion, 
A  tower' d  citadel,  a  pendant  rock, 
A  forked  mountain,  or  blue  promontory 
With  trees  upon  't,  that  nod  unto  the  world, 
And  mock  our  eyes  with  air :  Thou  hast  seen  these 

signs ; 
They  are  black  vesper's  pageants. 

Eros.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant.  That,  which  is  now  a  horse,  even  with  a 
thought, 
The  rack  dislimns ;  and  makes  it  indistinct, 
As  water  is  in  water. 

Eros.  It  does,  my  lord. 

Ant.  My  good  knave,  Eros,  now  thy  captain  is 
Even  such  a  body :  here  I  am  Antony  ; 
Yet  cannot  hold  this  visible  shape,  my  knave. 
I  made  these  wars  for  Egypt ;  and  the  queen, — 
Whose  heart,  I  thought,  I  had,  for  she  had  mine 
Which,  whilst  it  was  mine,  had  annex'd  unto  't 
A  million  more,  now  lost, — she,  Eros,  has 
Pack'd  cards  with  Caesar,  and  false  play'd  my  glory 
Unto  an  enemy's  triumph. — 
Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Eros ;  there  is  left  us 
Ourselves  to  end  ourselves. — O,  thy  vile  lady  ! 

Enter  Mardian. 

She  has  robb'd  me  of  my  sword. 

Mar.  No,  Antony  ; 

My  mistress  lov'd  thee,  and  her  fortunes  mingled 
With  thine  entirely. 

Ant.  Hence,  saucy  eunuch  ;  peace  j 

She  hath  betray'd  me,  and  shall  die  the  death. 

Mar.   Death  of  one  person  can  be  paid  but  once 


I.  ( 


LI   i    iv. 

\ Ml  i li.ii    lie  ba  v. 

do, 
I    done  unto  i  bj  h  md  .  i  be  I  >  i 
W'.i  i,  A iit.»n\  !  dm  i  noble  A  n t ■  -I 
Tiun  in  the  mid  t  a  toarii  i  did  bi  i 

The  name  of  \  ntonj  ,  il  w  a  •  di\  idod 
I'..  I  woon  her  hear!  mui   li| 
Thj  name   o  buried  in  bor. 
Ant.  Dead  then  F 

.i/.//-.  1 1 

An/    !      ,  unarm  ;  i  he  long  da} 
Ami   we  inn  i   sleep:     Thai  thou  depart'si    hence 

safe, 
Does  pay  tin  labour  richly  •  Gk)     Off,  pluck  off; 

Exit   M  LB. 
The  ieven-fold  ihield  of  Ijai  oannol  keep 
The  batter}  from  my  heart.     0,  cleave,  my  sides! 
Heart,  once  be  stronger  than  thj  continent, 
Crack  thj  frail  easel     Apace,  Bros,  apace. — 
No  more  I  soldier :     Bruised  pieci 
You  have  beeo  nobly  borne.     Prom  me  a  while. — 

/        l 
1  will  o'ertake  thee,  Cleopatra,  and 
Weep  for  my  pardon.    So  it  muari  be,  for  now 
All  length  is  torture:  -  Since  the  torch  il  out, 
Lie  down,  and  stray  no  further:  Now  all  labour 
Mars  what  it  does;  yea,  very  force  entangles 
Itself  with  strength:  Seal  then,  and  all  is  done. — 
Bros! — 1  come,  my  queen:— Eros! — Stay  for  me: 
Where  souls  do  conch  on  flowers,  wo '11  hand  in 

hand. 
And  with  our  sprightly  port  make  the  ghosts  gaze  : 
Dido  and  her  JSneae  shall  want  troope, 
And  all  the  haunt  be  ours. — Come,  Eros,  Eros? 

Re-enter  Eeos. 

Eros.   What  would  my  lord  ? 

Ant.  Since  Cleopatra  died, 

]  have  liv'd  in  such  dishonour,  that  the  gods 
Detest  my  baseness.     I,  that  with  my  sword 
Quarter* d  the  world,  and  o'er  green  Neptune's  back 
With  ships  made  cities,  condemn  myself,  to  lack 
The  courage  of  a  woman  ;  less  noble  mind 
Than  she,  which,  by  her  death,  our  Osasar  tells, 
u  I  am  conqueror  of  myself."   Thou  art  sworn,  Eros, 
That,  when  the  exigent  should  come,  (which  now 
Is  come,  indeed,)  when  I  should  see  behind  me 
The  inevitable  prosecution  of 
Disgrace  and  horror,  that,  on  my  command, 
Thou  then  would' st  kill  me  :  do't ;  the  time  is  come: 
Thou  strik'st  not  me,  'tis  Cesar  thou  defeat's*. 
Put  colour  in  thy  cheek. 

Eros.  The  gods  withhold  me  ! 


I:  \ 


i 


Shall   I   <l<>  I 

I 

■■ 
I 

I  I 

1    i-Hiir,  rli 

II  h.i 

/  Irtf.  i 

Ant      ( 

•  'd. 

I >r v.-.  t hai  I  >rd,  win' 

M  I  t'.ir  th\  count 

/'  vt,  I  ' 

Ant.    \\\  i  :i  I  did  mak 
DOt  thru 

To  'I"  this  when  I  l>:i<: 
( >r  thy  ;  are  all 

But  accidents  unpurpoe'd.     Di 
i#.  Turn  from  me  then   that 

i  He 

Wherein  the  worship  of  th( 

|  ,rc. 

Sroe.   My  sword  il  drawn. 

Ant.  1 

The  thing  why  thou  ha>t  drawn  it. 

I'.'-os.  My  •  !•  Sf  mail 

My  captain,  and  my  emperor!  Let  me  BS 
Before  I  strike  this  bloody  stroke,  elL 

./  . '.    'T is  said,  man; — and  farewell. 

Eros.   Farewell,  great  chi-  :.     9  I  DOW  I 

Ant.  i'.ros. 

Eros.  Why,  there  then: — [Falls  on  n 

Thus  do  I  escape  the  sorrow 
Of  Antony's  death. 

Ant.  Thrice  nobler  than  myself] 

Thou  teachest  me,  0  valiant  Eros,  what 
I  should,  and  thou  could'st  not.   My  queen  and  E 
Have,  by  their  brave  instruction,  got  upon  I 
A  nobleness  in  record :  But  I  will  be 
A  bridegroom  in  my  death,  and  run  into  't 
As  to  a  lover's  bed.     Come  then  ;  and,  Eros, 
Thy  master  dies  thy  scholar ;  to  do  thus 

idling  on  his  SicorJ. 
T  learn'd  of  thee.  How;  not  yet  dead?  not  dead? — 
The  guard ! — ho  ! — despatch  me. 

Enter  Dercetas  and  Guard. 

1st  Guard.  "What 's  the  noise  ? 

Ant.  I  have  done  my  work  ill,  friends ;  0,  make 


an  end 
Of  what  I  have  begun. 
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ACT   IV. 


ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 


SCENE  XITI. 


2nd  Guard.  The  star  is  fallen. 

1.*/  Guard.  And  time  is  .it  his  period. 

AH.  Alas,  and  woe! 

Ant.  Let  him  that  loves  me,  strike  me  dead. 

1st  Guard.  Not  I. 

2nd  Guard.  Nor  I. 

3rd  Guard.  Nor  any  one.  [Exeunt  Guard. 

7>  r.  Thy  deal  h  and  fortunes  bid  thy  followers  fly. 
This  sword  but  shown  to  Caesar,  with  this  tidings, 
Shall  enter  me  with  him. 

Enter  Diomedes. 

Dio.  "Where  's  Antony  ? 

Dcr.  There,  Diomed,  there. 

Dio.  Lives  he  ? 

Wilt  thou  not  answer,  man  ?  [Exit  Der. 

Jut.  Art  thou  there,  Diomed?  Draw  thy  sword, 

and  give  me 

Sufficing  strokes  for  death. 

Dio.  Most  absolute  lord, 

My  mistress  Cleopatra  sent  me  to  thee. 
Ant.  "When  did  she  send  thee  ? 
Dio.  Now,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Where  is  she  ? 

Dio.  Lock'd  in  her  monument.      She  had  a  pro- 
phesying fear 
Of  what  hath  come  to  pass  :  for  when  she  saw 
(Which  never  shall  be  found,)  you  did  suspect 
She  had  dispos'd  with  Caesar,  and  that  your  rage, 
Would  not  be  purg'd,  she  sent  you  word  she  was 

dead ; 
But,  fearing  since  how  it  might  work,  hath  sent 
Me  to  proclaim  the  truth ;  and  I  am  come, 
I  dread,  too  late. 

Ant.  Too  late,  good  Diomed  : — Call  my  guard, 

I  pr'ythee. 
Dio.  "What,    ho !    the   emperor's   guard !      The 
guard,  what,  ho ! 
Come,  your  lord  calls. 

Enter  some  of  the  Guard. 

Ant.    Bear    me,  good   friends,  where    Cleopatra 
bides  ; 
'Tis  the  last  service  that  I  shall  command  you. 
1st  Guard.  Woe  are  we,  sir,  you  may  not  live  to 
wear 
All  your  true  followers  out. 

All.  Most  heavy  day  ! 

A  U.    Nay,  good  my  fellows,  do  not  please  sharp 
fate 

it  with  your  sorrows:  bid  that  welcome 
Which  COmefl  to  punish  us,  and  we  punish  it 
Seeming  to  bear  it  lightly.     Take  me  up: 
KM 


I  have  led  you  oft :  carry  me  now,  good  friends, 
And  have  my  thanks  for  all.  [Exeunt,  bearing  Ant. 

SCENE  XllL—The  same.     A  Monument. 

Enter  above,  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  and  Iras. 

Cleo.  O  Charmian,  I  will  never  go  from  hence. 

Char.  Be  comforted,  dear  madam. 

Cleo.  No,  I  will  not ; 

All  strange  and  terrible  events  are  welcome, 
But  comforts  we  despise  ;  our  size  of  sorrow, 
Proportion'd  to  our  cause,  must  be  as  great 

Enter  Diomedes. 

As  that  which  makes  it, —  How  now  ?  is  he  dead  ? 

Dio.  His  death  's  upon  him,  but  not  dead. 
Look  out  o'  the  other  side  your  monument, 
His  guard  have  brought  him  thither. 

Enter  Antony,  borne  by  the  Guard. 

Cleo.  O  thou  sun 

Burn  the  great  sphere  thou  mov'st  in  ! — Darkling 

stand 
The  varying  shore  o'  the  world  !61 — O  Antony  ! 
Antony,  Antony  ! — Charmian,  help  ;  help,  Iras  ; 
Help,  friends  below ;  let 's  draw  him  hither. 

Ant.  Peace : 

Not  Caesar's  valour  hath  o'erthrown  Antony, 
But  Antony's  hath  triumphed  on  itself. 

Cleo.  So  it  should  be,  that  none  but  Antony 
Should  conquer  Antony  ;  but  woe  'tis  so  ! 
Ant.  I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying :  only 
\  I  here  importune  death  a  while,  until 
Of  many  thousand  kisses  the  poor  last 
I  lay  upon  thy  lips. — 

Cleo.  I  dare  not,  dear, 

Dear  my  lord,  pardon,)  I  dare  not, 
Lest  I  be  taken  :62  not  the  imperious  show 
Of  the  full-fortun'd  Caesar  ever  shall 
Be  brooch1  d  with  me ;  if  knife,  drugs,  serpents,  have 
Edge,  sting,  or  operation,  I  am  safe : 
Your  wife  Octavia,  with  her  modest  eyes, 
And  still  conclusion,  shall  acquire  no  honour 
Demuring  upon  me. — But  come,  come,  Antony, — 
Help  me,  my  women, — we  must  draw  thee  up  ; — 
Assist,  good  friends. 

Ant.  O  quick,  or  I  am  gone. 

Cleo.  Here  's  sport,  indeed! — How  heavy  weighs 
my  lord ! 
Our  strength  is  all  gone  into  heaviness, 
Thai  makes  the  weight :  Had  I  great  Juno's  power, 
The  strong-winged  Mercury  should  fetch  thee  up, 
And  set  thee  by  Jove's  side.     Yet  come  a  little,— 


Ml      V  . 


I  <  >  M     \M)  i 


W  i  Ik 

\  n.|  welcome,  welcome  '  die,  * h<  re  i  hou  hs  I  i 
Quicken  w  ith  kissii  I  inj 

Thu    \\  ould  I  wear  I  hem  oul 

\ 
/    j     I  :imi  dyii        I       |it ,  d\  ii 
GKrfl  in''    ome  n  ine,  and  \v\  i 

(  \  ■■  Illll      l-'t      IIM-     ' 

Thai  i  he  faJ  <•  hou  cwit<    I  orl  une  break  bar  w  h( 
Provok'd  bj  m>  oll'eneo. 

/;//.  ( foe  word 

( If  (  .1    ii-  icek  \  our  honour,  \\  it  h  yo 
Oleo    'I'Ii.n  do  ii"'  or. 

/,//.  'it  Ii-,  hew  DM  : 

None  aboul   I  t  nisi .  hut    Proculi 

Cleo,   M\  resolution,  and  1113  hands,  I  'II  fcm 

None  ahotil    ( 

Ant.  The  miserable  change  now  at  my  end, 
Lament  nor  sorrow  at  i  1  >i  1 1  please  your  though! 
In  feeding  them  with  those  mj  formor  fortun 
Wherein  I  liv'd,  the  greatest  prince  o'  the  world, 
The  noblesl  i  and  do  now  not  basely  die, 
Nor  con  ardlj  ;  pu1  off  my  helmet  to 
Mv  countryman,  a  Roman,  by  a  btoman 
Valiantly  vanquished,     Now,  my  spirit  is  L,r<>iiiL,r ; 

1  ran  no  more.  [DlC5. 

Oho.  Noblest  of  men,  woo  't  die  \ 

Hast  thou  no  care  of  me?  shall  I  abide 
In  this  dull  world,  which  in  thy  absence  is 
No  better  than  a  Btye  ?     0,  Bee,  my  women, 

The  Crown  o'  the  earth  doth  melt  . — My  lord  ! — 

0,  wither'd  is  the  garland  of  the  war, 

The  soldier's  pole  is  fallen  ;'•'•  young  hoys,  and  girls 

Are  level  now  with  men  :  the  odds  is  gone, 


I 

I  ■ 
/    it. 

I 
I 

i'htir.  I  ran. 

And  doe  1  t  ho 

■ 
I    I  they  h 
Pal  i( 
B  co 

it  h  dan 
What,  what 

mi. 
My  '  \    . 

( )nr    lamp  '  . 

heart  :  — 

We'll  bury  him:  and  then,  what'sbrj 

noble, 
I.  •      do  it  after  the  le_r'i  B  >ma  1  fashion, 

And  make  death  proud  to  I 

This  ease  of  that  huge  spirit  1.  dd. 

Ah,  women,  women!  C  friend 

But  resolution,  and  the  br 

[Kxeumt ;    those  above  bearing  ojf 
Body. 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I. — Caesar's  Camp  before  Alexandria. 

Enter  O.vsvk.  A.GBIPPA,  DoLABELLA,  Mix  anas, 
6-ALLU8,  PEOOTrLETUS,  and  Others. 

Cm.  Go  to  him,  Dolabella,  bid  him  yield; 
Being  so  frustrate,  tell  him,  he  mocks  us  by 
The  pauses  he  makes. 

Dol.  Cffisar,  I  shall.         [Exit  Dol. 

Enter  Dercetas,  with  the  Sword  of  Antony . 

Cms.  Wherefore  is  that  ?  and  what  art  thou,  that 
dar'st 
Appear  thus  to  us  ? 

t.  3  r  2 


Ber.  1  am  eall'd  D« 

Mark  Antony  I  serv'd,  who  best        -  worthy 

at  to  be  serv'd :  whilst  he  stood  up.  and  spoke, 
He  was  my  master  ;  and  I  wore  tut  life. 

•  ■ 

To  spend  upon  his  haters  :   If  thou  pK 

To  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  was  to  him 

I  '11  be  to  Cs9sar  :  if  thou  pleasest  not, 

I  yield  thee  up  my  life. 

Cws.  What  is  *t  thou  say  V 

Der.  I  say.  0  Caesar,  Antony  is  dead. 
Cces.    The  breaking        so  great  a  thing  should 
mal 


ACT  V. 


ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 


SCENE  II. 


A  greater  crack  :  The  round  world  should  have  shook 

Lions  into  civil  streets, 

And  citi/ens  to  their  dens: — The  death  of  Antony 

Is  not  a  single  doom  ;  in  the  name  lay 

A  moiety  of  the  world. 

Der,  He*is  dead,  Caesar; 

V  |  by  a  public  minister  of  justice, 
Nor  by  a  hired  Unite  ;  but  that  self  hand, 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the  acts  it  did, 
Eath,  with  the  courage  which  the  heart  did  lend  it, 
Splitted  the  heart. — This  is  his  sword, 
I  robb'd  his  wound  of  it ;  behold  it  stain' d 
With  his  most  noble  blood. 

Cces.  Look  you  sad,  friends  ? 

The  gods  rebuke  me,  but  it  is  a  tidings 
To  wash  the  eyes  of  kings. 

Agr.  And  strange  it  is, 

That  nature  must  compel  us  to  lament 
Our  most  persisted  deeds. 

Jfec.  His  taints  and  honours 

Waged  equal  with  him. 

Agr.  A  rarer  spirit  never 

Did  steer  humanity  :  but  you,  gods,  will  give  us 
Some  faults  to  make  us  men.     Caesar  is  touch'd. 
Mec.  When  such  a  spacious  mirror's  set  before 
him, 
He  needs  must  see  himself. 

Cces.  O  Antony ! 

I  have  follow' d  thee  to  this  ; — But  we  do  lance 
Diseases  in  our  bodies  :  I  must  perforce 
Have  shown  to  thee  such  a  declining  day, 
Or  look  on  thine  ;  we  could  not  stall  together 
In  the  whole  world :  But  yet  let  me  lament 
AVith  tears  as  sovereign  as  the  blood  of  hearts, 
That  thou,  my  brother,  my  competitor 
In  top  of  all  design,  my,  mate  in  empire, 
Friend  and  companion  in  the  front  of  war, 
The  arm  of  mine  own  body,  and  the  heart 
Where  mine  his  thoughts  did  kindle, — that  our 

stars, 
Unreconciliable,  should  divide 
Our  cqualness  to  this. — Hear  me,  good  friends, — 
But  I  will  tell  you  at  some  rneeter  season ; 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

The  business  of  this  man  looks  out  of  him, 
We'll  hear  him  what  he  says. —  Whence  are  you? 
Mess.  A  poor  Egyptian  yet.     The   queen   my 
miatreaa, 
Confin'd  in  all  she  has,  her  monument, 
Of  thy  intents  desires  instruction  ; 
That  she  preparedly  may  frame  herself 
To  the  way  she  !s  forced  to. 


Cces.  Bid  her  have  good  heart ; 

She  soon  shall  know  of  us,  by  some  of  ours, 
How  honourable  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her  :  for  Caesar  cannot  live 
To  be  ungentle. 

Mess.  So  the  gods  preserve  thee !  [Exit. 

Cces.  Come  hither,  Proculeius  ;  Go,  and  say, 
We  purpose  her  no  shame  :  give  her  what  comforts 
The  quality  of  her  passion  shall  require  ; 
Lest,  in  her  greatness,  by  some  mortal  stroke 
She  do  defeat  us  :  for  her  life  in  Rome 
Would  be  eternal  in  our  triumph :  Go, 
And,  with  your  speediest,  bring  us  what  she  says, 
And  how  you  find  of  her. 

Pro.  Caesar,  I  shall.   [Exit  Pro. 

Cces.  Gallus,  go  you  along. — Where  's  Dolabella. 
To  second  Proculeius  ?  [Exit  Gal. 

Agr.  Mec.  Dolabella ! 

Cces.  Let  him  alone,  for  I  remember  now 
How  he  's  employed  ;  he  shall  in  time  be  ready. 
Go  with  me  to  my  tent ;  where  you  shall  see 
How  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  war ; 
How  calm  and  gentle  I  proceeded  still 
In  all  my  writings  :  Go  with  me,  and  see 
What  I  can  show  in  this.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. — Alexandria.     A  Boom  in  the 
Monument. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Chaemian,  and  Iras. 

Cleo.  My  desolation  does  begin  to  make 
A  better  life  :  'Tis  paltry  to  be  Caesar  : 
Not  being  fortune,  he  's  but  fortune's  knave, 
A  minister  of  her  will ;  And  it  is  great 
To  do  that  thing  that  ends  all  other  deeds ; 
Which  shackles  accidents,  and  bolts  up  change ; 
Which  sleeps,  and  never  palates  more  the  dung, 
The  beggar's  nurse  and  Caesar's. 

Enter,  to  the  Gates  of  the  Monument,  Proculieus, 
Gallus,  and  Soldiers. 

Pro.    Caesar   sends   greeting   to   the   queen   of 
Egypt ; 
And  bids  thee  study  on  what  fair  demands 
Thou  mean'st  to  have  him  grant  thee. 

Cleo.   [Within.']  What 's  thy  name  ? 

Pro.  My  name  is  Proculeius. 

Cleo.  [Within.]  Antony 

Did  tell  me  of  you,  bade  me  trust  you :  but 
I  do  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceiv'd, 
That  have  no  use  for  trusting.     If  your  master 
Would  have  a  queen  his  beggar,  you  must  tell  him 
That  majesty,  to  keep  decorum,  must 
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Who  im  m.i  lull  of  "i  ICO,   I  li:il    it    M"\\  I  Oftff 
(  >u  .ill   I  lial    ii.  ..I  [    Lot  mi  I"  liiiu 

\  our  b^ .'i  il.'|i'Miil;iu.-\  ,  .in  I  jrou  shall  And 
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Cleo,    |  Within,  |  I'  OU,  tell  hint 

I  .im  hii  fori u n  il,  au. I  I  semi  linn 

The  great  ii.'  is  in  has  ","i .  I  hourly  learn 
\  doctrine  of  obedionco :  ami  would  "l.i.iU 
I  took  him  i'  t  lie  face. 

Fro,  This  I  'II  report,  dear  lady. 

Have  oomforl  ;  for,  I  know,  your  plight  is  pitied 

0\'  him  t  lial   CauVd  il. 

Cal.  You  sit  how  easilj  ihe  may  l»u  Burprii*d  ; 
[  Here  Pboo.,  en,/  two  of  the  Gruard,  aeeend  the 

Monument    bj/    a     I  •   placed    m/niiist    n 

Window,  and  Jmring  deseeihled   OOme   lii  hind 

Olio.      Some  of  the  Guard  unbar  and  • 

the  Gates. 

Guard  her  till  Caesar  come. 

Pbo.  and  the  Q-uard.     Esii  G  ll. 
Trae.  Royal  queen ! 

Char.  O  Cleopatra!  thou  art  taken,  queen! — 
Cleo.  Quick,  quick,  good  hands. 

[Drawing  a  Dagger. 

Pro.  Hold,  worthy  lady,  hold: 

[Seizes  and  disarm*  her. 
Do  not  yourself  such  wrong,  who  are  in  this 
Believed,  but  not  betray'd. 

Cleo.  What,  of  death  too 

That  rids  our  dogs  of  languish  ? 

Pro.  Cleopatra, 

Do  not  abuse  my  master's  bounty,  by 
The  undoing  of  yourself :  let  the  world  see 
His  nobleness  well  acted,  which  your  death 
AVill  never  let  come  forth. 

Cleo.  Where  art  thou,  death  ? 

Come  hither,  come  !  come,  come,  and  take  a  queen 
Worth  many  babes  and  beggars ! 

Pro.  O,  temperance,  lady  ! 

Cleo.  Sir,  I  will  eat  no  meat,  I  '11  not  drink,  sir  ; 
If  idle  talk  will  once  be  necessary, 
I'll  not  sleep  neither  :  This  mortal  house  I'll  ruin, 
Do  Caesar  what  he  can.     Know,  sir,  that  I 
"Will  not  wait  pinion* d  at  your  master's  court ; 
Nor  once  be  chastis'd  with  the  sober  eve 
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I  'II  take  her  to  ml. 

I',  D  lln, 
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[f  you  '11  employ  D  DL 

(  'I eo. 

Koai  nob!.-  empi  i  have  beard 

Cleo.    I  cannot  tell. 

Dol.  nredly,  yon  b 

Cleo.  No  matt  I    have   heard,   or 

known, 

You  laugh,  when  boys,  or  women,  tell  their  dreams  ; 

Is  't  not  your  trick  : 

Dol.  I  understand  not,  madam. 

Cleo.    I   dream'd,    there   wu- 

tony  ; — 

O,  such  another  sleep,  that  I  might  I 

But  Buch  another  man  ! 

Dol.  If  it  might  please  you. — 

Cleo.  His  face  was  as  the  heavens  ;  and  th- 

stuck 

A  sun,  and  moon  ;  which  kept  their  course,  and 

lighted 

The  little  O,  the  earth. 

Dol.  Most  sovereign  creature. — 

Cleo.  His   legs    bestrid    the    ocean:    hii    reur"d 

arm 

Crested  the  world :  his  voice  was  propertied 

As  all  the  tuned  spheres,  and  that  to  friend-  : 

But  when  he  meant  to  quail  and  shake  the  orb, 

He  was  as  rattling  thunder.     For  his  bounty, 

There  was  no  winter  in  't ;  an  autumn  't 

That  grew  the  more  by  reaping :  His  delights 

AVere  dolphin-like :  they  show'd  his  back  above 

The  element  they  liv'd  in :  In  his  livery 
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Walk'd  crowns,  and  crownets  j  realms  and  islands 
were 

As  plates  dropp'd  from  his  pocket.65 

DoL  Cleopatra, — 

Cleo.  Think  you,  there  was,  or  might  be,  such  a 
man 
As  this  I  dream'd  of? 

DoL  Gentle  madam,  no. 

Cleo.  Yon  lie,  np  to  the  hearing  of  the  gods. 
Hut,  if  there  be,  or  ever  were  one  such, 
li  'a  past  the  size  of  dreaming:    Nature  wants  stuff 
To  vie  strange  forms  with  fancy ;  yet,  to  imagine 
An  Antony,  were  nature's  piece  'gainst  fancy, 
Condemning  shadows  quite. 

DoL  Hear  me,  good  madam  : 

Your  loss  is  as  yourself,  great ;  and  you  bear  it 
A  B  answering  to  the  weight :  'Would  I  might  never 
O'ertake  pursu'd  success,  but  I  do  feel, 
By  the  rebound  of  yours,  a  grief  that  shoots 
My  very  heart  at  root. 

Cleo.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Know  you,  what  Ca?sar  means  to  do  with  me  ? 

DoL  I  am  loath  to  tell  you  what  I  would  you 
knew. 

Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you,  sir, — 

DoL  Though  he  be  honourable, — 

Cleo.  He  '11  lead  me  then  in  triumph  ? 

DoL  Madam,  he  will ; 

I  know  it. 

Within.  Make  way  there, — Ca?sar. 

Enter  Cjesah,   Gallus,   Proculeius,  Mecjenas, 
Seleucus,  and  Attendants. 


Cces. 
Of  Egypt? 
DoL 


"Which  is  the  queen 


'Tis  the  emperor,  madam. 

[Cleo.  kneels. 

Cces.  Arise, 

You  shall  not  kneel : 

T  pray  you,  rise ;  rise,  Egypt. 

Cleo.  Sir,  the  gods 

Will  have  it  thus;  my  master  and  my  lord 
I  must  obey. 

Cces.  Take  to  you  no  hard  thoughts : 

The  record  of  what  injuries  you  did  us, 
Though  written  in  our  flesh,  we  shall  remember 
As  things  but  done  by  chance. 

Cleo.  Sole  sir  o'the  world, 

T  cannot  projectmine  own  cause  so  well 
To  make  it  clear  j  but  do  confess,  I  have 
!'•  i  0  laden  with  like  frailties,  which  before 
BLan  often  sham'd  our  se.\. 

Cces.  Cleopatra,  know, 


We  will  extenuate  rather  than  enforce : 

[f  you  apply  yourself  to  our  intents, 

(Which  towards  you  are  most  gentle,)  you  shall  find 

A  benefit  in  this  change ;  but  if  you  seek 

To  lay  on  me  a  cruelty,  by  taking 

Antony's  course,  you  shall  bereave  yourself 

Of  my  good  purposes,  and  put  your  children 

To  that  destruction  which  I  '11  guard  them  from, 

If  thereon  you  rely.     I  '11  take  my  leave. 

Cleo.  And  may,  through  all  the  world :  'tis  yours; 
and  we 
Your 'scutcheons,  and  your  signs  of  conquest,  shall 
Hang  in  what  place  you  please.     Here,  my  good 
lord. 

Cues.  You  shall  advise  me  in  all  for  Cleopatra. 

Cleo.    This  is  the   brief  of  money,   plate,    and 
jewels, 
I  am  possess'd  of:  'tis  exactly  valued ; 
Not  petty  things  admitted. — Where  's  Seleucus  ? 

Sel.  Here,  madam. 

Cleo.  This  is  my  treasurer ;  let  him  speak,  my 
lord, 
Upon  his  peril,  that  I  have  reserv'd 
To  myself  nothing.     Speak  the  truth,  Seleucus. 

Sel.  Madam, 
I  had  rather  seel  my  lips,  than,  to  my  peril, 
Speak  that  which  is  not. 

Cleo.  What  have  I  kept  back  ? 

Sel.  Enough  to  purchase  what  you  have  made 
known. 

Cces.  Nay,  blush  not,  Cleopatra ;  I  approve 
Your  wisdom  in  the  deed. 

Cleo.  See,  Cassar  !  O,  behold, 

How  pomp  is  follow' d !  mine  will  now  be  yours  ; 
And,  should  we  shift  estates,  yours  would  be  mine. 
The  ingratitude  of  this  Seleucus  does 
Even  make  me  wild : — O  slave,  of  no  more  trust 
Than  love  that 's  hir'd ; — What,  goest  thou  back  ? 

thou  shalt 
Go  back,  I  warrant  thee  ;  but  I  '11  catch  thine  eyes, 
Though  they  had  wings :    Slave,  soul-less  villain, 

dog! 
0  rarely  base ! 

Cces.  Good  queen,  let  us  entreat  you. 

Cleo.  O  Csesar,  what  a  wounding  shame  is  this 
That  thou,  vouchsafing  here  to  visit  me, 
Doing  the  honour  of  thy  lordliness 
To  one  so  meek,66  that  mine  own  servant  should 
Parcel  the  sum  of  my  disgraces  by 
Addition  of  his  cnxy  !     Say,  good  Caesar, 
That  I  some  lady  trifles  have  reserv'd, 
Jmmomcnt  toys,  things  of  such  dignity 
As  we  greet  modern  friends  withal;  and  say, 
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Borne  nobler  token  I  h  i 

For  Livi  via,  to  iutl 

Thoir  medial  ion  ;  inu  t   I  \u    unfolded 

\\  it  h  ono  •  hat  I  ha\ o  bn  'I  I    Tl  I 

nir 
I  '.ticai  h  the  fall  I  have      Pr'j  t  bi 

Or  1 1  ball  1 1 1 •  > w  i  bo  ••mm1,  p   i if  m  . 

Through   i  he  ;i  >he «  of  in >  <  haner        Wert  I  hou  S 

iii.iii. 
Thou  would' i  i  have  mercj  on  me. 

c, 

i  i.. 
Be   ii   luiow  a,  i hat   ire,  t be 

misl  bouglli 

For  i  bing  -  t  bal  ol  bera  "I"  ;  and,  u  hen  we  fall, 
We  answer  ol  hers1  merit  i  in  our  name, 
\  re  i  herefore  to  be  pit  ied. 

Ot  Cleopatra, 

Nol  what  you  have  reserved,  nor  what  acknowledged, 
Put  we  L'  the  roll  of  conquesl  ;  .-till  be  it  you 
Bestow  it  al  your  pleasure;  and  believe, 
Cesar's  no  merchant,  to  make  prize  with  you 
Of   things   thai    merchants   sold.      Therefore   be 

cheer*  d ; 
Make  no1  your  thoughts  your  prisons:    no,  dear 

queen  ; 
For  we  intend  bo  to  dispose  you,  as 
Yourself  shall  give  us  counsel.     Feed,  and  sleep: 
Our  care  and  pity  is  so  much  upon  you, 
That  we  remain  your  friend  ;  And  bo  adieu* 

C/co.  .My  master,  and  my  lord! 

Get.  Not  so :  Adieu.  ; 

[Exeunt  Cjbs.,  and  his  Train.  \ 

Cleo.  He  words  me,  girls,  he  words  me,  that  I 
should  not 
Bo  noble  to  myself:  but  hark  thee,  Charmian. 

[Whispers  Char,   j 

Iras.  Finish,  good  lady ;  the  bright  day  is  done,   | 
And  we  are  for  the  dark. 

Cleo.     '  Hie  thee  again 

I  have  spoke  already,  and  it  is  provided  ; 
Go,  put  it  to  the  haste. 

Char,  Madam,  I  will. 

Re-enter  Dolabella. 

Dol.  "Where  is  the  queen  ? 

Char,  Behold,  sir.  [l&rit  Chak. 

Cleo.  Dolabella  ? 

Dol.  Madam,  as  thereto  sworn  bv  your   eom- 
mand, 
Which  my  love  makes  religion  to  obey, 
I  tell  you  this  :  C»sar  through  Syria 
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And  fore'd  to  drin  . 
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I 
Will  catch  at  [] 
Ballad  hi  out  o'  to 

mporally  \\  ill 
( )ur  Alexandrian  r 

Shall  be  bn  I 

Borne  Bqueak        * 
1'  t!.  if  a  \\  bi 

Trot. 

('/  -      ,  that   i 

t.  I'll  e  it  ;  ;  nails 

Arc  stronger  than  t 

Clco.  \\..\      • 

To  fool  their  preparation,  and 
Their  most  absurd  intent  L  ?— 

Enter  Chi 

Show  me,  my  women,  like  a  queen  ; — Go  fei 
My  best  attires  ; — I  am  again  for  Cydn 

To  meet  Mark  Antony  : — Sirrah,  •  — 

Now,  noble  Charmian,  we'll  despatch  indeed: 
And,  when  thou  hast  done  this  chare,  I  '11  give  thee 

leave 
To  play  i  ill  dooms-day. — Bring  our  crown  and  all. 
Wherefore  *s  this  noi»  .- 

AS        within. 

Enter  one  of  the  Guard. 

Guard.  II  rural  f! 

That  will  not  be  denied  your  highness1 
J  Le  brings  you  figs. 

Cleo.  Let  him  come  in.     How  poor  an  instru- 
ment \JExii  Guard. 
May  do  a  noble  deed !  he  brings  me  liberty. 
My  resolution's  r               .d  I  have  nothing 
Of  woman  in  me  :  Xow  from  head  to  foot 
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I  am  marble-constant :  now  the  fleeting  moon 

No  planet  is  of  mine.  i 

Re-enter  Guard,  with  a  Clown  "bringing  a  Basket,    i 

Guard.  This  is  the  man.  i 

I    ■■->.  Avoid,  and  leave  him.  [Exit  Guard,  i 

31  thou  the  pretty  worm  of  Nilus  there, 
That  kills  and  pains  not  ? 

Clown.  Truly  I  have  him  :  but  I  would  not  be 
the  party  that  should  desire  you  to  touch  him,  for 
his  biting  is  immortal ;  those,  that  do  die  of  it,  do 
seldom  or  never  recover. 

CIco.  Eemember'st  thou  any  that  have  died  on 't  ? 

Clown.  Very  many,  men  and  women  too.  I  heard 
of  one  of  them  no  longer  than  yesterday :  a  very 
honest  woman,  but  something  given  to  lie ;  as  a 
woman  should  not  do,  but  in  the  way  of  honesty : 
how  she  died  of  the  biting  of  it,  what  pain  she  felt, 
— Truly,  she  makes  a  very  good  report  o'  the  worm  : 
But  he  that  will  believe  all  that  they  say,  shall 
never  be  saved  by  half  that  they  do  :  But  this  is 
most  fallible,  the  worm  's  an  odd  worm. 

CJeo.   Get  thee  hence  ;  farewell. 

Clown.  I  wish  you  all  joy  of  the  worm. 

Cleo.  Farewell.        [Clown  sets  down  the  Basket. 

Clown.  You  must  think  this,  look  you,  that  the 
worm  will  do  his  kind. 

Cleo.  Ay,  ay ;  farewell. 

Clown.  Look  you,  the  worm  is  not  to  be  trusted, 
but  in  the  keeping  of  wise  people  !  for,  indeed, 
there  is  no  goodness  in  the  worm. 

Cleo.  Take  thou  no  care ;  it  shall  be  heeded. 

Clown.  Very  good:  give  it  nothing,  I  pray  you, 
for  it  is  not  worth  the  feeding. 

Cleo.  "Will  it  eat  me  ? 

Clown.  Y"ou  must  not  think  I  am  so  simple,  but 
I  know  the  devil  himself  will  not  eat  a  woman:  I 
know,  that  a  woman  is  a  dish  for  the  gods,  if  the 
il  dress  her  not.  But,  truly,  these  same  whoreson 
devils  do  the  gods  great  harm  in  their  women  ;  for 
iu  ev.  ry  ten  that  they  make,  the  devils  mar  five. 

Cleo.  Well,  get  thee  gone  ;  farewell. 

Clown.  Yes,  forsooth ; 
worm. 


1    wish   you  joy   of  the 
[Exit. 


Re-enter  Iras,  with  a  Bole,  Crown,  &c. 

me   my  robe,  put  on  my  crown;  I 
have 
Immortal  longings  in  me:  Now  no  more 

e  juice  i  b's  grape  shall  moist  this  lip: — 

Y are,  y are,  good  Lras;  quick.— M<  .  J  bear 

Antony  call;  I  see  him  rouse  himself 
To  p:  p  hi  in  mock 
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The  luck  of  Csesar,  which  the  gods  give  men 
To  excuse  their  after  wrath :  Husband,  .1  come : 
Now  to  that  name  my  courage  prove  my  title ! 
I  am  fire,  and  air ;  my  other  elements 
1  give  to  baser  life. — So, — have  you  done  ? 
Come  then,  and  take  the  last  warmth  of  my  lips. 
Farewell!  kind  Charmian  ; — Iras,  long  farewell. 

[Kisses  them.     Iras  falls  and  dies, 
Have  I  the  aspick  in  my  lips  ?     Dost  fall  ? 
If  thou  and  nature  can  so  gently  part, 
The  stroke  of  death  is  as  a  lover's  pinch, 
"Which  hurts,  and  is  desir'd.     Dost  thou  lie  still  ? 
If  thus  thou  vanishest,  thou  tell'st  the  world 
It  is  not  worth  leave-taking. 

Char.  Dissolve,  thick  cloud,  and  rain;    that  I 
may  say, 
The  gods  themselves  do  weep ! 

Cleo.  This  proves  me  base  : 

If  she  first  meet  the  curled  Antony, 
He  '11  make  demand  of  her  ;  and  spend  that  kiss, 
Which   is   my   heaven    to    have.       Come,    mortal 
wretch, 
\_To  the  Asp,  ivhich  she  applies  to  her  Breast. 
With  thy  sharp  teeth  this  knot  intrinsicate 
Of  life  at  once  untie  :  poor  venomous  fool, 
Be  angry,  and  despatch.     O,  could' st  thou  speak ! 
That  I  might  hear  thee  call  great  Caesar,  ass 
Unpoliced ! 

Char.  O  eastern  star ! 

Cleo.  Peace,  peace 

Dost  thou  not  see  my  baby  at  my  breast, 
That  sucks  the  nurse  asleep  ? 

Char.  O,  break  !  O,  break  ! 

Cleo.  As  sweet  as  balm,  as  soft  as  air,  as  gentle, — 

0  Antony  ! — Nay,  I  will  take  thee  too  : — 

[Applying  another  Asp  to  her  Arm. 
"What  should  I  stay —       [Falls  on  a  Bed,  and  dies. 
Char.  In  this  wile  world  ? — So,  fare  thee  well. — 
Now  boast  thee,  death  !  in  thy  possession  lies 
A  lass  unparall'd. — Downy  windows,  close; 
And  golden  Pluebus  never  be  beheld 
Of  eyes  again  so  royal !  Your  crown's  awry  j 

1  '11  mend  it,  and  then  play. 

Enter  the  Guard,  rushing  in. 

1st  Guard.  Where  is  the  queen  ? 
Char.  Speak  softly,  wake  her  not. 

1st  Guard.  Cu)sar  hath  sent — 
Char.  Too  slow  a  messenger. 

[Applies  the  Asp. 
0,  come  ;  apace,  despatch  :  I  partly  feel  thee. 
1st  Guard,  Approach,  ho  !  All 's  not  well  :  Caesar's 
beguil'd. 
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I  '  \\ bendants. 

Dol,  0,  iir,you  are  too  sure  an  augurer; 
That  j  ou  did  fear,  ia  done. 

( \r.s\  Brave  -t  a!  the  lasl  : 

She  levelled  at  our  purposes,  and,  being  royal, 
Took  her  own  way. — The  manner  of  their  deaths  ? 
I  do  not  tee  them  bleed. 

Do!.  Who  was  last  with  them  ? 

Guard,  A  simple  countryman,  that  brought 

her  ti 

This  was  his  baski 

Ot  Poison'd  then. 

1  v.'  Guard.  ()  Caesar, 
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A  pair  so  fame  . 

Strike  t! 
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Brought  them  I  • 
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High  order  in  this  great  sole 
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1  Renages,  i.e.  disowns,  casts  off. 

2  The  triple  pillar  of  the  world. 

Triple    is    used    inaccurately    for    third.      The    third 
pillar  of  the  world  ;  one  of  the  triumvirs,  or   rulers   of 
the  civilised  world. 
8  Then  must  thou  needstfind  out  new  heaven,  new  earth. 

Antony  means,  there  is  no  boundary  to  my  love  in 
the  known  universe  ;  if  you  would  limit  my  affection  for 
you,  that  limit  must  be  placed  at  a  greater  distance  than 
the  present  visible  universe  affords. 

4   Where 's  Fuhiu's  process. 
Process  is  summons.     Her  summons  or  command  to 
Antony  to  return  to  Home. 
5  To  weet,  i.e.  know. 

6  But  stirr'd  by  Cleopatra. 

Cleopatra  has  just  said,  "  Antony  will  be  himself." 
To  which  he  replies  as  above  ;  that  is,  if  I  am  desired  or 
stirred  to  it  by  Cleopatra,  I  will  assert  my  dignity  and 
my  power. 

7  That  he  approves  the  common  liar. 

The  common  liar  is  rumour;  Antony  by  his  conduct 
proves  the  truth  of  the  reports  current  in  Rome  respect- 
ing him. 

8  O,  that  I  knew  this  husband,  which,  you  say,  must 
change  his  horns  with  garlands. 

Several  emendations  of  this  passage  have  been  offered, 
but  the  following  explanation  by  Mr.  Steevens  appears 
the  most  satisfactory : — "  To  change  his  horns  with 
(i.e.  for)  garlands,  signifies,  to  be  a  triumphant  cuckold; 
a  cuckold  who  will  consider  his  state  as  an  honourable 
one.  Thus,  says  Benedick,  in  Much  Ado  about  Nothing, 
1  There  is  no  staff  more  honourable  than  one  tipt  with 
horn.'  AVe  are  not  to  look  for  serious  argument  in  such 
a  '  skipping  dialogue'  as  that  before  us." 

9  Then\  belike,  my  children  shall  have  no  names. 
That  is,  perhaps  they  shall  be  illegitimate. 

'"    Upon  the  first  encounter,  drove  them. 
Drove  is  the  ancient  preterite  of  the  verb  to  driye, 

and  frequently  occurs  in   the    Bible.     Thus   in   Joshua, 
xxiv.  12,  "  and  drove  them  out  before  you." 

11  Extended  Atia  from  Euphra ' 

Extended   his  dominions,  by  conquest,  in  Asia  from 
Euphrates  to,  &c     Dr.  Johnson,  however,  says  that  to 

extend  is  a  term  used  for  to  ;id  he  thinks  that  is 

the  sense  in  which  it  is  miployed  here. 


12 ■  O,  then  we  bring  forth  weeds, 

When  our  quick  winds  lie  still,  fyc. 

Dr.  Warburton  has  proposed  to  read  minds  for  winds  ; 
we  bring  forth  weeds  when  our  minds  are  idle;  but  the 
following  elucidation  by  Mr.  Henley  is  so  happy  that  I 
prefer  it.  Antony  himself,  "  figuratively,  is  the  idle  soil ; 
the  malice  that  speaks  home,  the  quick  or  cutting  winds, 
whose  frosty  blasts  destroy  the  profusion  of  weeds ; 
whilst  our  ills  (that  is  the  truth  faithfully  told  us)  are  a 
representation  of  our  vices  in  their  naked  odiousness — 
is  as  our  earing;  serves  to  plough  up  the  neglected  soil, 
and  enables  it  to  produce  a  profitable  crop.  When  the 
quick  winds  lie  still,  that  is,  in  a  mild  winter,  those 
weeds  which  '  the  tyrannous  breathings  of  the  north' 
would  have  cut  off,  will  continue  to  grow  and  feed,  to 
the  no  small  detriment  of  the  crop  to  follow." 

13  Expedience,  erroneously  used  for  expedition. 

1* 3Iuch  is  breeding, 


WJiich,  like  the  courser's  hair,  hath  yet  but  life, 
And  not  a  serpent's  poison. 

This  is  an  allusion  to  the  idle  notion  still  prevalent  in 
some  ignorant  rural  districts,  that  the  hair  of  a  horse 
dropt  into  corrupted  water  will  turn  to  a  worm  or  ser- 
pent. Mr.  Coleridge  says  that  this  is  true,  so  far  as 
appearances  go,  and  that  the  hair  "  will  become  the  sup- 
porter of  seemingly  one  worm,  though  probably  of  an 
immense  number  of  small  slimy  water-lice.  The  hair 
will  twirl  round  a  finger,  and  sensibly  compress  it.  It  is 
a  common  experiment  with  school-boys  in  Cumberland 
and  Westmorland."  Dr.  Lister,  in  the  Philosophical 
Transactions,  showed  that  what  were  vulgarly  called 
animated  horsehairs,  are  real  insects.  It  was  also 
affirmed  that  they  moved  like  serpents,  and  were  poison- 
ous to  swallow.  This  old  supposition  is  alluded  to  in 
Holinshed's  Description  of  England,  p.  224: — "  Ahorse- 

>  haire  laid  in  a  pale  full  of  the  like  water  will  in  a  short 
time  stirre  and  become  a  living  creature.     But  sith  the 

\  certaintie  of  these  things  is  rather  proved  by  few,"  &c. 
Also  in  Churchyard's  Discourse  of  Rebellion,  8fc, 
1570:— 

Hit  is  of  kinde  much  worsse  than  horses'  heare 
That  lyes  in  donge,  where  on  vile  serpents  breede. 

15  But  was  a  race  of  heaven. 
That  is,  had  a  taste  or  flavour  of  heavenly  enjoyment. 

18  And  that  which  most  with  you  should  safe  my  going. 

That  is,  reconcile  you  to  my  going ;  make  my  depar- 
ture not  likely  to  produce  mischief  to  you. 
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San  d  riali  nil-  d  nril 

//  u   thii  //- 1 1 nl,  ,in  Human. 

Anton]  i ii  \>  i  j  proud  of  hii  iupp< 
Am.  on,  ii  sun  of  Herculi  ■..    Thii  hi  dludi  d  I 

the  Introduction  i"  thi^  playt     Hi  lought 
oolouring   to   tfc  rl    by    I  and   mann< 

"Tim.,"     i\     Plutarch,  "when  he  appeared  in  public, 
he  won  ri  on  the  hip  i,  n  lai  ro  nword, 

ovei  ill  mantle.     I      •  hind  "t  '  e hich 

would  utm  eable  to  ot  ndered  him  the 

darling  of  the  army.     He  talked   with  the  <  in 

their  own  iwaggering  and  ribald  itrain,  ate  end  drank 
with  them  in  public,  and  would  stand  to  take  hii  i 
tuali  at  their  oommon  table." 

19  O,  tui/  oblivion  it  a  r,  ry  Antony, 

And  1  din  all forgotten. 

Oblivion  or  forgetfulneaii  ai  if  it  were  another  Antony, 
i  ntiivly  poeieeiee  her,  that  ihe  has  quite  forgotten 
whal  the  i  iihed  to  utter. 

*°  He  is  Inlor'd  of  (hi 

That  only  have  feared  Ctetar. 

That    is,  Pompey   is  loved  and  followed  by  those  who 

from  fear  have  professed  allegiance  to  Cntar. 

,l Tlie  gilded  puddle. 

"There  is  frequently  observable,"  aayi  Mr.  Henley, 
"on  the  surface  of  Stagnant  pools  that  have  remained 
long  undisturbed,  a  reddish  gold-coloured  slime — to  this 
appearance  the  poet  here  refers." 

23  I  knew  it  for  my  bond. 

That  is,  I  knew  it  to  be  my  agreement,  recognize  it 
for  my  duty. 

K  And  burgonet  of  men. 

That  is,  the  cap  or  chief  of  men ;  a  burgonet  is  a  kind 
of  helmet, 

u  And  soberly  did  mount  a  termagant  steed. 

That  is,  a  fiery,  impatient  steed.  The  furious  Douglas, 
in  Henry  IV.,  is  called  the  termagant  Scot. 

26 And  their  contestation 

Was  theme  for  you,  you  were  the  word  of  war. 
Shakspere  has  here  committed  one  of  those  errors  in 
expression,  which  are  not  unfrequent  in  his  writings. 
The  quarrel  of  the  wife  and  brother  of  Antony  was  not 
a  theme  for  him ;  he  did  not  in  any  way  assist  them 
against  Caesar,  or  indeed  trouble  himself  at  all  about  the 
matter.  What  the  poet  means  is,  that  Antony  was 
their  theme,  or  subject  of  war;  he  was  the  cause  of  the 
dispute. 
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\ntony   was  .sitting  alone,  enthroned  in 
market-place,  whistling  to  the  air,  all  the  people  having 
left  him,  that  they  might  wit! 

*     Bleu  i  ■  r,  when  she  is  riggish. 

Riga  ii  an  ancient  w  aning  a  strumpet     E 

Whl  I       'le  <f  Delight,  1676:— 

Then  loath  they  will  both  lust  and  wanton  I 
Or  else  be  sure  such  ryggs  my  care  shall  pr 

Dryden,  who  has  given  an  emulative  imitation  of  this 
exquisite  description  of  Cleopatra,  expresses  this  passage 
more  delicately,  thus  : — 

The  holy  pi  on  her  when  she  smiles ; 

And  with  heav'd  hands,  forgetting  gravity, 
They  Men  her  wanton  C] 

31    Would  I  had  never  come  from  thence,  nor  you 

Thither. 

Mr.  If.  Mason  very  justly  observes  that  both  sense 
and  grammar  require  that  we  should  read  hither  instead 
of  thither. 

33  Beat  mine,  inhoop'd  at  odds. 

Inhoop'd  is  an  obsolete  word,  meaning  enclosed,  con- 
fined.    Placed  within  a  hoop  or  circle  that  they  i 
fight. 

33  Let  us  to  billiards. 

This  is  one  of  the  numerous  anachronisms  to  be  found 
in  our  poet ;  this  game  was  unknown  in  ancient  times. 

34  Ghosted,  i.e.  haunted. 

36  At  land  indeed, 

Thou  dost  o'er-count  me  of  my  father's  house. 
0\r-count  is  here  probably  used  equivocally  to  mean 
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von  Have  over-reached  me  of  my  father's  house;  ob- 
tained  it  dishonestly,  which  was  literally  the  truth. 
Plutarch  tells  us  "  Antony  purchased  Pompey's  house; 
but,  when  he  was  required  to  make  the  payment,  he 
expressed  himself  in  very  angry  terms  ;  and  this  he  tells 
us  was  the  reason  why  he  would  not  go  with  Ca;sar  into 
Africa.  His  former  services  he  thought  insufficiently 
repaid/'  Again: — "when  Antony  asked  him  (Sextus 
Pompey,)  where  they  should  sup :  '  There,'  said  he, 
pointing  to  the  admiral-galley  of  six  oars,  '  that  is  the 
only  patrimonial  mansion-house  that  is  left  to  Pompey ;' 
and  it  implied,  at  the  same  time,  a  sarcasm  on  Antony, 
who  was  then  in  possession  of  his  father's  house." 

36  Some  o'  their  plant*  are  ill-rooted  already. 
Plants  is  used  metaphorically  for  feet;  they  stagger 
in  their  walk,  are  unsteady  from  the  effects  of  intoxica- 
tion. 

37  They  have  made  him  drink  alms-drink. 
To  drink  alms-drink,  is  when  one  man  at  a  feast  will 
drink  another's  share,  to  relieve  him  of  that  which  is  not 
good  for  his  health.  He  out  of  kindness  will  drink 
what  his  companion  cannot.  Antony  and  the  rest  were 
playing  upon  Lepidus,  by  making  him  in  his  nearly 
intoxicated  state,  drink  both  his  own  wine  and  theirs 
also. 

36  Strike  the  vessels,  ho .' 

This  is  not  an  order  relating  to  the  ships,  as  they  were 
under  the  command  of  Pompey,  but  an  invitation  to  his 
fellow-revellers  to  chink  the  drinking  vessels  one  against 
the  other,  as  a  mark  of  sociality  and  friendship.  The 
custom  is  still  common  in  modern  society. 

39  Tlie  holding  every  man  shall  bear,  as  loud 
As  his  strong  sides  can  volley. 
That  is,  every  man  was  to  join   in   the   burden   or 
chorus  of  the  song,  which  the  poet  styles  the  holding. 
The  breast  and  sides  are  called  into  action  in  an  attempt 
to  sing  loud  and  forcibly. 

40  Thy  Pacorus,  Orodes, 

Pays  this  for  Marcus  Crassus. 

Pacorus  was  the  son  of  Orodes,  King  of  Parthia. 
Crassus  was  a  Koman  general,  who  was  defeated  and 
treacherously  murdered  by  the  Parthians.  Orodes 
grieved  so  much  on  account  of  the  death  of  his  son 
Pacorus,  that  he  fell  into  a  languishing  illness  ;  when 
his  second  son  Phraates,  anxious  for  his  death,  adminis- 
tered poison  to  him,  but  not  finding  it  effectual,  after- 
wards strangled  him. 

41  O  thou  Arabian  bird. 

That  is,  the  phoenix.  The  immortal  bird  which  was 
supposed  to  live  single,  and  to  rise  again  from  its  own 
ashe9. 

n  They  are  his  ihardt,  and  he  their  beetle. 

The  wingl  of  the  beetle  are  called  his  shards,  as  they 
are  hard  and  brittle,  like  a  tile  or  shard,  i.e.  a  fragmenl 
of  an  earthen  vessel ;  thus,  in  Macbeth,  we  have,  "  the 
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shard-borne  beetle."  Enorbarbus  likens  Lepidus  to  a 
beetle,  which  is  a  dull,  heavy  insect,  and  Antony  and 
Caesar  to  the  wings  by  which  he  is  maintained  in  his 
elevated  position. 

43  Denied  him  rivality. 

Rivality,  from  the  Latin  rivalitas ;  an  obsolete  word 
meaning  emulation,  competition.  Shakspere  here  uses 
it  for  equal  rank  or  glory  in  the  action. 

44   Upon  his  awn  appeal. 

To  appeal,  is  used  by  Shakspere  in  the  sense  of  to 
accuse ;  upon  his  own  accusation  of  Lepidus  does  Ccesar 
arrest  him  :  thus  being  both  complainant  and  judge. 

45  And  gives  his  potent  regiment. 

Regiment,  is  government,  authority ;  he  gives  up  his 
power  into  the  hands  of  an  abandoned  woman. 

46  Away  my  TJietis  ! 

Antony  probably  addresses  Cleopatra  by  the  name  of 
this  sea-nymph,  because  she  was  about  to  assist  in  his 
naval  expedition. 

47  His  power  went  out  in  such  distractions. 

In  such  minute  detachments,  small  separate  companies. 

48  The  greater  cantle. 

A  cantle,  says  Pope,  is  a  piece  or  lump ;  on  which 
Dr.  Johnson  exclaims,  "  Cantle  is  rather  a  corner. 
Caesar,  in  this  play,  mentions  the  '  three-nook'd  world.' 
Of  this  triangular  world,  every  triumvir  had  a  corner." 

49  The  brize  upon  her,  like  a  cow  in  June. 
The  brize,  is  the  gad-fly ;  the  fly  that  stings  cattle. 

60 He  alone 

Dealt  on  lieutenantrg. 

On  is  probably  used  in  the  sense  of  in.  Caasar  fought 
chiefly  by  proxy,  in  the  persons  of  his  lieutenants.  Thus 
in  a  former  scene,  Ventidius  says  : — 

Caesar  and  Antony  have  ever  won 
More  in  their  officer,  than  person. 

w   Tell  him  from  his  all-obeying  breath. 

This  is  an  infelicitous  expression;  all-commanding 
breath,  is  what  Cleopatra  meant:  but  all-obcing  breath 
is,  in  Shakspere's  language,  breath  which  all  obey 
Obeying,  for  obeyed. 

K  Like  boys  unto  a  ?nuss. 

A  muss,  is  a  scramble.  This  word  is  used  by  Dryden 
in  his  prologue  to  The   Widow  Hunter,  by  Mrs.  Bonn. 

Bauble  and  cap  no  sooner  are  thrown  down 
But  there  's  a  muss  of  more  than  half  the  town. 

n  The  next  Ccesarion  smite. 
Catsarion  was  Cleopatra's  son  by  Julius  Ca>sar. 

54  It  signs  well. 

It  is  a  good  sign,  a  favourable  omen. 

55  'Tis  strange. 

This    curious    phenomenon,    which    was    received   as 
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■   Our  rattling  tabourim 

A  tabourin  was  a  small  drum.     It  ii  often  mentii 

in  our  an.  u  lit  ron 

a"    This  i/rurc  cluiriu. 

That   is,  destructive   lx-auty,   deadly  piece  of   witch- 
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Fbr  poorest  diminutives  to  dolts. 

Be  exhibited  to  the  mosl  Btupid  and  vulgar  of  spec- 
tators for  very  small  pieces  of  money. 

0,1    Pteoeh'd  onus,  i.e.  folded  arms. 
fll O  thou  SIM, 
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admiration. 
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wi.rd.      Thus,  in  I) 
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V>uvn  the  great  sphere  thou  motfst  in! — darkling  stand 
The  varying  shore  a'  the  world, 

"  According  to  the  philosophy,"  says  Mr.  Heath, 
"  which  prevailed  from  the  age  of  Aristotle  to  that  of 
Shakspere,  and  long  .since,  the  sun  was  a  planet,  and 

uas  whirled  round  the  earth  by  the  motion  of  a  solid   \ 
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from  hit 
Plates,  moan  kind  of  silver  men 

f  Mu  it  u  : — 
B   '  '-t  thou  this  Moor  but  at  two  hundred  plates. 
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WHILE  engaged  m  reading  Plutarch,  to  obtain  the  facts  on  which  he  founded  Antony  and  Cleopatra, 
Bhakspere  met  with  a  passage  which  furnished  him  with  a  subject  for  a  separate  and  very  dissimilar 
tragedy.  In  Antony's  reverse  of  fortune,  after  one  of  his  defeats  by  Octavius  Csesar,  he  retired  to  a 
small  house  which  he  had  built  near  Pharos,  on  a  mound  he  had  cast  up  in  the  sea,  where  he  affected  to 
live  like  Timon.  "  This  Timon,"  says  the  chatty  Greek  biographer,  "  was  a  citizen  of  Athens,  and  lived 
about  the  time  of  the  Peloponnesian  war,  as  appears  from  the  comedies  of  Aristophanes  and  Plato,  in 
which  he  is  exposed  as  the  hater  of  mankind.  Yet  though  he  hated  mankind  in  general,  he  caressed  the 
bold  and  impudent  boy  Alcibiades,  and  being  asked  the  reason  of  this  by  Apemantus,  who  expressed 
some  surprise  at  it,  he  answered,  it  was  because  he  foresaw  that  he  would  plague  the  people  of  Athens. 
Apemantus  was  the  only  one  he  admitted  to  his  society,  and  he  was  his  friend  in  point  of  principle.  At 
the  feast  of  sacrifices  for  the  dead,  these  two  dined  by  themselves,  and  when  Apemantus  observed  that 
the  feast  was  excellent,  Timon  answered,  '  It  would  be  so  if  you  were  not  here.'  Once  in  an  assembly 
of  the  people,  he  mounted  the  rostrum,  and  the  novelty  of  the  thing  occasioned  an  universal  silence  and 
expectation ;  at  length  he  said,  '  People  of  Athens,  there  is  a  fig-tree  in  my  yard,  on  which  many  worthy 
citizens  have  hanged  themselves;  and  as  I  have  determined  to  build  upon  the  spot,  I  thought  it  necessary 
to  give  this  public  notice,  that  such  as  choose  to  have  recourse  to  this  tree  for  the  aforesaid  purpose  may 
repair  to  it  before  it  is  cut  down.'  " 

From  this  passage  Shakspere  derived  that  portion  of  his  tragedy  which  relates  to  Timon,  though, 
perhaps,  he  was  also  indebted  to  a  manuscript  play  upon  the  same  subject  which  "  appears  to  have  been 
written,  or  transcribed,"  says  Mr.  Malone,  "about  the  year  1600.  There  is  a  scene  in  it  resembling 
Shakspere's  banquet  given  by  Timon  to  his  flatterers.  Instead  of  warm  water  he  sets  before  them 
stones  painted  like  artichokes,  and  afterwards  beats  them  out  of  the  room.  He  then  retires  to  the 
woods,  attended  by  his  faithful  steward,  who  (like  Kent  in  King  Lear)  has  disguised  himself  to  continue 
his  services  to  his  master ;  Timon  in  the  last  act  is  followed  by  his  fickle  mistress,  &c.,  after  he  was 
reported  to  have  discovered  a  hidden  treasure  by  digging.  The  piece  itself  (though  it  appears  to  be  the 
work  of  an  academic)  is  a  very  wretched  one." 

The  plot  of  Shakspere's  tragedy  is  very  simple :  the  principal  event  is  Timon's  loss  of  faith  in 
humanity,  and  the  consequent  change  of  the  generous  and  unsuspecting  noble,  who  regrets  that  he  has 
not  kingdoms  to  bestow  upon  his  friends,  into  the  bitter  and  malignant  misanthrope  whose  fearful 
denunciations  of  mankind  strike  his  listeners  into  "  strong  shudders."  The  play  is  full  of  violent 
contrasts ;  luxury  and  abstemiousness,  pomp  and  poverty,  prodigality  and  avarice,  love  and  hate,  succeed 
each  other  rapidly.  It  is  like  a  dissolving  view  which  melts  from  bright  day,  made  lovely  with  natural 
beauties,  the  songs  of  birds,  the  fragrance  of  flowers,  the  rich  and  varied  foliage,  and  the  spray  of  the 
waterfall,  gilded  by  the  cheering  sunshine ;  to  black  midnight  in  which  even  the  stars  are  hid.  The 
change  is  abrupt,  startling,  and  complete,  and  tho  gay  generous  Timon  disappears  in  the  bitter  savage, 
who  repudiates  civilization,  and  spends  the  residue  of  his  life  in  breathing  eloquent  curses  upon  his 
ungrateful  countrymen. 

Timon's  is  a  wordy  sorrow ;  he  does  not  shut  himself  up  in  sullen  impenetrability,  but  enters  into 
converse  with  all  who  seek  him,  and  relieves  his  feelings  by  bitter  invectives.  Like  Coriolanus  he 
abandons  his  native  city,  but  he  cannot,  liko  the  stern  Roman,  enfold  himself  in  his  own  pride  and 
estimation,  and  despise  his  countrymen.  Coriolanus  addressed  himself  to  revenge  his  supposed  wrongs: 
Timon  contents  himself  with  cursing  the  authors  of  his  real  ones.  There  is,  besides,  a  quaintness  and 
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painter.     He  is  Full  of  life  and  i  nil  i  ho  i  in 
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i  bomb;  but  i  h 
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ideas  become  oblique  and  one-tided.     Ee  a  in  the  detection  of 

entrance  ire  see  thai  he  Knows  the  weal  i 

loves  to  be  nattered  is  worthy  o' the  flatterer.' '      Bu1    L]  i  dull  and  < 

of  virtue  or  loftiness  of  character;  not  understanding  them  be  disbelief 
fixed  tor  cmm-  upon  the  earth;  he  cannot  look  up  and  see  the  heavens,     !!■■ 
deformity  than  beauty,  and  with  nee  than  virtue,  b  be  can  moit  y  pour 

it.     Even  in  Ins  religious  moments  he  car  scarcely  be  civil  to  I  da,  and  bis  pn  s  a 

malediction. 

Quirt,  virtue  sometimes  run  i  of  falling  mto  insipidity  ;.h  wc  Si 

Flavins,  the  faithful  steward,  the  single  truly  honest  heart  in  the  dram 
reserves  his  expostulations  until  his  master's  ruin,  and  then  utt<  r 

might  have  cheeked  Timon's  wild  course  of  reckless  extravagance.     The  honesty  of  the  weak  if 
eclipsed  by  the  worldliness  oC  the  Btrong,  and  energy  of  character  is  so  admirable  thai 
minor  vices. 

Even  to  the  least  important  characters  Shakspere  has  extended  his  fullest  consideration.     The  poet 
and  the  painter  each  speaks  his  own  peculiar  language;  the  artist  idolises  his  own  work,  and  tl 
describes  it  in  elevated  diction.     The  first   speaks  the  language  of  every  day  life,  and  the  latter  that  of 
the  study  :  his  words  remind  us  of  the  chamber  and  the  lamp,  and  like  the  s]  -  of  the  Roman  oral    - 

Cicero,  seemed  studied  \'ov  the  occasion.     Again  the  servants  ofTimon  describe  their  n  -  ruin  with 

groat  feeling;  onesays:  — 

And  his  poor  self, 
A  dedicated  '  the  air. 

With  bis  disease  of  all-shnnn'd  poverty, 
Walks,  like  contempt,  alone. 

This  is  the  language  oi'  a  nameless  character,  a  second  servant;   some  authors  would  have  given  it  to  the 
hero  of  their  play,  but  Shakspere  was  a  very  Timon  in  respect  of  his  lavishnees  of  poetical  beau- 
exquisite  thoughts  appear  in  his   pages  like  the  smaller  stars,  in  radiant  clusters.     Still  this  liberality 
seems  to  have  been  involuntary,  for  words  of  strength  and  beauty  fall  from  his  pen  w-ith  the  same  profu- 
sion as  diamonds  and  roses  fell  from  the  lips  of  the  little  girl  in  the  fairy  tale;  which  we  have  all  read 
and  wondered  at  when  children.     But  the  language  of  the  poet  is  not  a  cloying  collection  of  sweets  :   his 
power  is  greater  than  his  beauty.     The  words  of  Timon  in  his  adversity  are  like  poisoned  arrows,  bit 
rancorous,   and   deadly.     His   curses  are  a   collection   of  horrors,   aimed  without  reservation  upon  all 
mankind,  upon  the  young  and  laughing  girl  just  bursting  from  childhood,  and  on  the  "old  limping  si: 
tottering  to  the  grave.    He  supplicates  the  demons  of  lust  and  murder  to  confound  his  native  citv,  and  to 
desolate  the  world,  and  implores  the  earth  itself  no  longer  to  bring  forth  ungrateful  man,  but  to  "teem 
with  new  monster.-."  and  "  go  great  with  tigers,  dragons,  wolves,  and    bears, "  as  bein^  less  corrupt  and 
mischievous. 
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TIMON  OF  ATHENS. 

It  is  to  be  regretted,  however,  that  Shakspere  should  so  often  have  recurrence  to  offensive  and 
loathsome  ideas ;  Timon'a  language  is  not  only  bitter  and  malignant,  but  frequently  revolting ; 
all  that  is  disgusting  in  the  annals  of  disease  is  eagerly  seized  upon  by  the  misanthrope,  and 
pictures    are  presented  which  make  the  vicious  shudder  and  the  pure  recoil  in  amazement. 

The  tragedy  includes  two  incidents,  each  arising  from  a  similar  cause, — the  flight  of  Timon  and  the 
banishment  of  Alcibiades  ;  let  us  now  turn  our  attention  to  the  latter.  Shakspere  also  found  his  life  in 
Plutarch,  but  (he  poet  has  not  very  fully  elaborated  the  character  of  the  Athenian  general.  Alcibiades 
was  famous  for  his  great  personal  beauty,  his  stubborn  and  ambitious  temper,  his  eloquence,  craftiness, 
and  dissipation.  His  resolution  was  strongly  shown  even  in  his  boyhood ;  for  it  is  related  that  on  one 
occasion  he  was  playing  at  dice  with  some  other  boys  in  the  street,  when  a  loaded  waggon  coming  up 
interrupted  the  game;  Alcibiades  called  to  the  driver  to  stop,  as  it  was  his  turn  to  throw,  but  the  man 
disregarded  him  and  drove  on ;  while  the  other  boys  got  out  of  the  way,  Alcibiades  however  was  not  to 
be  so  readily  overcome,  for  throwing  himself  flat  upon  his  face  directly  before  the  waggon,  he  told  the 
rustic  to  drive  on  if  he  pleased.  Upon  this  the  man  was  so  startled  that  he  instantly  stopped  his  horses, 
and  the  resolute  boy  got  up  and  had  his  throw  with  the  dice.  Brought  up  in  luxury,  and  universally 
courted,  he  gave  way  to  every  dissipation,  but  was  still  exceedingly  attached  to  the  philosopher 
Socrates. 

"When  still  a  young  man,  Alcibiades  happened  to  enter  a  grammar  school,  and  asked  the  master 
for  a  copy  of  Homer.  The  pedagogue  replied  that  he  had  nothing  of  Homer's,  and  immediately 
received  a  box  on  the  ear  from  the  indignant  young  soldier,  for  his  neglect  of  the  works  of  the  great 
father  of  ancient  poetry.  Another  story  is  told  of  him  which  shows  an  unhealthy  love  of  distinction 
of  any  kind.  He  purchased  a  dog  of  remarkable  size  and  beauty,  for  the  extravagant  sum  of  seventy 
mines.*  The  chief  beauty  of  this  dog  was  his  tail,  which  Alcibiades  immediately  caused  to  be  cut  off. 
This  singular  act  furnished  conversation  for  the  whole  city,  and  he  was  much  censured  for  his  folly  and 
extravagance.  He  then  laughed  and  said,  "  this  is  the  very  thing  I  wanted,  for  I  would  have  the 
Athenians  talk  of  this,  lest  they  should  find  something  worse  to  say  of  me."  Shakspere  might  have 
drawn  a  striking  contrast  between  the  characters  of  Alcibiades  and  Timon,  but  he  has  neglected  the 
former  for  the  perfect  development  of  the  latter.  Both  leave  their  native  city  through  the  ingratitude 
of  their  countrymen,  but  the  resolute  and  worldly  man  returns  in  conquest  and  in  honour,  while  the 
effeminate  and  feeble  one  perishes  in  solitude  and  despair.  Plutarch  compares  Alcibiades  with 
Coriolanus,  but  their  circumstances  only  were  alike,  the  men  were  widely  different ;  both  returned  from 
banishment  with  an  army  at  their  heels,  bent  upon  the  destruction  of  their  native  cities  ;  but  the 
haughty  and  self-denying  Eoman  is  in  most  other  matters  the  reverse  of  the  subtle  and  luxurious 
Greek,  of  whom  Plutarch  tells  us  that, "  his  great  abilities  in  politics,  his  eloquence,  his  reach  of  genius, 
and  keenness  of  apprehension,  were  tarnished  by  his  luxurious  living,  his  drinking  and  debauches,  his 
effeminacy  of  dress,  and  his  insolent  profusion." 

Shakspere  does  not  adhere  to  history  respecting  the  cause  of  the  banishment  of  Alcibiades.  He 
was  accused  of  sacrilege  towards  the  goddesses  Ceres  and  Proserpine,  and  condemned  to  death,  but  he 
saved  himself  by  taking  refuge  among  the  Spartans;  to  whose  hospitality  he  made  a  vile  return  by 
seducing  the  wife  of  their  king  Agis.  After  a  life  spent  in  dissipation,  war,  and  political  intrigue,  he 
was  at  length  assassinated  by  a  secret  order  of  the  magistrates  of  Sparta.  He  was  at  that  time  living  in 
a  small  village  in  Phrygia  with  his  mistress  Thnandra.  His  murderers  surrounded  the  house  at  night 
and  set  it  on  fire,  and  on  his  issuing  out  sword  in  hand  they  fled  to  a  distance  and  slew  him  with  their 
darts  and  arrows.      Be  was  buried  by  Thnandra  as  honourably  as  her  circumstances  would  permit. 

Timon  of  Athent  is  supposed  to  have  been  written  by  Shakspere  in  the  year  1G09,  and  to  have 
immediately  followed  the  composition  of  Antony  and  lira.  H.  T. 

*  The  mina  \\.\    eqnhmli  Id.  of  our  money.      Alcibiades'  ting  therefore  cost  him  £'226   0*.  10J.     A  talent  was 

m  "r  1 193  15*. 
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Afemantts,  a  churlish  Philosopher. 
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■  Flavius,  Steward  to  Tiinon. 
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LuciLirs,  Servant  to  Timon. 
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Appears,  Act.  II.  sc.  2.     Act.  III.  so.  2  ;  so.  5. 

Caputs,  a  Servant  to  one  o/'Timoii's  Creditors. 
Appears,  Act  II.  so.  1  ;  so.  2. 

Philotus, 
Titus, 
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ACT   I. 


SCENE  I.— Athens.    A  Hall  wTimon's  Rouse. 

Enter  Poet,  Painter,  Jeweller,  Merchant,  and 
Others,  at  several  Doors. 

lJoet.   Good  day,  sir. 

I'm  a.  I  am  glad  you  are  well. 

Poet.  I  have  not  seen  you  long;  How  goes  the 

world  ? 
Pain.  It  wears,  sir,  as  it  grows. 
Poet.  Ay,  that 's  well  known  : 

But  what  particular  rarity  ?  what  strange, 
AVhich  manifold  record  not  matches  ?  See, 
Magic  of  bounty  !  all  these  spirits  thy  power 
Hath  conjur'd  to  attend.     I  know  the  merchant. 
Pain.  I  know  them  both  ;  t'  other's  a  jeweller. 
Her.   0,  'tis  a  worthy  lord ! 

Jew.  Nay,  that 's  most  fix'd. 

Mer.  A  most  incomparable  man ;  breath'd,  as  it 
were, 
To  an  untirable  and  continuate  goodness  : 
He  passes.1 

Jew.         I  have  a  jewel  here. 

Mer.  0,  pray,  let 's  see  't :  For  the  lord  Timon, 

sir? 
Jew.  If  he  will  touch  the  estimate  :2    But,  for 

that 

Poet.    "  When  we  for  recompense  have  prais'd 
the  vile, 
I     -tains  the  glory  in  that  happy  verse 
Which  aptly  sings  the  good."3 

Mer.  'Tis  a  good  form. 

[Looking  at  (he  Jewel. 
Jt  w.  And  rich  :  here  is  a  water,  look  you. 
I      ,i.    You  are  rapt,  sir,  in  some  work,  som< 
dication 
To  tli'-  great  lord. 

Poi/.  A  thing  alipp'd  idly  from  me. 

( )ur  poeej  *_ r 1 1 Mt,  which  ooz< 

:i  whence  'tis  nourished:  The  lire  i' the  dint 
Shows  not,  till  it  be  struck  ;  our  gentle  flame 
IV  nrokes  itself,  and,  like  the  current,  lb- 

h  bound  it   chases.       What,  have  you  I  here? 
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Pain.  A  picture,   sir. — And   when  comes  your 
book  forth  ? 

Poet.  Upon  the  heels  of  my  presentment,  sir* 
Let 's  see  your  piece. 

Pain.  'Tis  a  good  piece. 

Poet.  So  'tis  :  this  comes  off  well  and  excellent, 

Pain.  Indifferent. 

Poet.  Admirable  :  How  this  grace 

Speaks  his  own  standing  !  what  a  mental  power 
This  eye  shoots  forth  !  how  big  imagination 
Moves  in  this  lip !  to  the  dumbness  of  the  gesture 
One  might  interpret. 

Pain.  It  is  a  pretty  mocking  of  the  life. 
Here  is  a  touch ;  Is  't  good  ? 

Poet.  I  '11  say  of  it, 

It  tutors  nature  :  artificial  strife 
Lives  in  these  touches,  livelier  than  life. 

Pinter  certain  Senators,  and  pass  over. 

Pain.  How  this  lord  's  follow'd ! 

Poet.  The  senators  of  Athens  : — Happy  men  ! 

Pain.  Look,  more ! 

Poet.  You  see  this  confluence,  this  great  flood  of 
visitors. 
I  have,  in  this  rough  work,  shap'd  out  a  man, 
Whom  this  beneath  world  doth  embrace  and  hug 
With  amplest  entertainment :  My  free  drift 
Halts  not  particularly,  but  moves  itself 
In  a  wide  sea  of  wax  :A  no  levell'd  malice 
Infects  one  comma  in  the  course  I  hold  ; 
But  flies  an  eagle  flight,  bold,  and  forth  on, 
Leaving  no  tract  behind. 

J'uin.   How  shall  I  understand  you? 

Poet.  I  '11  unbolt  to  you. 

You  soo  how  all  conditions,  how  all  minds, 
(  \s  well  of  glib  and  slippery  creatures,  as 
Of  grave  and  austere  <juality,)  tender  down 
Their  services  to  lord  Timon:  his  large  fortune, 
I '])<m  his  good  and  gracious  nature  hanging, 
Subdues  and  properties  to  his  love  and  tendance 
All  Borta  of  hearts;  yea,  from  the  glass-fac'd  flat- 
terer 
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To  propugi  i «•  t  heir  I  icnn  nil, 

\\* hose  on  i In 
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\Y  In  'in  Fortune  with  her  ivorj  hand  waft*  to  h 
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Trai  bit)  rivals. 

/\iin.  nceiv'd 

This  throne,  this  fortune,  and  this  hill,  methinks, 
W'iih  one  man  beckon'd  from  the  reel  I"  low, 
Bowing  bia  bead  against  the  Bteepv  mount 
To  elimb  his  happiness,  would  be  well  ezprei 
In  our  condition. 

Post.  \;\\\  sir,  hut  hear  me  on  : 

All  those  which  were  his  fellows  bul  of  late, 
(Some  better  than  his  value,)  on  the  moment 
Follow  his  Btrides,  his  lobbies  fill  with  tendance, 
Rain  Bacrificial  whisperings  in  his  oar, 
Make  Bacred  even  his  Btirrop,  and  through  him 
Drink  the  free  air. 

Vain.  Ay,  marry,  what  oi'  these  : 

Poet.   When   Fort  uno,  in  her  shift  and  change 
of  mood, 
Spurns  down  her  late  belov'd,  all  his  depends*] 
Which  laboured  after  him  to  the  mountain's  top, 
Even  on  their  knees  and  hands,  let  him  slip  down, 
Not  one  accompanying  his  declining  foot. 

Pain.  'Tis  common: 
A  thousand  moral  paintings  I  can  show, 
That  shall  demonstrate  these  quick  blows  of  for- 
tune 
More  pregnantly  than  words.      Yet  you  do  well, 
To  show  lord  Timon,  that  mean  eyes  have  seen 
The  foot  above  the  head. 

Trumpets   sound.      Enter   Tim  ox,    attended;    the 
Servant  o/'Yextidius  talking  with  him. 

Tim.  Imprison' d  is  he,  say  you  ? 

Ten.  Sere.  Ay  my  good  lord:  live  talents  is   his 
debt; 
His  means  most  short,  his  creditors  most  strait : 
Your  honourable  letter  he  desires 
To  those  have  shut  him  up  ;  which  failing  to  him, 
Periods  his  comfort. 
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Old  Ath.  This  follow  here,  lord  1  .  thy 

creuti. 
right  frequents  my  house.      I  am  a  man 
That  from  my  first  have  been  inclin'd  to  thrift; 
And  i i ix  i'dj 

Than  oue  which  holds  a  trend 

Tim.  Well  ;  what  forth      : 

Old  Ath.   One  only  daughter  have  I,  no  kin 
On  whom  I  may  confer  what  I  have  got: 
The  maid  is  fair,  o1  the  youngest  for  a  bride, 
And  I  have  bred  her  at  my  di 
In  qualities  of  the  best.     This  man  of  thine 
Attempts  her  love  :   I  pr'ythee,  noble  lord, 
Join  with  me  to  forbid  him  her  resort ! 
Myself  have  spoke  in  vain. 

Tim.  The  man  is  honest. 

Old  Ath.  Therefore  he  will  be,  Timon  :6 
His  honesty  rewards  him  in  itselt", 
It  must  not  bear  my  daughter. 

Tim.  Does  she  lore  hi. 

Old  Ath.  She  is  young,  and  apt : 
Our  own  precedent  passions  do  instruct  us 
What  levity  's  in  youth. 

Tim.   [_To  Lucilil's."   Love  you  the  ma. 

Luc.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  and  she  accepts  of  it. 

Old  Ath.    If  in   her   marriage   my   cons 
missing. 
I  call  the  gods  to  witness,  I  will  choose 
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Mine  heir  from  forth  the  beggars  of  the  world, 
And  dispossess  her  all. 

Tim.  How  shall  she  be  endow' d, 

If  she  be  mated  with  an  equal  husband? 

Old  Ath.  Three  talents,  on  the  present;  in  fu- 
ture, all. 

Tim.  Tliis  gentleman   of  mine   hath   serv'd   me 
long  ; 
To  bnild  his  fortune,  T  will  strain  a  little, 
For  'tis  a  bond  in  men.     Give  him  thy  daughter : 
What  you  bestow,  in  him  I  '11  counterpoise, 
And  make  him  weigh  with  her. 

Old  Ath.  Most  noble  lord, 

Pawn  me  to  this  your  honour,  she  is  his. 

Tim.  My  hand  to   thee;    mine  honour  on   my 
promise. 

Luc.  Humbly  I  thank  your  lordship  :  Never  may 
That  state  or  fortune  fall  into  my  keeping, 
Which  is  not  ow'd  to  you! 

[Exeunt  Luc.  and  old  Ath. 

Poet.  Vouchsafe  my  labour,  and  long  live  your 
lordship ! 

Tim.  I  thank  you  ;  you  shall  hear  from  me  anon  : 
Go  not  away. — "What  have  you  there,  my  friend  ? 

Pain.  A  piece  of  painting,  which  I  do  beseech 
Tour  lordship  to  accept. 

Tim.  Painting  is  welcome. 

The  painting  is  almost  the  natural  man  : 
For  since  dishonour  traffics  with  man's  nature, 
He  is  but  outside :  These  pencil'd  figures  are 
Even  such  as  they  give  out.     I  like  your  work ; 
And  you  Bhall  find,  I  like  it :  wait  attendance 
Till  you  hear  further  from  me. 

Pain.  The  gods  preserve  you ! 

Tim.  "Well  fare  you,  gentlemen :  Give  me  your 
hand; 
We  must  needs  dine  together. — Sir,  your  jewel 
Hath  suffer'd  under  praise. 

Jew.  "What,  my  lord  ?  dispraise  ? 

Tim.  A  meer  satiety  of  commendations. 
If  I  should  pay  you  for 't  as  'tis  extoll'd, 
It  would  unclew  me  quite.7 

Jew.  My  lord,  'tis  rated 

As  those,  which   sell,  would  give:    But  you   well 

know, 
Things  of  like  value,  differing  in  the  owners, 
h  re  prized  by  their  masters  :  believe  't,  dear  lord, 
Tou  mend  the  jewel  by  wearing  it. 

Tim.  Well  mock'd. 

Mer.   No,  my  good  lord;  he  speaks  the  common 
tongue, 
Which  all  men  speak  with  him. 

Tun.  Look,  who  comes  here.  Will  you  be  chid? 
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Enter  Apemantus. 

Jew.  We  will  bear,  with  your  lordship. 

Mer.  He  '11  spare  none. 

Tim.  Good  morrow  to  thee,  gentle  Apeinantus  ! 

Apem.  Till  I  be  gentle,  stay  for  thy  good  mor- 
row ; 
When  thou  art  Timon's  dog,    and  these   knaves 
honest.8 

Tim.    Why  dost  thou  call  them  knaves  ?   thou 
know'st  them  not. 

Apem.  Are  they  not  Athenians  ? 

Tim.  Yes. 

Apem.  Then  I  repent  not. 

Jew.  You  know  me,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Thou  knowest,  I  do :  I  call'd  thee  by  thy 
name. 

Tim.  Thou  art  proud,  Apemantus. 

Apem.   Of  nothing  so  much,  as  that  I  am  not 
like  Tim  on. 

Tim.  Whither  art  going  ? 

Apem.    To    knock    out   an    honest    Athenian's 
brains. 

Tim.  That  's  a  deed  thou  'It  die  for. 

Apem.   Eight,  if  doing  nothing,  be  death  by  the 
law. 

Tim.  How  likest  thou  this  picture,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  The  best,  for  the  innocence. 

Tim.  Wrought  he  not  well,  that  painted  it  ? 

Apem.  He  wrought  better,  that  made  the  painter ; 
and  yet  he  's  but  a  filthy  piece  of  work. 

Pain.  You  are  a  dog. 

Apem.  Thy  mother 's  of  my  generation ;  What's 
she,  if  I  be  a  dog  ? 

Tim.  Wilt  dine  with  me,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  No  :  I  eat  not  lords.  • 

Tun.  An  thou  should'st,  thou'dst  anger  ladies. 

Apem.  O,  they  eat  lords  ;  so  they  come  by  great 
bellies. 

Tim.  That 's  a  lascivious  apprehension. 

Apem.    So  thou  apprehend' st  it :    Take  it  for  thy 
labour. 

Tim.  How  dost  thou  like  this  jewel,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  Not  so  well  as  plain  dealing,  which  will 
not  cost  a  man  a  doit. 

Tim*  What  dost  thou  think  'tis  worth  ? 

Apem.    Not   worth    my    thinking. — How   now, 
poet  ? 

Poet.  How  now,  philosopher  ? 

Apr  in.  Thou  liest. 

Poet.  Art  not  one  ? 

Apem.  Yes. 

Poet.  Then  I  lie  not. 
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/  ■.  Thai  !  had  no  angrj  wil  to  bo  ;i  lord.' — 
A  t-t  doI  1  hou  b  meroha 

M<r.  Ay,  A.pemantus. 

dpem.  Traffic  confound  the©,  if  the  goda  will 
not  ! 

Mer.   I f  1  raffic  do  it,  the  goda  do  it . 

Apem,  Traffic  'a  thy  god,  and  thy  god  confound 
thee! 

limpets  sound,     Enter  a  Servant. 

Tim,  What  trumpet  'a  thai  ? 

•r.  'Tie  Alcibiadee,  and 

Some  twenty  hone,  all  of  companionship. 

Tim.    Pray,  entertain  them:   give  them  guide  to 

U8. —  [Exeunt  some  Attend. 

You  must  needa  dine  with  mo; — Go  not  you  hei 
Till  1  have  thank'd  you  ;  and,  when  dinner  's  done, 
Show  me  this  piece. — I  am  joyful  of  your  sight-. — 

\ter  AxCTBIADES,  with   his  Company. 

Moat  welcome,  sir!  \_They  salute. 

Apem.  So,  so  ;  there  ! — 

Aches  contract  and  starve  your  supple  joints  ! — 
That   there    should   be    small   love  'mongst   these 

sweet  kmv. 
A  nd  all  this  court'ay  !  The  strain  of  man  's  bred  out 
Into  baboon  and  monkey. 

Alcih.  Sir,  you  have  sav'd  my  longing,  and  I  feed 
Most  hungrily  on  your  sight. 

Tim.  Eight  welcome,  sir  : 

Ere  we  depart,  we  '11  share  a  bounteous  time 
In  different  pleasures.     Pray  you,  let  us  in. 

[Exeunt  ail  hut  Apem. 

Enter  Two  Lords. 

1st  Lord.  What  time  a  day  is  *t,  Apemantua  ? 

Apem.  Time  to  be  honest. 

let  Lord.  That  time  serves  still. 
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l%i  Lord.  The  noblest  mind 

That  ever  govern'd  man. 

1  mav  he  live  in  fortune 


we  in 


Lord.    1  '11  keep  you  company. 


unt. 


SCENE  II.— The  Same.     A  Boom  of  State  in 
Timon'a  House. 

Hautboys  playing  loud  Music.     A  grt 

served  in;  FuLYimi  and  others  attending;   then 
enter  TnfOK,  Alctbiades,  Lrcirs.  Lrcu; 
Sempbomus,  and  other  Athenian  Senators,  with 
YsHTTDIUa,  and  Attendants.      Then  comes,  drop- 
ping after  all,  ApLM.onxs,  discontentedly. 

Ven.  Most  honour'd  Timon,  't  hath  pleas' d  the 
gods  remember 
My  father's  age,  and  call  him  to  long  peace. 
He  is  gone  happy,  and  has  left  me  rich : 
Then,  as  in  grateful  virtue  I  am  bound 
To  your  free  heart,  I  do  return  those  talents, 
Doubled,  with  thanks,  and  service,  from  whose  help 
I  deriv'd  liberty. 

Tim.  O,  by  no  means, 

Honest  Yentidius  :  you  mistake  my  love  ; 
I  gave  it  freelv  ever  ;  and  there  's  ncne 
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Can  truly  say,  he  gives,  if  he  receives : 
If  our  betters  play  at  that  game,  we  must  not  dare 
To  imitate  them  ;  Faults  that  are  rich,  are  fair. 
Ven.  A  noble  spirit. 

[They  all  stand  ceremoniously  looking  on  Tnr. 
Tim.  Nay,  my  lords,  ceremony 

Was  but  devis'd  at  first,  to  set  a  gloss 
On  faint  deeds,  hollow  welcomes, 
Recanting  goodness,  sorry  ere  'tis  shown  ; 
But  where  there  is  true  friendship,  there  needs  none. 
Pray,  sit ;  more  welcome  are  ye  to  my  fortunes, 
Than  my  fortunes  to  me.  [They  sit. 

1st  Lord.  My  lord,  we  always  have  confess' d  it. 
Apem.  Ho,  ho,  confess'd  it  ?  hang'd  it,  have  you 

not  ?10 
Tim.  0,  Apemantus ! — you  are  welcome. 
Apem.  No, 

You  shall  not  make  me  welcome : 
I  come  to  have  thee  thrust  me  out  of  doors. 

Tim.  Fve,   thou  art  a  churl :    you  have  got  a 
humour  there 
Does  not  become  a  man,  'tis  much  to  blame  : — 
They  say,  my  lords,  that  ira  furor  brevis  est, 
But  yond'  man  's  ever  angry. 
Go,  let  him  have  a  table  by  himself; 
For  he  does  neither  affect  company, 
Nor  is  he  fit  for  it,  indeed. 

Apem.  Let  me  stay  at  thine  own  peril,  Timon ; 
I  come  to  observe  ;  I  give  thee  warning  on  't. 

Tim.  I  take  no  heed  of  thee  ;  thou  art  an  Athe- 
nian ;  therefore  welcome  :  I  myself  would  have  no 
power :  pr'ythee,  let  my  meat  make  thee  silent. 
Apem.  I  scorn  thy  meat ;  'twould  choke  me,  for 
I  should 
Ne'er  natter  thee. — O  you  gods  !  what  a  number 
Of  men  eat  Timon,  and  he  sees  them  not ! 
It  grieves  me,  to  see  so  many  dip  their  meat 
In  one  man's  blood ;  and  all  the  madness  is, 
He  cheers  them  up  too. 

I  wonder,  men  dare  trust  themselves  with  men  : 
Methinks,  they  should  invite  them  without  knives;11 
Good  for  their  meat,  and  safer  for  their  lives. 
There  's  much  example  for  't ;  the  fellow,  that 
Sits  next   him   now,    parts   bread  with   him,  and 

pledges 
The  breath  of  him  in  a  divided  draught, 
Ts  the  readiest  man  to  kill  him  :  it  has  beenprov'd. 
If  I 

Were  a  huge  man,  I  should  fear  to  drink  at  meals  ; 
Lest   they   should   spy  my  windpipe's    dangerous 

notes : 
Great   men   should   drink   with  harness  on   their 
throats. 
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Tim.  My  lord,  in  heart  ;12  and  let  the  health  go 
round. 

2nd  Lord.  Let  it  flow  this  way,  my  good  lord. 

Apem.  Flow  this  way  ! 

A  brave  fellow ! — he  keeps  his  tides  well.     Timon, 
Those  healths  will  make  thee,  and  thy  state,  look  ill. 
Here  's  that,  which  is  too  weak  to  be  a  sinner, 
Honest  water,  which  ne'er  left  man  i'  the  mire  : 
This,  and  my  food,  are  equals ;  there  's  no  odds, 
Feasts  are  to  proud  to  give  thanks  to  the  gods. 

APEMANTUS'S  GRACE. 

Immortal  gods,  I  crave  no  pelf; 

I  pray  for  no  man,  but  myself: 

Grant  I  may  never  prove  so  fond, 

To  trust  man  on  his  oath  or  bond  ; 

Or  a  harlot,  for  her  weeping ; 

Or  a  dog,  that  seems  a  sleeping  ; 

Or  a  keeper  with  my  freedom  ; 

Or  my  friends,  if  I  should  need  'em. 

Amen.     So  fall  to  't : 

Rich  men  sin,  and  I  eat  root. 

[Eats  and  drinks. 
Much  good  dich  thy  good  heart,  Apemantus ! 

Tim.  Captain  Alcibiades,  your  heart  's  in  the 
field  now. 

Alcib.  My  heart  is  ever  at  your  service,  my  lord. 

Tim.  You  had  rather  be  at  a  breakfast  of  ene- 
mies, than  a  dinner  of  friends. 

Alcib.  So  they  were  bleeding-new,  my  lord, 
there 's  no  meat  like  them ;  I  could  wish  my  best 
friend  at  such  a  feast. 

Apem.  'Would  all  those  flatterers  were  thine 
enemies,  then;  that  then  thou  might'st  kill 'em? 
and  bid  me  to  'em. 

1st  Lord.  Might  we  but  have  that  happiness,  my 
lord,  that  you  would  once  use  our  hearts,  whereby 
we  might  express  some  part  of  our  zeals,  we  should 
think  ourselves  for  ever  perfect. 

Tim.  O,  no  doubt,  my  good  friends,  but  the  gods 
themselves  have  provided  that  I  shall  have  much 
help  from  you :  How  had  you  been  my  friends 
else  ?  why  have  you  that  charitable  title  from 
thousands,  did  you  not  chiefly  belong  to  my  heart  ? 
I  have  told  more  of  you  to  myself,  than  you  can 
with  modesty  speak  in  your  own  behalf;  and  thus 
far  I  confirm  you.  O,  you  gods,  think  I,  what 
need  we  have  any  friends,  if  we  should  never  have 
need  of  them  ?  they  were  the  most  needless  crea- 
tures living,  should  we  ne'er  have  use  for  them  : 
and  would  most  resemble  sweet  instruments  hung 
up  in  cases,  that  keep  their  sounds  to  themselves. 
Why,  I  have  often  wished  myself  poorer,  that  I 
might  come  nearer  to  you.  We  are  born  to  do 
benefits  :  and  what  better  or  properer  can  we  call 
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our  <>\\  ii,  i  hao  i  he  rioto    of  our  fi  0 

prootou    i  omfoH 

i  her  i,  coinmandiii  fori  no        i  I 

c'.n   mode  ;iv.  M  be  born 

cannot   hold  oul   water,  met  hinka :  to  i 
faults,  I  drink  to  j  ou. 
Ajuni.  Thouwoepe  i  to  make  them  drink,  Timon. 

2nd  Lord,  Joy  had  the  like  conception  in  our  < 
A  mi,  at  that  in  itant,  like  i  babe    pi  ting  up. 

dp< -in.    Ho,  ho  '    l  laugh  to  think  that  babe  ■ 
ba  bard. 

;>/•,/  /.or,/.  I  promise  you,  mj  lord,  you  moVd  me 
muohi 

Apem.   M  ueli  !  '■</  sounded. 

Tim.  What  meana  that  brumpl     Son  ooi 

/  '.:/cr  a  Servant. 

,-.  Please  you,  mj  lord,  there  are  certain 
ladiea  most  desirous  of  admittance. 

Tim.  Ladies  P     What,  are  their  will 

s,rv.  There  comet  with  them  ■  forerunner,  my 
lord,  which  bean  that  office,  to  signify  their  plea- 
auree. 

Tim.  ]  pray,  Lei  them  be  admitted. 

'Enter  Cupid. 

Cup.  Hail  to  thee,  worthy  Timon  ; — and  to  all 
Thai  of  hie  bounties  taste  ! — The  five  best  aea 
Acknowledge  thee  their  patron  :  and  come  freely 
To  gratulate  thy  plenteous  bosom:  The  ear, 


I 
an     l 

"  >/  flf/ffl  !  i 

I  \ 

Which  was  n<>t 
Y<.ii  ha\ 

lin'd  mo  u  it  h  : 

I  am  t<»  thank  \  OU  tor 

My  lord,  >>ett. 

.  /  I  ait  h,  for  th< 

not  bold  taking,  I  doul 

r,      i . 

Attends  you  :   Please  \  ou  i 
All  La, I.  V.  mkfully,  my  Lord. 

..ul. 

T  .ins, 

Fine.  .My  lord. 

Tim.  The  little  c 

Fine.  Yes,  my  lord. — Alore 
There  ifl  no  ero  in  in  his  humour;       \_A, 

Else  I  should  tell  him,— Well,— i'  faith,  I  ahool  1, 
When  all  's  spent,  he  'd  be  he 

could. 


Taste,  touch,  smell,  all  pleas'd  from  thy  table  rise  ;      'Tis  pity,  bounty  had  not  e;  nd; 


They  only  now  come  but  to  feast  thine  eyes. 

Tim.    They  are  welcome  all ;    let  them  have  kind 
admittance: 
Music,  make  their  welcome.  [Exit  Cup. 

1st  Lord.   You  see,  my  lord,  how  ample  you  are 
beloy'd. 

JTusic.  He-enter  Cupid,  with  a  masque  of  Ladies 
as  Amazons,  with  Lutes  in  their  Hands,  dancing, 
and  playing. 

Apem.   Hey  day,  what  a  sweep  of  vanity  comes 
this  way ! 
They  dance  !  they  are  mad  women. 
Like  madness  is  the  glory  of  this  life, 
As  this  pomp  shows  to  a  little  oil,  and  root. 
"We  make  ourselves  fools,  to  disport  ourselves ; 
And  spend  our  flatteries,  to  drink  those  men, 
Upon  whose  age  we  void  it  up  again, 
AVith  poisonous  spite,  and  envy.    AYho  lives,  that's 

not 
Depraved,  or  depraves  ?  who  dies,  that  bears 
Not  one  spurn  to  their  graves  of  their  friend's  gift? 
t.  3 1 


That  man  might  ne'er  be  wretched  for  his  mind. 
[Exit,  and  th  the  Can/'. 

1st  Lord.  Where  be  our  men  ? 

Serr.  11  lord,  in  readin 

2nd  Lord.  Our  horses. 

Tim.  0  my  friends,  I  have  one  word 

To  say  to  you : — Look  you,  my  good  lord,  I  mm 
Entreat  you,  honour  me  so  much,  as  to 
Advance  this  jewel ; 
Accept,  aud  wear  it,  kind  my  lord. 

1st  Lord.  I  am  so  far  already  in  your  gifts, — 

All.  So  are  we  all. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  lord,  there  are  certain  nobles  of 
senate 
Newly  alighted,  and  come  to  visit  you. 
Tim.  They  are  fairly  welcome. 
Elav.  I  beseech  your  honour, 

Vouchsafe  me  a  word ;  it  does  concern  you  near. 
Tim.    Xear  ?    why  then  another  time  I  '11  hear 
thee : 
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I  pr'ythee,  let  us  be  provided 
To  show  them  entertainment. 
Flav. 


I  scarce  know  how. 
[Aside. 


Enter  another  Servant. 

2nd  Serv.  May  it  please  your  honour,  the  lord 
Lucius, 
Out  of  his  free  love,  hath  presented  to  you 
Four  milk-white  horses,  trapp'd  in  silver. 

Tim.  I  shall  accept  them  fairly :  let  the  presents 

Enter  a  third  Servant. 

Be  worthily  entertain' d. — How  now,  what  news  ? 

3rd  Serv.  Please  you,  my  lord,  that  honourable 
gentleman,  lord  Lucullus,  entreats  your  company 
to-morrow  to  hunt  with  him  ;  and  has  sent  your 
honour  two  brace  of  greyhounds. 

Tim.  I  '11  hunt  with  him ;  and  let  them  be  re- 
ceiv'd, 
Not  without  fair  reward. 

Flav.  [Aside.]  "What  will  this  come  to  ? 

He  commands  us  to  provide,  and  give  great  gifts, 
And  all  out  of  an  empty  coffer. — 
Nor  will  he  know  his  purse  ;  or  yield  me  this, 
To  show  him  what  a  beggar  his  heart  is, 
Being  of  no  power  to  make  his  wishes  good : 
His  promises  fly  so  beyond  his  state, 
That  what  he  speaks  is  all  in  debt,  he  owes 
For  every  word ;  he  is  so  kind,  that  he  now 
Pays  interest  for 't ;  his  land's  put  to  their  books. 
Well,  'would  I  were  gently  put  out  of  office, 
Before  I  were  fore'd  out ! 
Happier  is  he  that  has  no  friend  to  feed, 
Than  such  as  do  even  enemies  exceed. 
I  bleed  inwardly  for  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Tim.  You  do  yourselves 

Much  wrong,  you  bate  too   much   of  your   own 

merits : — 
Here,  my  lord,  a  trifle  of  our  love. 

2nd  Lord.   With  more  than  common  thanks  I 

will  receive  it. 
3rd  Lord.  O,  he  is  the  very  soul  of  bounty  ! 
Tint.  And  now  I  remember  me,  my  lord,  you 
gave 
Good  words  the  other  day  of  a  bay  courser 
I  rode  on :  it  is  yours,  because  you  lik'd  it. 

2nd  Lord.  I  beseech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord, 
in  that. 


Tim.  You  may  take  my  word,  my  lord ;  I  know 
no  man 
Can  justly  praise,  but  what  he  does  affect : 
I  weigh  my  friend's  affection  with  mine  own; 
I  '11  tell  you  true.     I'll  call  on  you. 

All  Lords.  None  so  welcome. 

Tim.  I  take  all  and  your  several  visitations 
So  kind  to  heart,  'tis  not  enough  to  give ; 
Methinks,  I  could  deal  kingdoms  to  my  friends 
And  ne'er  be  weary. — Alcibiades, 
Thou  art  a  soldier,  therefore  seldom  rich, 
It  comes  in  charity  to  thee  :  for  all  thy  living 
Is  'mongst  the  dead ;  and  all  the  lands  thou  hast 
Lie  in  a  pitch' d  field. 

Alcib.  Ay,  defiled  land,  my  lord. 

1st  Lord.  "We  are  so  virtuously  bound, 

Tim.  And  so 

Am  I  to  you. 

2nd  Lord.         So  infinitely  endear' d, 

Tim.  All  to  you. — Lights,  more  lights. 
1st  Lord.  The  best  of  happiness, 

Honour  and  fortunes,  keep  with  you,  lord  Timon  !13 
Tim.  Ready  for  his  friends. 

[Exeunt  Alc,  Lords,  &c. 
Apem.  What  a  coil's  here ! 

Serving  of  becks,  and  jutting  out  of  bums  ! 
I  doubt  whether  their  legs  be  worth  the  sums 
That  are  given  for  'em.  Friendship's  full  of  dregs  : 
Methinks,  false  hearts  should  never  have  sound  legs. 
Thus  honest  fools  lay  out  their  wealth  on  court' sies. 
Tim.  Now,  Apemantus,  if  thou  wert  not  sullen, 
I  'd  be  good  to  thee. 

Apem.  No,  I  'H  nothing :  for 

If  I  should  be  brib'd  too,  there  would  be  none  left 
To  rail  upon  thee ;  and  then  thou  would' st  sin  the 

faster. 
Thou  giv'st  so  long,  Timon,  I  fear  me  thou 
Wilt  give  away  thyself  in  paper  shortly:14 
What  need  these  feasts,  pomps,  and  vain  glories  ? 

Tim.  Nay, 

An  you  begin  to  rail  on  society  once, 
I  am  sworn,  not  to  give  regard  to  you. 
Farewell ;  and  come  with  better  music.  [Exit. 

Apem.  So ; — 

Thou'lt  not  hear  me  now, — thou  shalt  not  then,  I  '11 

lock 
Thy  heaven  from  thee.15    O,  that  men's  ears  should 

be 
To  counsel  deaf,  but  not  to  flattery !  [Exit. 
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SCENE  1       I  I        ■  >» "  Benatoi     // 

water,  with  /'■  U  ind, 

\  ml    1 . 1 1 1 - ,    !i\.-    ll  ( •     :  i ■"  ,    And    to 

I    doru 
He  owe    nine  i hou  and     '  mj  foi  m, 

Which  makes  it  liv<«  an. I  twenty.     Still  in  motion 
<  M*  i  1 1  iiiniHii  hold  ;  il  u  ill  no! , 

1  f  I  wani  gold,  iteal  bul  a  I" 
\  n. I  :;i\  e  ii  Timon,  w  h\ ,  t  he  dog  coin  •  gold  : 
[£  1  would  sell  1 1 » \  horse,  and  buj  twenty  m< 
Better  than  ho,  why,  pivo  m\  horse  t"  Timon, 
\>k  ool Inn",,  give  ii  him,  it  foala  mi  it, 

And  able  horses:   No  porter  at  hii  gate; 
But  rat  her  one  I  hat  imilea,  and  st  ill  in\  it 

All  that   pass  bj.       It   eanuot   hold  ;    in»  reason 
Can  found  his  state  in  safety,      ('aj)his,  ho  I 

Capbia,  1  Bag  I 

Enti  r  1  \  mi  is. 

Caph,  Sere,  air;  What  is  your  pleasure P 

s<n.  C'c\  on  your  cloak,  and  haste  you  to  lord 

Timon  ; 
Importune  him  for  my  monies  |   ho  not  eeasM10 
With  slight  denial  ;  nor  then  silen.  'd,  \ylien — 
k>  Commend  me  to  your  master"— and  the  cap 
Plays  in  the  right  hand,  thus : — but  tell  him,  sirrah, 
My  uses  cry  to  me,  1  must  serve  my  turn 
Out  of  mine  own;  his  days  and  times  are  past, 
And  my  reliances  on  his  fracted  dates 
Have  smit  my  credit:   I  love,  and  honour  him; 
But  must  not  break  my  back,  to  heal  his  finger : 
Immediate  are  my  needs  ;   and  my  relief 
Must  not  be  toas'd  and  turn'd  to  me  in  words, 
But  find  supply  immediate.     Get  you  gone : 
Put  on  a  most  importunate  aspect, 
A  visage  of  demand  ;  for,  I  do  fear, 
"When  every  feather  sticks  in  his  own  wing, 
Lord  Timon  will  be  left  a  naked  gull, 
Which  flashes  now  a  phoenix.     Get  you  gone. 
Caph.  I  go,  sir. 


BJO  SSJfSJ 


That  he  w  ill 

■ 
1 1 

(   )f    V 

,n  bs  don  '  H  rest* 

i  i. 

hunt  ii 
I  Ii.',  Ii--,    ' 

/         ( '  lphis,  and  the  S 

\  on  come  for  mom 

/        S  I  • 

h.   It  is  J    -And  j  I 
/    /.  flbrv.  1' 

CopK  'Would  we 

/  x  I   CKSf  it. 

Capk.    II.  I  rd. 

E  let  TiMdv.  Axotbiadis,  and  I.     Is,  Sfc. 

r      9        in  as  dinner*!  d 
M      Ucibiades.— With  me  P   H 

h.   Biy  lord,  h  -es. 

Tun.  Dues?   Whence  are  you  ? 

Cap*.  Of  At'.  re,  my  I 

Tim.   Go  to  my  steward. 

Capk  Please  it  your  lordship,  he   hath   put  me 
off 
To  the  succession  of  new  days  this  month : 
My  master  is  awak'd  on, 

To  call  upon  his  own  ;  and  humbly  prays  you, 
That  with  your  other  noble  parts  you  '11  suit,13 
In  giving  him  his  right. 

Tim.  Mine  honest  friend, 

I  pr'ythee,  but  repair  to  me  next  morning. 

Cap>h.  Xay,  good  my  lord, 

Tim.  Contain  thyself,  good  friend. 


Tor.  Serv.  One  Varro's  servant,  my  good  lord, — 
Tsid.  Serv.  Trom  Isidore  ; 

Sc?i.  I  go,  sir? — take  the  bonds  along  with  you,  j  He  humbly  prays  your  speedy  payment,- 


And  have  the  dates  in  compt. 

Caph.  I  will,  sir, 

Sen.  Go.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.—  The  same.    A  Hall  in  Timon's  Souse. 

Enter  Elayitjs,  with  many  Bills  in  his  Hand. 
Elav.  Xo  care,  no  stop !  so  senseless  of  expense, 


Caph.  If  you  did  know,  my  lord,  my-  mast 

wants, 

Var.  Serv.  'Twas  due  on  forfeiture,  my  lord,  six 
weeks, 

And  past, 

Isid.  Serv.  Your  steward  puts  me  off,  my  lord 
Ajid  I  am  sent  expressly  to  your  lordship. 

Tim.  Give  me  breath  : 
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I  do  beseech  you,  good  my  lords,  keep  on ; 

[  Exeunt  Alcib.  and  Lords. 
I'll  wait  upon  you  instantly. — Come  hither,  pray 
you,  [To  Few. 

How  goes  the  world,  that  I  am  thus  encounter' tl 
With  clamorous  demands  of  date-broke  bonds, 
And  the  detention  of  long-since-due  debts, 
rinst  my  honour  ? 
Flar.  Please  you,  gentlemen, 

The  time  is  unagreeable  to  this  business  : 
Your  importunacy  cease,  till  after  dinner ; 
That  I  may  make  his  lordship  understand 
"Wherefore  you  are  not  paid. 

Tim.  Do  so,  my  friends  : 

See  them  well  entertain' d.  {Exit  Tim. 

Flav.  I  pray,  draw  near. 

[Exit  Flav. 


Caph 


Enter  Apemantus  and  a  Fool.19. 

Stay,    stay,    here    comes    the   fool   with 


Apemantus  ;  let 's  have  some  sport  with  'em. 

Tar.  Serv.  Hang  him,  he  '11  abuse  us. 

Isid.  Serv.  A  plague  upon  him,  dog ! 

77//-.  Serv.  How  dost,  fool  ? 

A  pern.  Dost  dialogue  with  thy  shadow  ? 

Var.  Serv.  I  speak  not  to  thee. 

Apem.  No  ;  'tis  to  thyself, — Come  away. 

[To  tie  Fool. 

Isid.  Serv.    [To  Vae.  Serv.]    There  's  the   fool 
hangs  on  your  back  already. 

Apem.  No,  thou  stand' st  single,  thou  art  not  on 
him  yet. 

Caph.  Where  's  the  fool  now. 

Apem.  He  last  asked  the  question. — Poor  rogues, 
and  usurers'  men!  bawds  between  gold  and  want ! 

All  Serv.  "What  are  we,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Asses. 

All  Serv.  Why  ? 

Apem.  That  you  ask  me  what  you  are,  and  do 
not  know  yourselves. — Speak  to  'em,  fool. 

Fool.  How  do  you,  gentlemen  ? 

All  Srrv.    Gramercies,  good   fool :     How    does 
your  mistress  ? 

Fool.    She  's  e'en  setting  on  water  to  scald  such 
chi<  !  you  are.     'Would,  we  could  see  you  at 

*        nth. 

Apem.  Good  !  grain  er 

/.'  I  /•  Page. 

Fool.  Look  yon,  here  comes  my  mistress'  page. 
-.    |  To  the  Fool.]    Why,  how  now,  captain  ? 
what    do  y«m    in    this   wise   company? — How  dofll 
thou.  mtus? 


Apem.  'Would  I  had  a  rod  in  my  mouth,  that  I 
might  answer  thee  profitably. 

Page.  Pr'ythee,  Apemantus,  read  me  the  super- 
scription of  these  letters ;  I  know  not  which  is  which. 

Apem.  Canst  not  read  ? 

Page.  No. 

Apem.  There  will  little  learning  die  then,  that 
day  thou  art  hanged.  This  is  to  lord  Timon ;  this 
to  Alcibiades.  Go ;  thou  wast  born  a  bastard,  and 
thou'lt  die  a  bawd. 

Page.  Thou  wast  whelped  a  dog ;  and  thou  shalt 
famish,  a  dog's  death.     Answer  not,  I  am  gone. 

[Exit  Page. 

Apem.  Even  so  thou  out-run'st  grace.  Fool,  I 
will  go  with  you  to  lord  Timon' s. 

Fool.  Will  you  leave  me  there  ? 

Apem.  If  Timon  stay  at  home. — You  three  serve 
three  usurers  ? 

All  Serv.  Ay ;  'would  they  served  us ! 

Apem.  So  would  I, — as  good  a  trick  as  ever 
hangman  served  thief. 

Fool.  Are  you  three  usurers'  men  ? 

All  Serv.  Ay,  fool. 

Fool.  I  think,  no  usurer  but  has  a  fool  to  his 
servant :  My  mistress  is  one,  and  I  am  her  fool. 
When  men  come  to  borrow  of  your  masters,  they 
approach  sadly,  and  go  away  merry;  but  they  enter 
my  mistress'  house  merrily,  and  go  away  sadly : 
The  reason  of  this  ? 

Var.  Serv.  I  could  render  one. 

Apem.  Do  it  then,  that  we  may  account  thee  a 
whoremaster,  and  a  knave  ;  which  notwithstanding, 
thou  shalt  be  no  less  esteemed. 

Var.  Serv.  What  is  a  whoremaster,  fool  ? 

Fool.  A  fool  in  good  clothes,  and  something  like 
thee.  'Tis  a  spirit :  sometime,  it  appears  like  a 
lord ;  sometime,  like  a  lawyer ;  sometime,  like  a 
philosopher,  with  two  stones  more  than  his  artifi- 
cial one  i20  He  is  very  often  like  a  knight ;  and  gen- 
erally in  all  shapes,  that  man  goes  up  and  down 
in,  from  fourscore  to  thirteen,  this  spirit  walks  in. 

Var.  Serv.  Thou  art  not  altogether  a  fool. 

Fool.  Nor  thou  altogether  a  wise  man:  as  much 
foolery  as  I  have,  so  much  wit  thou  lackest. 

Apem.  That  answer  might  have  become  Apeman- 
tus. 

All  Serv.  Aside,  aside ;  here  comes  lord  Timon. 

lie-enter  Timon  and  Flavius. 

Apem.  Come,  with  me,  fool,  come. 
Fool.  I  do  not  always  follow  lover,  elder  brother, 
and  woman;  sometime,  the  philosopher. 

[Exeunt  Apem.  and  Fool. 
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11,,,  '  \  mi,    u;ilK    In  .11    ,    I    'il 

JIIK'II  / 

Tim.    \  en  nmko  m<i  inarvi  I  .    W  In  ■  •/<•  tin  1 

I  uiif, 
1 1  ad  \  "u  not  I'ulK  laid  mj  i  i1  stu  ' 

Tliiil    I    might      "  lin  0   ill'  'I    i 

\  |  I  had  leave  of  menu 
/•'/dr.  \  .>u  would  not  heat  me, 

A  l  1 1 1 .- 1 1 1 \   lei  iuivh  I  | t.  > j •< i  ,'d. 
Dm.  !.. 

Perchance,  o  \ ant nj  -  •  you  i  <»[<, 

W  hen  m\  iimIi  po  il  "ii  |»iii  \ on  book  ; 
Ami  thai  unapt  nei  b  made  3 our  mini  ter, 
Thui  bo  excuse  j  ourself. 

F/nr.  < >  ir\  good  lord  ! 

\  '    m:in\   1  imcs   1    brOUghl    in   m\    aCCOUUl 

Laid  them  before  you  ;  you  would  thron  then  "fl", 
And  iay,  you  found  them  in  mine  honesty. 
When,  for  .some  trifling  present,  you  haye  bid  me 
Return  so  much,  l  have  shook  my  head,  and  wept  ; 
STea,  'gains!  the  authority  of  manners,  prayMyou 
To  hold  your  hand  more  close:  1  did  endure 

Not  seldom,  nor  no  slight  checks;   when  1  have 

Prompted  you,  in  the  ehh  of  your  estate, 

Amd your greai  flow  o[\\ch\*.     Mj dear-lor'd  lord, 

Though  you  hear  now,  (too  laic  !) yd   now  \s  a  time, 

The  greatesl  of  your  having  lacks  a  half 

To  \va\  your  present  debt 

Tim.  Let  all  my  land  be  sold. 

Flav.  'Tis  all  engag'd,  some  forfeited  and  gone; 
And  what  remains  will  hardly  stop  the  mouth 

Of  present  dues:   the  future  comes  apace: 

What  shall  defend  the  interim?  and  at  length 
How  goes  our  reckoning  ? 

Tim.  To  Lacedamion  did  my  land  extend. 

Flav.  O  my  good  lord,  the  world  is  but  a  word ; 
"Were  it  all  yours  to  give  it  in  a  breath, 
How  quickly  were  it  gone  ? 

Tim.  You  tell  me  true. 

Flav.  If  you  suspect  my  husbandry,  or  falsehood, 
Call  me  before  the  exactest  auditors, 
And  set  me  on  the  proof.     So  the  gods  bless  me, 
When  all  our  offices  have  been  oppressed 
With  riotous  feeders ;  when  our  vaults  have  wept 
With  drunken  spilth  of  wine ;  when  every  room 
Hath   blaz'd   with   lights,   and  bray'd   with   min- 
strelsy ; 
I  have  retir'd  me  to  a  wasteful  cock,21 
And  set  mine  eyes  at  flow. 

21m.  Pr'ythee,  no  more. 

Flav.  Heavens,  have  I  said,  the  bounty  of  this 
lord ! 
How  many  prodigal  bits  have  slaves,  and  peasants, 


•e,  meariN,  I 

l 
■    I 

I  h\l. 

/■//I. 

W  bomil  paae'd  my  hen: 

I  '  )h\\ ,  har<    I 

Why  (I  lweepP    Oanst  tl  conscience 

iek, 
To  thins  I  shall  lael  fi  shy  heart; 

I f  I  would  broecfa  the  \. •--.!,  of  n 
i  try  she  argun 

fcf<     .  and  men  ;  .^ 

I    i  i  an  bill  thee  spaas* 
/•'/  \ 

Tim.  And,  in  -  ants  of  i 

erown'd, 

That    I  account  them  b  ■  ;   for  h 

Shall  I  try  (Hen  .   :   I    n  shall  per 

Mistake  my  fortum  i :  I  am  m  dthy  in  my  friei 

Within  there,  bol — Flaminius!   Senilis 

Enter  Plajctj  stujus,  tmd  i 

Srrv.   My  lord,  my  lord, 

>.    1   will    despatch   you  severally. — You,   to 
lord  Lucius, — 
To  lord  Lucullus  you ;  I  hunted  with  his 
Honour  to-day  ; — You,  to  Semproni  . 
Commend  me  to  their  loves ;  and,  I  am  proud,  say 
That  my  occasions  have  found  tir  em 

Toward  a  supply  of  money  :  let  the  request 
Be  fifty  talents. 

Flam.  As  you  have  said,  my  lord. 

Flav.   Lord  Lucius,  and  lord  Lucullus  ?  humph  ! 

[Aside. 
Tim.    Go  you,   sir,   [7b   another  Serv.]    to    the 
senators, 
(Of  whom,  even  to  the  state's  best  health,  I  hare 
Deserv'd  this  hearing.)  bid  'em  send  o'the  instant 
A  thousand  talents  to  me. 

Flav.  I  have  been  bold, 

(For  that  I  knew  it  the  most  general  way,) 
To  them  to  use  your  signet,  and  your  name  ; 
But  they  do  shake  their  heads,  and  I  am  here 
Xo  richer  in  return. 

Tim.  Is  't  true  ?  can  it  be  ? 

Flav.    They  answer,    in   a  joint   and  corporate 
voice, 
That  now  they  are  at  fall,  want  treasure,  cannot 
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Do  what  they  would ;  are  sorry — you  are  honour- 
able,— 
But  yet  they  could  have  wish'd — they  know  not — 

but 
Something  hath  been  amiss — a  noble  nature 
May   catch   a  wrench — would  all  were  well — 'tis 

pity — 
Ami  so,  intending  other  serious  matters, 
After  distasteful  looks,  and  these  hard  fractions, 
With  certain  half-caps,23  and  cold-moving  nods, 
They  froze  me  into  silence. 

Tim.  You  gods,  reward  them ! — 

1  pr'ythee,  man,  look  cheerly ;  These  old  fellows 
Have  their  ingratitude  iu  them  hereditary  : 
Their  blood  is  cak'd,  'ti3  cold,  it  seldom  flows : 
'Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth,  they  are  not  kind; 
And  nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  earth, 
Is  fashion' d  for  the  journey,  dull,  and  heavy. — 


SCENE  T. 


TTo 


Go   to   Ventidius, —  [To   a   Serv.]   'Pry thee, 

Flav.]  be  not  sad, 
Thou  art  true,  and  honest ;  ingenuously  I  speak,23 
No  blame  belongs  to  thee  : — [To  Serv.]   Ventidius 

lately 
Buried  his  father ;  by  whose  death,  he 's  stepp'd 
Into  a  great  estate  :  when  he  wras  poor, 
Imprison' d,  and  in  scarcity  of  friends, 
I  clear' d  him  with  five  talents  :  Greet  him  from  me; 
Bid  him  suppose,  some  good  necessity 
Touches  his  friend,  which  craves  to  be  remember' d 
"With  those  five  talents  : — that  had, — [To  Flav.] 

give  it  these  fellows 
To  whom  'tis  instant  due.     Ne'er  speak,  or  think, 
That  Timon's  fortunes  'mong  his  friends  can  sink. 
Flav.    I    would,   I   could   not   think   it :    That 

thought  is  bounty's  foe  ; 
Being  free  itself,  it  thinks  all  others  so.     [Exeunt. 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  I.— The  Same.     A  Boom  in  Lucullus's 
House. 

Flamikitts  waiting.     Enter  a  Servant  to  him. 

Serv.  I  have  told  my  lord  of  you,  he  is  coming 
down  to  you. 

Flam.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Enter  Luctjllus. 

Sen.  Here  *s  my  lord. 

Lucul.  [Aside.']  One  of  lord  Timon's  men  ?  a 
gift,  I  warrant.  Why,  this  hits  right ;  I  dreamt 
of  a  silver  bason  and  ewer  to-night.  Flaminius, 
honest  Flaminius;  you  are  very  respectively  wel- 
come, sir. — Fill  me  some  wine. — [Exit  Serv.]  And 
how  does  that  honourable  complete,  free-hearted 
gentleman  of  Athens,  thy  very  bountiful  good  lord 
and  master  ? 

Flam.  His  health  is  well,  sir. 

Lucul.  I  am  right  glad  that  his  health  is  well, 
sir :  And  what  hast  thou  there  under  thy  cloak, 
pretty  Flaminius  ? 

Flam.  'Faith,  nothing  but  an  empty  box,  sir; 
which,  in  my  lord's  behalf,  I  come  to  entreat  your 
honour  to  supply;  who,  having  great  and  instant 
occasion  to  use  fifty  talents,  hath  sent  to  your  lord- 
ship to  furnish  him;  nothing  doubting  your  pre- 
sent assistance  therein. 

Lucid.  La,  la,  la,  la, — nothing  doubting,  says  ho? 
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alas,  good  lord !  a  noble  gentleman  'tis,  if  he 
would  not  keep  so  good  a  house.  Many  a  time  and 
often  I  have  dined  with  him,  and  told  him  on  't ; 
and  come  again  to  supper  to  him,  of  purpose  to 
have  him  spend  less :  and  yet  he  would  embrace  no 
counsel,  take  no  warning  by  my  coming.  Every 
man  has  his  fault,  and  honesty  is  his  :  I  have  told 
him  on  't,  but  I  could  never  get  him  from  it. 

He-enter  Servant,  with  ivine. 

Serv.  Please  your  lordship,  here  is  the  wine. 

Lucul.  Flaminius,  I  have  noted  thee  always  wise. 
Here 's  to  thee. 

Flam.  Your  lordship  speaks  your  pleasure. 

Lucul.  I  have  observed  thee  always  for  a  to- 
wardly  prompt  spirit, — give  thee  thy  due, — and 
one  that  knows  what  belongs  to  reason :  and  canst 
use  the  time  well,  if  the  time  use  thee  well :  good 
parts  in  thee. — Get  you  gone,  sirrah. — [To  the 
Serv.,  who  goes  out.] — Draw  nearer,  honest  Flami- 
nius. Thy  lord  's  a  bountiful  gentleman :  but 
thou  art  wise  ;  and  thou  knowest  well  enough, 
although  thou  comest  to  me,  that  this  is  no  time  to 
lend  money  ;  especially  upon  bare  friendship,  with- 
out security.  Here 's  three  solidares  for  thee : 
good  boy,  wink  at  me,  and  say,  thou  saw'st  me  not. 
Fare  thee  well. 

Flam.  Is  't  possible,  the  world  should  so  much 
differ ; 
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L.i  molton  coin  bo  1 113  damnal  ion, 

Thou  discai 1   1  friend,  Mid  not  him 

lliw  friendship  such  n  faint  and  milk)  hi 
1 1  <  urns  In  letf  t  lnii  two  night    P     ( I 

I   feel  m\    111. 1   I  1 

Unto  Ins  honour,  bai  mj  lord'i  meal  in  him  i 
Win  ihould  it  thrive,  and  turn  to  nutriment, 
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Ami,  when  ln>  is  nok  to  death,  lei  no(  tint  pari  1  f 

oat  ore 
Which  m\  lord  paid  for,  he  of  any  power 
To  expel  sickness,  bu1  prolong  hia  hour!  1 

SCENE  II.     The  8am*.    A  public  PI 

Enter  1. 1  CIU8,  with  Three  Strangers. 

Luc.  Who,  the  Lord  TimonP  he  is  my  very  good 
friend,  and  an  honourable  gentleman. 

1st  Stran.  We  know  him  for  no  Leas,  though  we 
are  bul  strangers  to  him.  But  I  can  tell  you  one 
thing,  my  lord,  and  which  1  hear  from  common 
rumours;  now  lord  Timon's  happy  hours  arc  done 
and  past,  and  his  estate  shrinks  from  him. 

Luc.  Fie  no,  do  not  believe  it ;  he  cannot  want 
for  money. 

2/id  Stran.  But  believe  you  this,  my  lord,  that, 
not  long  ago,  one  of  his  men  was  with  the  lord 
Lueullus,  to  borrow  so  many  talents;  nay,  urged 
extremely  fbr't,  and  showed  what  necessity  belonged 
to  't,  and  yet  was  denied. 

Luc.  How  ? 

2nJ  Stran.  I  tell  you,  denied,  my  lord. 

Luc.  What  a  strange  case  was  that  ?  now,  before 
the  gods,  I  am  ashamed  on't.  Denied  that  ho- 
nourable man  ?  there  was  very  little  honour  showed 
in 't.  For  my  own  part,  I  must  needs  confess,  I 
have  received  some  small  kindnesses  from  him,  as 
money,  plate,  jewels,  and  such  like  trifles,  nothing 
comparing  to  his ;  yet,  had  he  mistook  him,  and 
sent  to  me,86  I  should  ne'er  have  denied  his  occa- 
sion so  many  talents. 

Enter  Sjeryilius. 

Ser.  See.  by  good  hap,  yonder's  my  lord :  I  have 
sweat  to  see  his  honour. — My  honoured  lord, — 

[To  Lucius. 
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S>  a  4  only  k  '  occasion  now, 

mj   lord 
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lord. 

[f  hi 

I  should  i"-t  orgs  it  hs  thfully. 

/.       1 1    •  ■ 

r.   l  |»"n  my  soul,  't  ii  true,  sir. 
Z/ti0.  What  a  u icked  ben  l   • 

myself  against  such  a  good  tin  I 

shown  myself  honourab]    .- 

happened,  that    1    .should   pur 

for  a  little  part,  and  undo 

.  ilius,  now  before  the  I         not  s 

do  't  :  the  iii"f'  I     iy  : — I  •  i  use 

lord  Timon  myself,  t!  ..n  witness; 

but  I  would  not,  for  the  wealth  of  Athena,  I  had 

done  it   now.     Commend    me    bountifully 
good  lordship  ;  and  I  hope,  his   honour   will    i 
ceive  the  fairest  of  me,  because  I  have  no  \ 
be  kind: — And  tell  him  this   from   me,  1 
one  of  my  greatest  afflict io:  that  1 

pleasure    such    an    honourable    gentleman.      1 1 
Servilius,  will  you  befriend  me  so  far,   as  to 
mine  own  words  to  him  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  sir,  I  shall. 

Luc.  I  will  look  you  out  a  good  turn,  Servilius. — 

True,  as  you  said,  Timon  is  shrunk,  ind« 
And  he,  that's  onee  denied,  will  hardly  speed. 

[jE    -  Luc. 

lei  Stran.  Do  you  observe  this,  Hostili 

2nd  Stran.  Ay,  too  well. 

1st  Stran.  Why  this 
Is  the  world's  soul ;  and  just  of  the  same  pie 
Is  every  flatterer's  spirit.     AVho  can  call  him 
His  friend,  that  dips  in  the  same  dish  ?  for,  in 
My  knowing,  Timon  has  been  this  lord's  father, 
And  kept  his  credit  with  his  purse ; 
Supported  his  estate  ;  nay,  Timon's  money 
Has  paid  his  men  their  wages :  He  ne'er  drinks, 
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But  Timon's  silver  treads  upon  his  lip ; 
And  yet,  (0,  see  the  monstrousness  of  man 
When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  shape !) 
He  does  deny  him,  in  respect  of  his, 
What  charitable  men  afford  to  beggars. 

3rd  Stran.  Eeligion  groans  at  it. 

1st  Stran.  For  mine  own  part, 

I  never  tasted  Timon  in  my  life, 
Nor  came  any  of  his  bounties  over  me, 
To  mark  me  for  his  friend ;  yet,  I  protest, 
For  his  right  noble  mind,  illustrious  virtue, 
And  honourable  carriage, 
Had  his  necessity  made  use  of  me, 
I  would  have  put  my  wealth  into  donation, 
And  the  best  half  should  have  return' d  to  him,27 
So  much  I  love  his  heart :  But,  I  perceive, 
Men  must  learn  now  with  pity  to  dispense : 
For  policy  sit3  above  conscience.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. — The  Same,  ^ifoow  wScmpronius's 

House. 

Enter  Sempboeius,  and  a  Servant  of  Timon's. 

Sem.  Must  he  needs  trouble  me  in 't  ?  Humph ! 
'Bove  all  others  ? 

He  might  have  tried  lord  Lucius,  or  Lucullus ; 

And  now  Ventidius  is  wealthy  too, 

Whom  he  redeem' d  from  prison  :  All  these  three 

Owe  their  estates  unto  him. 

Serv.  O  my  lord, 

They  have  all  been  touch' d,  and  found  base  metal ; 
for 

They  have  all  denied  him  ? 

Sem.  How  !  have  they  denied  him  ? 

Has  Ventidius  and  Lucullus  denied  him  ? 

And  does  he  send  to  me  ?  Three  ?  humph  ! — 

It  shows  but  little  love  or  judgment  in  him. 

M  ust  I  be  his  last  refuge  ?  His  friends,  like  physi- 
cians, 

Thrice  give  him  over ;  Must  I  take  the  cure  upon 
me? 

He  has  much  disgrae'd  me  in 't ;  I  am  angry  at  him, 

That  might  have  known  my  place  :  I  see  no  sense 
for't, 

But  his  occasions  might  have  woo'd  me  first ; 

For,  in  my  conscience,  I  was  the  first  man 

That  e'er  receiv'd  gift  from  him  : 

And  docs  ho  think  so  backvvardly  of  mo  now, 

That  I  '11  requite  it  last  ?    No :  So  it  may  prove 

An  argument  of  laughter  to  the  rest, 

And  I  amongst  the  lords  bethought  a  fool. 

I  had  rather  than  the  worth  of  thrice  the  sum, 

He  had  sent  to  me  first,  but  for  my  mind's  sake ; 
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I  had  such  a  courage  to  do  him  good.     But  now 

return, 
And  with  their  faint  reply  this  answer  join ; 
Who  bates  mine  honour,  shall  not  know  my  coin. 

[Exit. 
Serv.  Excellent !  your  lordship's  a  goodly  villain. 
The  devil  knew  not  what  he  did,  when  he  made  man 
politic ;  he  crossed  himself  by 't ;  and  I  cannot 
think,  but,  in  the  end,  the  villanies  of  man  will  set 
him  clear.  How  fairly  this  lord  strives  to  appear 
foul  ?  takes  virtuous  copies  to  be  wicked ;  like 
those  that,  under  hot  ardent  zeal,  would  set  whole 
realms  on  fire. 

Of  such  a  nature  is  his  politic  love. 
This  was  my  lord's  best  hope  ;  now  all  are  fled, 
Save  the  gods  only :  Now  his  friends  are  dead, 
Doors,   that   were    ne'er    acquainted    with    their 

wards 
Many  a  bounteous  year,  must  be  employ 'd 
Now  to  guard  sure  their  master. 
And  this  is  all  a  liberal  course  allows  ; 
AVho  cannot  keep  his  wealth,  must  keep  his  house.28 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IV.— The  Same.     A  Kail  in  Timon's 
House. 

Enter  Two  Servants  of  Vabbo,  and  the  Servant  of 
Lucius,  meeting  Titus,  Hobtensius,  and  other 
Servants  to  Timon's  Creditors,  waiting  his  coming 
out. 

Var.  Serv.  Well  met ;    good-morrow,  Titus  and 
Hortensius. 

Tit.  The  like  to  you,  kind  Varro. 

Hor.  Lucius  ? 

What,  do  we  meet  together  ? 

Luc.  Serv.  Ay,  and,  I  think, 

One  business  does  command  us  all ;  for  mine 
Is  money. 

Tit.         So  is  theirs  and  ours. 


Enter  Philotus. 


And  sir 


Luc.  Serv. 
Philotus  too ! 

Phi.  Good  day  at  once. 

Luc.  Serv.  Welcome,  good  brother. 

What  do  you  think  the  hour  ? 

Phi. 

Luc.  Serv.  So  much  ? 

Pin.  Is  not  my  lord  seen  yet  ? 

Luc.  Serv.  Not  yet. 

Phi.  I  wonder  on't;  he  was  wont  to  shine  at 
seven. 


Labouring  for  nine. 


Ill 
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//       l  infll  ins  hear! 

Luc.  Sertf.  M:irk,  In-  • 

Timon  in  this  should  paj  more  t  ban  he  i 
Ami  e'en  oa  If  your  Lord  should  wear  rich 
\  i  l  lend  for  money  for  'em. 
Hot,  1  :im  wear]  of  litis  charge,  the  gods  can 

w  il  m 
1   know,  my  lord  hath  spent   of  Timon's  wealth, 

\ml  now  ingratitude  makes  il  worse  than  stealth. 
l.sY    /'(//•.  Serv.    Ws,    mine's    three    thorn 

crow  ns  :    What  'fl  \  OU 

s         Five  thousand  mine. 
Lti  Per,  Serv,  'Tis  much  deep:    and  il   should 
seem  by  the  sum, 
Your  master's  confidence  was  above  mine  ; 
Else,  surely,  bis  had  equall'd. 

loiter  Flam i mis. 

Tit.  One  of  lord  Timon's  men. 

Luc.  Srrr.  Flaminius!  sir, a  word:  'Pray,  is  my 
lord  ready  to  come  forth  ? 

Flam.  No,  indeed,  he  is  not. 

Tit.  We  attend  his  lordship;  'pray,  signify  so 
much. 

Flam.  I  need  not  tell  him  that ;  he  knows,  you 
are  too  diligent.  [Exit  Flam. 

Filter  Flatius  in  a  Cloak,  muffled. 

Luc.   Serv.  Ha !    is  not  that  his  steward  muffled 
so  ? 
He  goes  away  in  a  eloud:  call  him,  call  him. 

Tit.  Do  you  hear,  sir  ? 

1st  Var.  Sere.  By  your  leave,  sir, 

Flav.  What  do  you  ask  of  me,  my  friend  ? 

Tit.  AYe  wait  for  certain  money  here,  sir. 

Flav.  Ay, 

If  money  were  as  certain  as  your  waiting, 
'Twere  sure  enough.     "Why  then  preferr  d  you  not 
Your  sums  and  bills,  when  your  false  masters  eat 
t.  3  k 
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comfortable  temper  ha  'k  him  ; 

He  is  much  out  of  health,  and  k- 

/.        s         Many  do   keep  their  chambers,  are 
not  sick  : 
And,  if  it  be  so  far  beyond  his  health, 
M  (thinks,  he  should  the  sooner  pay  his  del 
And  make  a  clear  way  to  the  god 

»od  god 
Tit.  We  cannot  take  this  for  an  ansv. 
Flam.  [JTlthin.~\  Servilius,  help ! — my  lord  !  my 
lord!—  " 

Enter  Timo>~.  in  a  rage;  Flamixius  folio  icing. 

Tim.  What,  are  my  doors  oppos'd  against  my 
passage  ? 
Have  I  ever  been  free,  and  must  my  hou 
Be  my  retentive  enemy,  my  gaol  ? 
The  place,  which  I  have  feasted,  does  it  now, 
Like  all  mankind,  show  me  an  iron  heart  ? 

Luc.  Serv.  Put  in  now,  Titus. 

Tit.  My  lord,  here  is  mv  bill. 

Luc.  Serv.  Here's  mine. 

Hor.  Serv.  And  mine,  my  lord. 

Both  Var.  Serv.  And  ours,  my  lord. 

Fhi.  All  our  bills. 

Tim.  Knock  me  down  with 'em  :  cleave  li- 
the girdle. 
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Luc.  Serv.  Alas!  my  lord, 

Tim.  Cut  my  heart  in  sums. 
Tit.  Mine,  fifty  talents. 
Vim.  Tell  out  my  blood. 
2hic.  iSbre.   Five  thousand  crowns,  my  lord. 
Tim.  Five  thousand  drops  pays  that. — 
urs  \ — and  yours  ? 

\st  Far.  Serv.  My  lord, 

•J    /  Var.  Serv.   My  lord, 


I 


Tim.  Tear  me,  take  me,  and  the  gods  fall  upon 

you  !  [JExit. 

Hor.    'Faith,  I  perceive  our  masters  may  throw 

their  caps  at  their  money ;  these  debts  may  well  be 

called  desperate  ones,  for  a  madman  owes  'em. 

[Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Timon  and  Flavitts. 

Tim.  They  have  e'en  put  my  breath  from  me, 
the  slaves : 
Creditors ! — devils. 

Flav.  My  dear  lord, 

Tim.  What  if  it  should  be  so  ? 

Flav.  My  lord, 

Tim.  I  '11  have  it  so  : — My  steward  ! 

Flav.   Here,  my  lord. 

Tim.  So  fitly  ?     Gro,  bid  all  my  friends  again, 
Lucius,  Lucullus,  and  Sempronius  ;  all : 
1 11  once  more  feast  the  rascals. 

Flav.  O  my  lord, 

Tou  only  speak  from  your  distracted  soul ; 
There  is  not  so  much  left,  to  furnish  out 
A  moderate  table. 

Tim.  Be  't  not  in  thy  care:  go, 

I  charge  thee  ;  invite  them  all ;  let  in  the  tide 
Of  knaves  once  more  ;  my  cook  and  I  '11  provide. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEXE  Y.—Tlie  Same.     TJie  Senate- House. 

The  Senate  sitting.      Fnter  Alcibiades  attended. 

iti   Sen.  My  lord,  you  have  my  voice  to  it;  the 
fault  's 
Bloody  ;  'tis  necessary  he  should  die : 
Nothing  emboldens  sin  so  much  as  mercy. 

2nd  Sen.  Most  true  ;  the  law  shall  bruise  him. 
Alcib.   Honour,   health,   and  compassion  to  the 

senate ! 
\st  Sen.  Now,  captain  ? 

ib.  I  am  an  humble  suitor  to  your  virtues; 
For  pity  is  the  virtue  of  the  law, 
And  none  but  tyrants  use  it  cruelly. 
It  p]  me,  and  fortune,  to  lie  heavy 

DpOH  a  friend  of  mine,  who,  in  hot  blood, 

Ml 


Hath  stepp'd  into  the  law,  which  is  past  depth 

To  those  that,  without  heed,  do  plunge  into  it. 

He  is  a  man,  setting  his  fate  aside,29 

Of  comely  virtues  : 

Nor  did  he  soil  the  fact  with  cowardice  ; 

(An  honour  in  him,  which  buys  out  his  fault,) 

But,  with  a  noble  fury,  and  fair  spirit, 

Seeing  his  reputation  touch' d  to  death, 

He  did  oppose  his  foe : 

And  with  such  sober  and  unnoted  passion 

He  did  behave  his  anger,  ere  'twas  spent, 

As  if  he  had  but  prov'd  an  argument. 

1st  Sen.  You  undergo  too  strict  a  paradox, 

Striving  to  make  an  ugly  deed  look  fair  : 

Your   words   have   took    such   pains,    as   if    they 
labour' d 

To  bring  manslaughter  into  form,  set  quarrelling 
Upon  the  head  of  valour  ;  which,  indeed, 

Is  valour  misbegot,  and  came  into  the  world 

When  sects  and  factions  were  newly  born ; 

He  's  truly  valiant,  that  can  wisely  suffer 

The  worst  that  man  can  breathe ;  and  make  his 
wrongs 

His  outsides  ;  wear  them  like  his  raiment,  care- 
lessly ; 

And  ne'er  prefer  his  injuries  to  his  heart, 
To  bring  it  into  danger. 
If  wrongs  be  evils,  and  enforce  us  kill, 
What  folly  'tis,  to  hazard  life  for  ill  ? 

Alcib.  My  lord, 

1st  Sen.  You  cannot  make  gross  sins  look  clear  ; 
To  revenge  is  no  valour,  but  to  bear. 

Alcib.  My  lords,  then,  under  favour,  pardon  me, 
If  I  speak  like  a  captain. — 
Why  do  fond  men  expose  themselves  to  battle, 
And  not  endure  all  threat' nings  ?  sleep  upon  it, 
And  let  the  foes  quietly  cut  their  throats, 
Without  repugnancy  ?  but  if  there  be 
Such  valour  in  the  bearing,  what  make  we 
Abroad  ?  why,  then,  women  are  more  valiant, 
That  stay  at  home,  if  bearing  carry  it ; 
And  th'  ass  more  captain  than  the  lion  ;  the  felon, 
Loaden  with  irons,  wiser  than  the  judge, 
If  wisdom  be  in  suffering.     O  my  lords, 
As  you  are  great,  be  pitifully  good : 
Who  cannot  condemn  rashness  in  cold  blood  ? 
To  kill,  I  grant,  is  sin's  extremest  gust ; 
But,  in  defence,  by  mercy,  'tis  most  just.30 
To  be  in  anger,  is  impiety ; 
But  who  is  man,  that  is  not  angry  ? 
Weigh  but  the  crime  with  this. 
2nd  Sen.  You  breathe  in  vain. 
Alcib.  In  vain  ?  his  service  done 
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A  ml  ilain  in  fight  man)  of  youi 
How  full  of  valour  did  ho  boor  bin 
In  the  ii  i  oonfliot,  and  made  pli  nt 
2nd  8i  n    He  ha    mad<   too  much  plenty  w  i1  h 
bi 
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lii    days  an  foul,  and  hii  drink  dangerous. 

I.s7  Sfii.    I  If  dies. 

.//,  3ard  (ate !  he  might  hare  died  in  irar, 

M  \  Lords,  if  do1  Bar  anj  pari  -  in  him, 
(Though  Ins  righl  arm  might  purchase  hii  on  a  tin 
Ami  be  in  debt  to  none,)  yet,  more  to  more  you, 
Take  my  deserts  to  his,  and  join  them  both  : 
Ami,  for  1  know,  your  reverend  agei 
Security,  1  '11  pawn  my  victories,  .-ill 

M\    honour  to  you,  upon  his  good  retUTl 

It'  by  this  erime  he  owes  the  law  his  life, 
Why,  let  the  war  reoeivM  m  valiant  go 

For  law   is  strict,  ami  war  is  nothing  more. 

1st  Sen.  We  are  far  law,  he  dies ;  urge  it  no  more 
On  height  of  our  displeasure:   Friend,  or  brother, 

lit-  forfeits  Ins  own  blood,  that  spills  another. 

Alcib.   MubI  it  be  so?  it  must  not  ho.   My  lords, 
I  do  beseech  you,  know  me. 

2nd  Sen.  EowP 

Alcib.   Call  me  to  your  remeinbram 
3rd  Sen.  What  ? 

Alcib.  I  cannot  think,  but  your  age  has  forgot 
me ; 
It  could  not  else  be,  I  should  prove  so  base, 
To  sue,  and  be  denied,  such  common  grace : 
My  wounds  ache  at  you. 

1st  Sen.  Do  you  dare  our  anger  ? 

'Tis  in  few  words,  but  spacious  in  effect ; 
We  banish  thee  for  ever. 

Alcib.  Banish  me  ? 

Banish  your  dotage  ;  banish  usury. 
That  makes  the  senate  ugly. 

1st  Sen.  If,  after  two  days'  shine.  Athens  contain 
thee, 
Attend  our  weightier  judgment.    And,  not  to  swell 

our  spirit, 
He  shall  be  executed  presently.     [Exeunt  Senators. 
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honourable  lord  did  but  • 
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when    v  i  :     I    hop'-,  it    if  ROt    ho    low- 

wit  h    him,  as    he  made  it  seem   in  the  tria. 

eral  friends. 

2*1     I  It  should  not  be,  by  I  .  of 

his  now 

Is/  Lord.    I  should  think  so:    Ho  hath  sent  me 
an  earnest  inviting,  which  many  my  near 
did  urge  me  to  put  off;  but  he  hath  conjured  me 
bevond  them,  and  I  m  ppear. 

1  Lor  J.   In  like  manner  was  I  in  debt  to  my 
importunate  business,  but  lie  would  not  hear  my 

ise.     I  am   sorry,  when  he   sent  to  bo: 
me,  that  my  provision  was  out. 

1st  Lord.  I  am  sick  of  that  grief  too,  as  I  under- 
stand how  all  things  go. 

2nd  Lord.  Every  man  here  >ld 

lie  have  borrowed  of  you  ? 

1st  Lord.  A  thousand  pieces. 

"2nd  Lord    A  thousand  piece-  ' 

15/  Lord.   What  of  you  r 

3rd  Lord.  He  sent  to  me,  sir. —Here  he  eoi     - 

Enter  Tim«»v.  wnd  Attendant 

Tim.  AYith  all  my  heart,  gentlemen  both  : — 
how  fare  you  ? 

Is/  Lord.  Ever  at  the  best,  hearing  well  of 
lordship. 
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2nd  Lord.  The  swallow  follows  not  summer  more  j 
willing,  than  we  your  lordship. 

Tim.  [Aside."]  Nor  more  willingly  leaves  winter; 
such  summer-birds  are  men. — Gentlemen,  our  din- 
ner will  not  recompense  this  long  stay:  feast  your 
ears  with  the  music  awhile  ;  if  they  will  fare  so 
harshly  on  the  trumpet's  sound:  we  shall  to't 
presently. 

1st  Lord.  I  hope,  it  remains  not  unkindly  with 
your  lordship,  that  I  returned  you  an  empty  mes- 
senger. 

Tim.  O,  sir,  let  it  not  trouble  you. 

2nd  Lord.  My  noble  lord, 

Tim.  Ah,  my  good  friend!  what  cheer? 

[The  Banquet  brought  in. 

2nd  Lord.  My  most  honourable  lord,  I  am  e'en 
sick  of  shame,  that,  when  your  lordship  this  other 
day  sent  to  me,  I  was  so  unfortunate  a  beggar. 

Tim.  Think  not  on 't,  sir. 

2nd  Lord.  If  you  had  sent  but  two  hours 
before, 

Tim.  Let  it  not  cumber  your  better  remem- 
brance.— Come,  bring  in  all  together. 

2nd  Lord.  All  covered  dishes  ! 

1st  Lord.  Royal  cheer,  I  warrant  you. 

3rd  Lord.  Doubt  not  that,  if  money,  and  the 
season  can  yield  it. 

1st  Lord.  How  do  you  ?    What 's  the  news. 

3rd  Lord.  Alcibiades  is  banished:  Hear  you 
of  it? 

1st  and  2nd  Lord.  Alcibiades  banished  ! 

3rd  Lord.  'Tis  so,  be  sure  of  it. 

1st  Lord.  How  ?    how  ? 

2nd  Lord.  I  pray  you,  upon  what? 

Tim.  My  worthy  friends,  will  you  draw  near  ? 

3rd  Lord.  I  '11  tell  you  more  anon.  Here  's  a 
noble  feast  toward. 

2nd  Lord.  This  is  the  old  man  still. 

3rd  Lord.  Will  't  hold  ?  will 't  hold  ? 

2nd  Lord.  It  does :  but  time  will — and  so 

3rd  Lord.  I  do  conceive. 

Tim.  Each  man  to  his  stool,  with  that  spur  as  he 
would  to  the  lip  of  his  mistress:  your  diet  shall  be 
in  all  places  alike.  Make  not  a  city  feast  of  it,  to 
let  the  meat  cool  ere  we  can  agree  upon  the  first 
place:  Sit,  sit.     The  gods  require  our  thanks. 

.  sprinkle  our    -    iety  writh  thankful- 
make   yourselves   praised:    but 

■:  vc   ttill    tO   Lrn>\    It  -t    your   deities   he   despised.      Lend    to 

:i  enough,  that  one  need  ool  lend  to  another:    for, 
were  your  godheads  to  borrow  of  men,  men  would  forsake  the 


gods.  Make  the  meat  he  beloved,  more  than  the  man  that 
gives  it.  Let  no  assembly  of  twenty  be  without  a  score  of  vil- 
lains :  If  there  sit  twelve  women  at  the  table,  let  a  dozen  of 
them  be — as  they  are. — The  rest  of  your  fees,31  O  gods, — the 
senators  of  Athens,  together  with  the  common  lag  of  people, — 
what  is  amiss  in  them,  you  gods  make  suitable  for  destruction. 
For  these  my  present  friends, — as  they  are  to  me  nothing,  so  in 
nothing  bless  them,  and  to  nothing  they  are  welcome.  ■ 

Uncover,  dogs,  and  lap. 

[The  Dishes  uncovered  are  full  ofivarm  Water. 

Some  speak.  "What  does  his  lordship  mean  ? 

Some  other.  I  know  not. 

Tim.  May  you  a  better  feast  never  behold, 
Tou   knot    of  mouth-friends  !    smoke,    and   luke- 
warm water 
Is  your  perfection.     This  is  Timon's  last ; 
Who  stuck  and  spangled  you  with  flatteries, 
Washes  it  off,  and  sprinkles  in  your  faces 

[Throwing  water  in  their  Faces. 
Tour  reeking  villany.     Live  loath' d,  and  long, 
Most  smiling,  smooth,  detested  parasites, 
Courteous  destroyers,  affable  wolves,  meek  bears, 
Tou  fools  of  fortune,  trencher  friends,  time's  flies, 
Cap  and  knee  slaves,  vapours,  and  minute-jacks ! 
Of  man,  and  beast,  the  infinite  malady 
Crust  you  quite  o'er! — What,  dost  thou  go  ? 
Soft,  take  thy  physic  first — thou  too — and  thou  ; — 
[Throws  the  Dishes  at  them,  and  drives  them  out. 
Stay,  I  will  lend  thee  money,  borrow  none. — 
What,  all  in  motion  ?     Henceforth  be  no  feast, 
Whereat  a  villain's  not  a  welcome  guest. 
Burn,  house ;  sink,  Athens  !   henceforth  hated  be 
Of  Timon,  man,  and  all  humanity  !  [Exit. 

Re-enter  the  Lords,  with  other  Lords  and  Senators. 

1st  Lord.  How  now,  my  lords  ? 

2nd  Lord.  Know  you  the  quality  of  lord  Timon's 
fury  ? 

3rd  Lord.  Pish  !   did  you  see  my  cap  ? 

4?th  Lord.  I  have  lost  my  gown. 

3rd  Lord.  He  's  but  a  mad  lord,  and  nought  but 
humour  sways  him.  He  gave  me  a  jewel  the  other 
day,  and  now  he  has  beat  it  out  of  my  hat : — Did 
you  see  my  jewel  ? 

Mli.  Lord.  Did  you  see  my  cap  ? 

2nd  Lord.    More  'tis. 

Mli  Lord.   Here  lies  my  gown. 

1st  Lord.   Let's  make  no  stay. 

2nd  Jjord.  Lord  Timon's  mad. 

3rd  Lord.  I  feel 't  upon  my  bones. 

4th  Lord.  One  day  he  gives  us  diamonds,  next 
stones.  [Exeunt. 
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Rather  than  render  back,  oul  with  tout  knivi 
Ami  nil    your  trusters'   throattl   bound  servants, 

steal  ! 

Large-handed  robbers  your  grave  master   ai 

Anil  pill  by  law!   maid,  to  thy  master's  bed  J 
Tin    mistress  LB  O'  the  brothel  !    son  of  sixteen, 

Pluck  the  iin'd  crutch  from  the  old  limping  sire, 

With  it  beat  out  his  brains!    piety,  and  tear. 

Religion  to  the  gods,  peace,  justice,  truth, 
Domestic  awe,  night-rest,  and  neighbourhood, 

[nstruction,  manners,  mysteries,  and  trades, 

Degrees,  observances,  customs,  and  laws, 
Decline  to  your  confounding  contraries, 

And    vet     confusion    live  I    -    Plagues,    incident    to 

men, 
Four  potent  and  infectious  fevers  heap 
On  Athens,  ripe  for  stroke!   thou  cold  sciatica. 
Cripple  our  senators,  that  their  limbs  may  halt 
As  lamely  as  their  manners!  lust  and  liberty 
Creep  in  the  minds  and  marrows  of  our  youth  ; 
That  'gainst  the  stream  of  virtue  they  may  strive, 
And  drown  themselves  in  riot !  itches,  blains, 
Sow  all  the  Athenian  bosoms ;  and  their  crop 
Be  general  leprosy!  breath  infect  breath; 
That  their  society,  as  their  friendship,  may 
Be  merely  poison !  Nothing  I  '11  bear  from  thee, 
But  nakedness,  thou  detestable  town ! 
Take  thou  that  too,  with  multiplying  banns!33 
Timon  will  to  the  woods ;  where  he  shall  find 
The  unkindest  beast  more  kinder  than  mankind. 
The   gods    confound    (hear   me,    you   good   gods 

all), 
The  Athenians  both  within  and  out  that  wall ! 
And  grant,  as  Timon  grows,  his  hate  may  grow 
To  the  whole  race  of  mankind,  high  and  low  ! 
Amen.  [Exit. 
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Prom  our  companion,  i  bron  n  ini 
So  bis  familiars  to  bis  bur. 
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I        empty  purses  pick'd  :  and  hi 
A  dedicated  beggar  to  the  air, 

With  his  dl  '"  all-shunnM  p 

Walks,  like  contempt,  alone.     M 

Enter  otht  r  9 

Flat.   All  broken  implem 

',],-,/  Serv.  Vet  do  our  heaa 

That   see   I   by  our  faces  :    I  riH, 

Serving  alike  in  Borrow:  Leak'd  is  our  bark; 

And  we,  poor  mates,  stand  on  th<  k, 

Eearing  the  Burgee  threat  i  we  must  all  ; 

Into  this  sea  oi'  air. 

FLtv.  Good  fellows  all, 

The  latest  of  my  wealth  I  Tl  share  am      g      you. 
Wherever  we  shall  meet,  for  Timon' s  sake, 
Let 's  yet  be  fellows  ;  let's  shake  our  heads,  and 
As  'twere  a  knell  unto  our  master's  fortune  I, 
"  AVe  have  seen  better  days."    Let  each  take  some : 

[Givi/iq  thpra  money. 
Nay,  put  out  all  your  hands.  Not  one  word  more : 
Thus  part  we  rich  in  sorrow,  parting  poor. 

[Exeunt  Serv. 
O,  the  fierce  wretchedness  that  glory  brings  Us  ! 
Who  would  not  wish  to  be  from  wealth  exempt, 
Since  riches  point  to  misery  and  contempt  ? 
Who  'd  be  so  moek'd  with  glory  ?  or  to  live 
But  in  a  dream  of  friendship  r 
To  have  his  pomp,  and  all  what  state  compoun 
But  only  painted,  like  his  varnish' d  frier    -  - 
Poor  honest  lord,  brought  low  by  his  own  hear 
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I'ndone  by  goodness  !  Strange,  unusual  blood, 

When  man's  worst  sin  is,  he  does  too  much  good! 

Who  then  dares  to  be  half  so  kind  again  ? 

For  bounty,  that  makes  gods,  does  still  mar  men. 

My  dearest  lord, — bless' d,  to  be  most  accurs'd, 

Rich,  only  to  be  wretched ;  thy  great  fortunes 

Are  made  thy  chief  afflictions.     Alas,  kind  lord  ! 

He 's  flung  in  rage  from  this  ungrateful  seat 

Of  monstrous  friends  :  nor  has  he  with  him  to 

Supply  his  life,  or  that  which  can  command  it. 

I  '11  follow,  and  inquire  him  out : 

I  '11  serve  his  mind  with  my  best  will ; 

Whilst  I  have  gold,  I  '11  be  his  steward  still.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III.— The  Woods. 

Enter  Timon. 

T'nn.  O  blessed  breeding  sun,  draw  from  the  earth 
Rotten  humidity;  below  thy  sister's  orb 
Infect  the  air !  Twinn'd  brothers  of  one  womb, — 
Whose  procreation,  residence,  and  birth, 
Scarce  is  dividant, — touch  them  with  several  for- 
tunes ; 
The  greater  scorns  the  lesser :  Not  nature, 
To  whom  all  sores  lay  siege,  can  bear  great  fortune, 
But  by  contempt  of  nature,35 
Raise  me  this  beggar,  and  denude  that  lord ; 
The  senator  shall  bear  contempt  hereditary, 
The  beggar  jiative  honour. 
It  is  the  pasture  lards  the  brother  s  sides,36 
The  want  that  makes  him  lean.     "Who  dares,  who 

dares, 
In  purity  of  manhood  stand  upright, 
And  say,  "This  man's  a  flatterer?"  if  one  be 
So  are  they  all ;  for  every  grize  of  fortune 
Is  smooth' d  by  that  below :  the  learned  pate 
Ducks  to  the  golden  fool :  All  is  oblique ; 
There's  nothing  level  in  our  cursed  natures, 
But  direct  villainy.     Therefore,  be  abhorr'd 
All  feasts,  societies,  and  throngs  of  men! 
His  semblable,  yea,  himself,  Timon  disdains: 
Destruction   fang   mankind!37  —  Earth,    yield    me 
roots !  [Digging. 

Who  seeks  for  better  of  thee,  sauce  his  palate 
With  thy  most  operant  poison!   What  is  here? 
<  ■   hi?  yellow,  glittering,  precious  gold?  No,  gods, 
I  am  no  idle  Fotarist.88     Roots,  yon  clear  heavens! 
Thus  much  of  this,  v,  ill  make  black,  white  ;  foul,  fair  ; 
Wrong,  right;   base,  noble;    old,  young;  coward, 

valianl . 
11a,  vow  gods!   why  this?     What  this,  you  gods? 
Why  tins 

Will  lug  your  priests  and  servants  from  your  sides ; 


Pluck  stout  men's  pillows  from  below  their  heads: 

This  yellow  slave 

Will  knit  and  break  religions ;  bless  the  accurs'd; 

Make  the  hoar  leprosy  ador'd ;  place  thieves, 

And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation, 

With  senators  on  the  bench :  this  is  it, 

That  makes  the  wappen'd  widow39  wed  again; 

She,  whom  the  spital-house,  and  ulcerous  sores 

Would  cast  the  gorge  at,40  thi3  embalms  and  spices 

To  the  April  day  again.     Come,  damned  earth, 

Thou  common  whore  of  mankind,  that  put'st  odds 

Among  the  rout  of  nations,  I  will  make  thee 

Do  thy  right  nature.41 — [March  afar  off.']— Ha !  a 

drum  ? — Thou'rt  quick, 
But  yet  I  '11  bury  thee  :  Thou  'It  go,  strong  thief, 
When  gouty  keepers  of  thee  cannot  stand : — 
Nay,  stay  thou  out  for  earnest.    [Keeping  some  gold. 

Enter  Alcibiades,  with  Drum  and  Fife,  in  war- 
like manner  ;  Phrynia42  and  Timandra. 

Alcib.  What  art  thou  there  ? 

Speak. 

Tim.  A  beast,  as  thou  art.     The  canker  gnaw 
thy  heart, 
For  showing  me  again  the  eyes  of  man ! 

Alcib.  What  is  thy  name  ?  Is  man  so  hateful  to 
thee, 
That  art  thyself  a  man  ? 

Tim.  I  am  misanthrojpos,  and  hate  mankind. 
Eor  thy  part,  I  do  wish  thou  wert  a  dog, 
That  I  might  love  thee  something. 

Alcib.  I  know  thee  well ; 

But  in  thy  fortunes  am  unlearn' d  and  strange. 
Tim.  I  know  thee  too ;  and  more,  than  that  I 
know  thee, 
I  not  desire  to  know.     Eollow  thy  drum ; 
With  man's  blood  paint  the  ground,  gules,  gules:43 
Religious  canons,  civil  laws  are  cruel ; 
Then  what  should  war  be  ?  This  fell  whore  of  thine 
Hath  in  her  more  destruction  than  thy  sword, 
Eor  all  her  cherubin  look. 

Phry.  Thy  lips  rot  off 

Tim.  I  will  not  kiss  thee ;  then  the  rot  returns 
To  thine  own  lips  again. 

Alcib.    How    came    the    noble    Timon   to   this 

change  ? 
Tim.  As  the  moon  does,  by  wanting  light  to  give  : 
Vi\\t  then  renew  I  could  not,  like  the  moon ; 
There  were  no  suns  to  borrow  of. 

Ah-ih.  Noble  Timon, 

Wh;il  friendship  may  I  do  thee? 

Tim.  None,  but  to 

Maintain  my  opinion. 


A.I     IV. 


I  IMO.N    Ol 


««W«-  ■'l*«WW< 


Tim.  I'romi  le  an   fi  ii  ud  hip,  but  p<  i  I'm  ni  rion      II 

Thou  \\  ill  i h •  t  proiui "-,  i  In 

Thou  :n  i  o  in  in  'iii  hou  'I"  i  |"  rfoi  in,  confound  i  h 

For  i  hou  1 1  b  m 

. iloib,   I  \vx\ o  I"  •nil  in    ■  'iii«      ii  i  of  1  \\)  i; 

Tim,  Tliou  i hem,  w hou  I  luul  pi •>  \ - 

.  //./A.    I    .ice  I  liclll   now   ;   I  In  i   I'll-  i  Mil   In 

Tim     \    \  no* ,  held  w  il  h  a  bnn  e  of  hai 

I. 'i 
Timan.   I     this  tho   Athenian  minion,  whom  the 

world 

\'.'i.  -'.i 

ZVm«  \m  i hou  Timandj 

lie  a  w lion-  still ;  ili.\  l.»\.'  thee  not,  thai 

Give  them  diseases,  leaving  with  thee  their  I 
Make  use  of  th]  sail  hours:  Bea  on  the  alavi 
For    tuba,  and    batha;    bring  down  rose-cheeked 

\  outh 
To  the  tub-fast,  and  the  diet, 

Timan,  Bang  thee,  n 

Alcib.  Pardon  him,  sweet  Timandra;  for  hia  wits 
Are  drown' d  and  lost  in  hia  calamitiea. — 
1  have  but  Little  gold  of  late,  brave  Timon, 
The  want  whereof  doth  daily  make  revolt 
In  my  penurioua  band:  1  have  board,  and  griev'd, 
How  ouraed  Athens,  mindless  of  thy  worth, 
Forgetting  thy  great  deeds, when  neighbour  states, 
But  for  thy  aword  and  fortune,  trod  upon  them, — 

Tim.    1    pr'ythee,   beat   thy   drum,   and  get    thee 
gone. 

Alcib.  I  am  thy  friend,  and  pity  thee,  dear  Timon. 

Tim.   How  dost  thou  pity  him,  whom  thou  dost 
trouble  ? 
I  had  rather  be  alone. 

Alcib.  Why,  fare  thee  well : 

Here  's  some  gold  for  thee. 

Tim.  Keep  't,  I  cannot  eat  it. 

Alcib.    When  I   have   laid  proud  Athens  on  a 
heap, 

Tim,  Warr'st  thou  'gainst  Athens  ? 

Alcib.  Ay,  Timon,  and  have  cause. 

Tim.  The  gods  confound  them  all  i'  thy  conquest ; 
and 
Thee  after,  when  thou  hast  conquer'd ! 

Alcib.  AVhy  me,  Timon  ? 

Tim.  That, 
By  killing  villains,  thou  wast  born  to  conquer 
My  country. 

Put  up  thy  gold  ;   Go  on, — here  's  gold, — go  on  ; 
Be  as  a  planetary  plague,  when  Jove 


In  i hi  i 

1 1 
1 1 
II  i  aJatajfc 

i 

Who.ir    ill:  out     t; 

Think  it   :i  b.i   t  unl,  w  Ii 

II  it  h  doubtfully  pronoun 
And  mince  in  aan • 

armour  on  t  h  eyes ; 

Wluisi •  proof,  aoryella  of  mot ; 
\or  eight  of  priesta  in  ho! 
Shall  pii  I  i)  thy  I 

Make  large  confusion  ;  arid,  thy  : 
Confounded  be  thyself!  Speak 
Alcib.   East  thou  go] 

thou  § 
•  all  thy  counaeL 
Tim.  1 1 ■.■-•         .  or  dost  tl  a'a  curse 

upon  ti 
Vhr.  and  Timan.  G  I  -ion  : 

Hast  thou  more  r 
.  Enough  to  make  a  whore  forswear  1 
And  to  make  whores,  a  bawd.     Hold  up,  yon  si 
Your  aprons  monntant  :    Xou  are  not  oathable, — 
Although,  I  know,  you'll  swear,  terribly  swear, 
Into  strong  shudders,  and  to  heavenly  agu 
The  immortal    gods    that    hear   you, — spare    your 

oaths, 
I  '11  trust  to  your  conditions  :45  Be  whores  still ; 
And  he  whose  pious  breath  seeks  to  convert  you, 
Be  strong  in  whore,  allure  him,  burn  him  up ; 
Let  your  close  fire  predominate  his  smoke, 
And  be  no  turncoats :    Yet  may  your  pains,  six 

months, 
Be  quite   contrary :    And  thatch  your   poor   thin 

roofs 
"With   burdens    of  the    dead  j46 — some   that    were 

hang'd, 
Xo  matter  : — wear  them,  betray  with  them  :  whore 

still; 
Paint  till  a  horse  may  mire  upon  your  face : 
A  pox  of  wrinkles  ! 

Phr.    aud    Timan.     Well,    more    gold; — What 

then  ?— 
Believ  't,  that  we  '11  do  anything  for  gold. 
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Tim.   Consumptions  sow 
In  hollow  bones  of  man  ;  strike  their  sharp  shins, 
And  mar  men's  spurring.    Crack  the  lawyer's  voice, 
That  lie  may  never  more  false  title  plead, 
Nor  sound  his  quillets  shrilly :  hoar  the  flamen, 
That  scolds  against  the  quality  of  flesh, 
And  not  believes  himself:  down  with  the  nose, 
Down  with  it  flat ;  take  the  bridge  quite  away 
Of  him,  that  his  particular  to  foresee, 
Smells  from  the   general  weal:   make  curl'd-pate 

ruffians  bald ; 
Arid  let  the  unscarr'd  braggarts  of  the  war 
Derive  some  pain  from  you  :  Plague  all ; 
That  your  activity  may  defeat  and  quell 
The  source  of  all  erection. — There  's  more  gold  : — 
Do  you  damn  others,  and  let  this  damn  you, 
And  ditches  grave  you  all ! 

Phr.  and  Timan.  More  counsel  with  more  money, 
bounteous  Timon. 

Tim.   More  whore,  more  mischief  first;  I  have 
given  you  earnest. 

Alcib.  Strike  up  the  drum  towards  Athens. 
Farewell,  Timon ; 
If  I  thrive  well,  I  '11  visit  thee  again. 

Tim.  If  I  hope  well,  I  '11  never  see  thee  more. 

Alcib.  I  never  did  thee  harm. 

Tim.  Yes,  thou  spok'st  well  of  me. 

Alcib.  Cail'st  thou  that  harm  ? 

Tim.  Men  daily  find  it  such.     Get  thee  away, 
And  take  thy  beagles  with  thee. 

Alcib.  "We  but  offend  him. — 

Strike. 
[Drum  beats.     Exeunt  Alcib.,  Phe.,  and  Timan. 

Tim.  That  nature,  being  sick  of  man's  unkind- 
ness, 
Should  yet  be  hungry  ! — Common  mother,  thou, 

[Digging. 
Whose  womb  unmeasurable,  and  infinite  breast, 
Teems,  and  feeds  all ;  whose  self-same  mettle, 
Whereof  thy  proud  child,  arrogant  man,  is  puff'd, 
Engenders  the  black  toad,  and  adder  blue, 
The  gilded  newt,  and  eyeless  venom'd  wbrm, 
With  all  the  abhorred  births  below  crisp  heaven*7 
reon  Hyperion's  quickening  fire  doth  shine: 
Yield  him,  who  all  thy  human  sons  doth  hate, 
From  forth  thy  plenteous  bosom,  one  poor  root : 
Ensear  thy  fertile  and  conceptions  womb, 
Let  it  no  more  bring  out  ingrateful  man ! 
Go  great  with  tigers,  dragons,  wolves,  and  bears ; 
Teem  with  new  monsters,  whom  thy  upward  face 
Hath  to  the  marbled  mansion  all  above 

CT  presented  ! — 0,  a  root, — Dear  thanks  ! 
Dry  up  thy  marrows,  vines,  and  plough-torn  leas ; 
•1  In 


Whereof  ingrateful  man,  with  liquorish  draughts, 
And  morsels  unctuous,  greases  his  pure  mind, 
That  from  it  all  consideration  slips ! 

Enter  Apemantus. 

More  man  ?  Plague  !  plague ! 

Apem.  I  was  directed  hither :  Men  report, 
Thou  dost  affect  my  manners,  and  dost  use  them. 

Tim.    'Tis  then,  because  thou  dost  not  keep  a 
dog 
Whom  I  would  imitate :  Consumption  catch  thee ! 

Apem.  This  is  in  thee  a  nature  but  affected ; 
A  poor  unmanly  melancholy,  sprung 
From  change  of  fortune.     Why  this  spade  ?  this 

place  ? 
This  slave-like  habit  ?  and  these  looks  of  care  ? 
Thy  flatterers  yet  wear  silk,  drink  wine,  lie  soft  ? 
Hug  their  diseas'd  perfumes,48  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  Timon  was.     Shame  not  these  woods, 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  carper, 
Be  thou  a  flatterer  now,  and  seek  to  thrive 
By  that  which  has  undone  thee  :  hinge  thy  knee, 
And  let  his  very  breath,  whom  thou'lt  observe, 
Blow  off  thy  cap  ;  praise  his  most  vicious  strain, 
And  call  it  excellent :  Thou  wast  told  thus  ; 
Thou  gav'st  thine  ears,  like  tapsters,  that  bid  wel- 
come, 
To  knaves,  and  all  approachers  :  'Tis  most  just, 
That  thou  turn  rascal ;  had'st  thou  wealth  again, 
Rascals  should  have  't.    Do  not  assume  my  likeness. 

Tim.  Were  I  like  thee,  I  'd  throw  away  myself. 

Apem.  Thou  hast  cast  away  thyself,  being  like 
thyself ; 
A  madman  so  long,  now  a  fool :  What,  think' st 
That  the  bleak  air,  thy  boisterous  chamberlain, 
Will  put  thy  shirt  on  warm  ?     Will  these  moss'd 

trees, 
That  have  outliv'd  the  eagle,  page  thy  heels, 
And  skip  when  thou  point'st  out  ?    Will  the  cold 

brook, 
Candied  with  ice,  caudle  thy  morning  taste, 
To   cure   thy  o'er-night'3   surfeit  ?    call  the  crea- 
tures,— 
Whose  naked  natures  live  in  all  the  spite 
Of  wreakful  heaven  :  whose  bare  unhoused  trunks, 
To  the  conflicting  elements  expos'd, 
Answer  mere  nature, — bid  them  flatter  thee  ; 
O  !  thou  shalt  find 

Tim.  A  fool  of  thee  :  Depart. 

Apem.  I  love  thee  better  now  than  e'er  I  did. 

Tim.  I  hate  thee  worse. 

Apem.  Why  ? 

Tim.  Thou  flatter'st  miserv. 


All     I  \ 


H|         \    I    II   I 


.  ipt  ri    I  il  it ,   i  no!      (nil     iy,  tli 

/    //     Win  don  I  thou    i*<  I.  iik 

I  I 

/         \      i      a  villain     •  ' '  > 
|  li 

Apem* 
■a. 
a.   I  f  i  linn  Jiil  i|  pni  t 
i  tin   pride,  ivcll     bul  thou 

I  >  •  i  it  enforcedly  ,  i  h  in, 

\\  i  ii  thou  nol  :  VV  ill 

( )iil lis c  i  incoi  tain  pomp,  i    crow  u'd  I" 
The  one  1 1  Riling    t  ill.  n<  v\  r  complet 
I       i  'i  her,  :it  h  I 

Mat  had  I'd  nnd  mi  •  il  w  pi  t<  hod 

i Iimii  i h  ntent. 

Thou  should'st  desire  to  die,  beii  rable. 

/"    i.   Not  l>\  his  breath,  thai  is  moro  miserable. 
Thou  or!  R  slave,  whom  Fortune's  tender  arm 
With  favour  never  clasp'd :  bul  bred  a  dog. 

ETodsl    thou,    like    us,    from    our  warth,    pi*0- 

►ded 
The  sweel  degreea  that  this  brief  world  affordi 
To  such  m  maj  i  he  ;  issive  di  i  ■>  of  it 
Freely  command,  thou  would'st  have  have  plun 

thyself 
Tu  general  riot  j  melted  down  thy  youth 
In  different  beds  of  lust  ;  and  never  learn'd 
The  icy  preoepta  of  respect,  but  followed 
The  sugar*d  game  before  thee.     But  myself 
Who  had  the  world  as  my  confectionary  ; 


/  l 

I  i  ■ 

i  / 

e   away    t 
If 

I 

I  I 

I  vrilt, 

Tell  them  thi       I 

! 
Ti 

Whei  i 
/i. 
\\  •  hou  o'  d 

>.     Where    my    - 
rather,  wher    I      'it. 

i 
my  mind ' 

Apem.  Where  wofdd*si  thou  send 

m.    The   middle   of   hm 
tcnewest,  but  *  remity  of  botl  V 

thou    wast    in    thy    gilt,    and    thy    : 


The  mouths,  the  tongues,  the  eyes,  and  hearts  of  i  mocked  thee  for  too  much  cm  in  thy  r 

men  j  thou  knowesl  none,  but  art  •    1  tor  the 

trary.     There  's  a  medlar  f 

Tim.  On  what  I  hate,  I  feed  not. 

■  m.   Dost  hate  a  medl 
Tim.  Ay,  though  it  look  like  th< 
Apem.  An  thou  hadst  hated  medlars  sooner,  thou 
should'st  have  lov'd  thyself  better    now.       "What 
man    didst    thou    ever   know    unthrift,    that     was 


At  duty,  more  than  1  could  frame  employment ; 

That  numberless  upon  me  stuck,  as  leavi 

Do  on  the  oak,  have  with  one  winter's  brush 

Fell  from  their  boughs,  and  left  me  open,  bare 

For  every  storm  that  blows  ; — I,  to  bear  this, 

That  never  knew  but  better,  is  some  burden  ; 

Thy  nature  did  commence  in  sufferance,  time 

Hath   made  thee  hard  in  't.     Why  should'st  thou  j  beloved  after  his  hh 


hate  men  ? 
They  never  flatter' d  thee  :  What  hast  thou  given  ? 
If  thou  wilt  curse, — thy  father,  that  poor  rag, 

Musi  be  thy  subject  ;   who,  in  spite,  put  stuff 
To  some  she  beggar,  and  compounded  thee 
Poor  rogue  hereditary.     Hence!  be  gone! — 

If  thou  hadst  not  been  born  the  worst  of  men, 
Thou  hadst  been  a  knave,  and  flatterer. 


Tim.  "Who,  without  those  means  thou  talkest  of, 
didst  thou  ever  know  beloved  ? 

Apem.  3 [y self. 

Tim.  I  understand  thee  ;  thou  hadst  some  means 
to  keep  a  d   _ 

Apr m.  What    things    in    the   world  si    thou 

nearest  compare  to  thy  flatter 

Tim,  Women   nearest ;    but  men,  men  are  the 


Apem. 


Art  thou  proud  yet  ?  :  tilings  themselves.     What  would'st  thou  do  with 


Tim.  Ay,  that  I  am  not  thee. 
Apem. 

I^o  prodigal. 

T.  3  i 


;  the  world,  Apemantus.  if  it  lay  in  thy  power!' 
I,  that  I  was  Apem.   Give  it  the  beasts,  to  be  rid  of  the  men. 

\       Tim.    Would'st    thou   have  thyself   tall  in   the 
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confusion   of  men,  and  remain  a  beast  with   the 

beasts  ? 

Apt  m.  Ay,  Timon. 

Tim.  A  beastly  ambition,  which  the  gods  grant 
thee  to  attain  to !  If  thou  wert  the  lion,  the  fox 
would  beguile  thee  :  if  thou  wert  the  lamb,  the  fox 
would  eat  thee:  if  thou  wert  the  fox,  the  lion 
would  suspect  thee,  when,  peradventure,  thou  wert 
accused  by  the  ass:  if  thou  wert  the  ass,  thy  dul- 
ness  would  torment  thee  ;  and  still  thou  livedst  but 

B  breakfast  to  the  wolf:  if  thou  wert  the  wolf, 
thy  greediness  would  afflict  thee,  and  oft  thou 
shouldst  hazard  thy  life  for  thy  dinner :  wert  thou 
the  unicorn,  pride  and  wrath  would  confound 
thee,51  and  make  thine  own  self  the  conquest  of  thy 
fury  :  wert  thou  a  bear,  thou  would'st  be  killed  by 
the  horse ;  wert  thou  a  horse,  thou  would'st  be 
seized  by  the  leopard ;  wert  thou  a  leopard,  thou 
wert  german  to  the  lion,  and  the  spots  of  thy 
kindred  were  jurors  on  thy  life  :  all  thy  safety  were 
remotion ;  and  thy  defence,  absence.  What  beast 
could' st  thou  be,  that  were  not  subject  to  a  beast  ? 
and  what  a  beast  art  thou  already,  that  seest  not 
thy  loss  in  transformation  ? 

Apem.  If  thou  could'st  please  me  with  speaking 
to  me,  thou  might'st  have  hit  upon  it  here :  The 
commonwealth  of  Athens  is  become  a  forest  of 
beasts 

Tim.  How  has  the  ass  broke  the  wall,  that  thou 
art  out  of  the  city  ? 

Apem.  Yonder  comes  a  poet,  and  a  painter  :  The 
plague  of  company  light  upon  thee !  I  will  fear  to 
catch  it,  and  give  way :  When  I  know  not  what 
else  to  do,  I  '11  see  thee  again. 

Tim.  When  there  is  nothing  living  but  thee, 
thou  shalt  be  welcome.  I  had  rather  be  a  beggar's 
dog,  than  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Thou  art  the  cap  of  all  the  fools  alive. 

Tim.  'Would  thou  wert  clean   enough  to   spit 
upon. 

Apem.  A  plague  on  thee,  thou  art  too  bad  to  curse. 

Tim.  All  villains,  that  do  stand  by  thee,  are  pure. 

d  [pern.  There  is  no  leprosy  but  what  thou  speak'st. 

Tim.  If  I  name  thee. — 
I'll  beat  thee, — bul  I  Bhould  infect  my  hands. 

Apem.   f  would,  my  tongue  could  rot  them  off! 

'/'        \      y.  fchou  issue  of  a  mangy  dog ! 
iler  does  kill  me,  that  thou  art  alive; 
I  sw<  on  to  Bee  thee. 

'Would  thou  would'st  burst! 

T'  Away, 

Thou  tedious  rogue !   I  am  sorry,  1  shall 
A  stone  !>;.  Throws  a  stone  at  him. 


Apem.  Beast! 

Tim.  Slave ! 

Apem.  Toad ! 

Tim.  Rogue,  rogue,  rogue  ! 

[Apem.  retreats  backward,  as  going. 
I  am  sick  of  this  false  world ;  and  will  love  nought 
But  even  the  mere  necessities  upon  it. 
Then,  Timon,  presently  prepare  thy  grave ; 
Lie  where  the  light  foam  of  the  sea  may  beat 
Thy  grave-stone  daily :  make  thine  epitaph, 
That  death  in  me  at  others'  lives  may  laugh. 
0  thou  sweet  king-killer,  and  dear  divorce 

\_Loolcing  on  the  Gold. 
'Twixt  natural  son  and  sire !  thou  bright  defder 
Of  Hymen's  purest  bed !  thou  valiant  Mars  ! 
Thou  ever  young,  fresh,  lov'd,  and  delicate  wrooer, 
Whose  blush  doth  thaw  the  consecrated  snow 
That  lies  on  Dian's  lap !  thou  visible  god, 
That  solder' st  close  impossibilities, 
And  mak'st  them  kiss !    that  speak'st  with  every 

tongue, 
To  every  purpose  !  O  thou  touch  of  hearts  !52 
Think,  thy  slave  man  rebels  ;  and  by  thy  virtue 
Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  beasts 
May  have  the  world  in  empire ! 

Apem.  'Would  'twere  so  ; — 

But  not  till  I  am  dead  ! — I  '11  say,  thou  hast  gold : 
Thou  will  be  throng' d  to  shortly. 

Tim.  Throng' d  to  ? 

Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  Thy  back,  I  pr'ythee. 

Apem.  Live,  and  love  thy  misery ! 

Tim.  Long  live  so,  and  so  die ! — I  am  quit. — 

[Exit  Apem. 
More  things  like  men? — Eat,  Timon,  and  abhor 
the  in. 

Enter  Thieves. 

1st  Thief.  Where  should  he  have  this  gold  ?  It 
is  some  poor  fragment,  some  slender  ort  of  his  re- 
mainder :  The  mere  want  of  gold,  and  the  falling- 
from  of  his  friends,  drove  him  into  this  melancholy. 

2nd  Thief.  It  is  noised,  he  hath  a  mass  of  trea- 
sure. 

3rd  Thief.  Let  us  make  the  assay  upon  him;  if 
ho  care  not  for't,  he  will  supply  us  easily ;  If  he 
covetously  reserve  it,  how  shall 's  get  it? 

2nd  Thief.  True ;  for  he  bears  it  not  about  him, 
'lis  hid. 

let  Thief.   Is  not  this  he? 

Thieve*.   VThere? 

2nd  Thief.  'Tis  his  description. 

3rd  Thief,   lie;  I  know  him. 


All      IV 


riMo.v  01    mi 


77,  >n 

/'  .//        Ve\  ,    I  1 1  ii   \  . 
Tlnrrrs.    Soldier  .,   iiol    I  1 1 1  < 

I  \o\  Ii  too  ;  and  w  otnon'i 

rim  < ,  .    \\ .  arc  1 1< it  i  liiovc  i,  bul  men  i  h  i\  much 
do  w.nit . 

\ ' 'in  mi  much  <>f 

mi  ,i 
Why   ihould  you  u.iii:  |      Behold,  the  earth  bath 

Within  tliiH  mile  hreak  forth  u  hundred  ■prill 
The  oak  \  b<  1 ,  1  lie  bi  trlel  hip 

The  bounl eou  i  hou  ewife,  nat  lire,  on  each  I". 
Lays  her  full  me  b  before  you.   Want  P  why  want  P 
Lai  Thief,   \\  e  cannol  live  on  on  boi 

water, 

As  heasts,  ami  hinls,  ami  lish. 

77//;.  Nor  on  the  beast i  I h<  ,  the  birds 

ami  Ii-! 

\  on  musl  cat  men.     Yet  thankfl  I  muai  you  con 
Thai  you  arc  thieves  professed;  thai  you  work  uo1 

In  holier  shapes  ■    tor  there  is  houndless  theft 

la  limited  professions.     Rascal  thievi 

Here's    gold:      (!<>,    BUCk    the    subtle    blood     o\'  ihe 

grape, 

Till  the  high  lever  seeth  your  Mood  to  froth, 

Ami  so  'scape  hanging:  trust  not  the  physician  ; 

His  antidotes  are  poison,  and  he  slays 

More  than  you  rob :  take  wealth  and  lives  together; 

Do  villainy,  do,  Binee  you  protest  to  do't, 

Like  workmen.      1  '11  example  you  with  thievery  : 

The  sun's  a  thief,  and  with  his  great  attraction 
Bobs  the  vaal  Bea:  the  moon's  an  arrant  thief, 
And  her  pale  tire  she  snatches  l'rom  the  sun: 
The  sea's  a  thief,  whose  Liquid  surge  resolves 
The  moon  into  salt  tear-  :   the  earth  *8  a  thief, 
That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  composture  stolen 
From  general  excrement:   each  thing's  a  thief; 
The  laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough  power 
Have  uncheck'd  theft.   Love  not  yourselves ;  away  ; 
Bob  one  another.    There  's  more  gold  :  Cut  throats  ; 
All  that  you  meet  are  thieves:  To  Athens,  go, 
Break  open  shops;  nothing  can  you  steal, 
But  thieves  do  lose  it  ;   Steal  not  less,  for  this 
I  give  you  ;  and  gold  confound  you  howsoever  ! 
Amen.  [TiMOiN'  retires  to  his  Care. 

3/v/  Thief.  He  has  almost  charmed  me  from  my 
profession,  by  persuading  me  to  it. 

1st  Thief.  "lis  in  the  malice  of  mankind,  that  he 
thus  advises  us;  not  to  have  us  thrive  in  our 
mystery. 

k2/iJ  Thief  I'll  believe  him  as  an  enemy,  and  give 
over  my  trade. 


\tt   I  l 

/  I  I 

I 
Full  i  I 

W  li.it    an  (lib 

I  I 

ii  man  h.i-    .\ 

G    nit ,  I  m 

Those  that  would  n  f  me,  tl 

He  h  'lit  me  in  h  I 

grief  unto  him  ;   and,  I 

Still  serve  him  with  in  '•! 

Ti  HOI  '■  "  U 

\  art  thou. 

/  1 1 

Tim.    \\\\\  .  :     ! 

Then,   if  thou  it  thou'rt  man,   I  I 

th< 

Flue.  An  hoi  rvant  of 

as.  T 

I  know  thee  not :  I  ne'er  had  honest  man 
About  me,  I;  all  that  I  kept  were  knav 
To  serve  UD  meat  to  villa; 

Flav .  The  gods  are  wits 

Ne'er  did  poor  steward  wear  a  truer  r,'rief 
For  his  undone  lord,  than  mil.  ou. 

Tim.  What,  dost  thou  weep? — Come  nearer; — - 
then  I  love  thee, 
Because  thou  art  a  woman,  and  disclaim 
Flinty  mankind ;  whose  eyes  do  never  give, 
But  thorough  lust,  and  laughter.     Pity's  sleeping: 
Strange  times,  that  weep  with  laughing,  not  with 
weepi 

Flar.  I  beg  of  you  to  know  me,  good  my  lord, 
To  accept  my  grief,  and,  whilst  this  poor  wealth 

last 
To  entertain  me  as  your  steward  still. 

Tim.  Had  I  a  steward  so  true,  so  just,  and  now 
So  comfortable  ?     It  almost  turns 
My  dangerous  nature  wild."5     Let  me  behold 
Thv  face. — Surely,  this  man  was  born  of  woman. — 
Forgive  my  general  and  exoeptless  rashm  ss, 
Perpetual-sober  gods  !  I  do  proclaim 
One  honest  man, — mistake  me  not, — but  one  ; 
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Xo  more,  I  pray, — and  he  is  A  steward. — 
How  fain  would  I  have  hated  all  mankind, 
And  thou  redeem'st  thyself i  But  all,  save  thee, 
I  fell  with  curses. 

Methinks,  thou  art  more  honest  now,  than  wise ; 

For,  by  oppressing  and  betraying  me, 

Thou  might'st  have  sooner  got  another  service: 

For  many  bo  arrive  at  second  masters, 

Upon  their  first  lord's  neck.     But  tell  me  true, 

(For  I  must  ever  doubt,  though  ne'er  so  sure,) 

Is  not  thy  kindness  subtle,  covetous, 

If  not  a  usuring  kindness  ;  and  as  rich  men  deal 

gifts, 
Expecting  in  return  twenty  for  one  ? 

Flav.    Xo,   my  most  worthy  master,  in  whose 

breast 
Doubt  and  suspect,  alas,  are  plac'd  too  late  : 
Tou  should  have  fear'd  false  times,  when  you  did 

feast : 
Suspect  still  comes  where  an  estate  is  least. 
That  which  I  show,  heaven  knows,  is  merely  love, 
Duty  and  zeal  to  your  unmatched  mind, 
Care  of  your  food  and  living  :  and,  believe  it, 
My  most  honour' d  lord, 


For  any  beuefit  that  points  to  me, 

Either  in  hope,  or  present,  1 1d  exchange 

For  this  one  wish,  That  you  had  power  and  wealth 

To  requite  me,  by  making  rich  yourself. 

Tim.  Look  thee,   'tis   so ! — Thou  singly  honest 
man. 
Here,  take: — the  gods  out  of  my  misery 
Have  sent  thee  treasure.    Go,  live  rich,  and  happy : 
But  thus  condition'd  ;  Thou  shalt  build  from  men ; 
Hate  all,  curse  all :  show  charity  to  none  ; 
\  But  let  the  famish' d  flesh  slide  from  the  bone, 
i  Ere  thou  relieve  the  beggar :  give  to  dogs 
{  What  thou  deny'st  to  men;   let  prisons  swallow 
I  them, 

^  Debts  wither  them :  Be  men  like  blasted  woods, 
\  And  may  diseases  lick  up  their  false  bloods 
i  And  so,  farewell,  and  thrive. 

Flav.  O,  let  me  stay 

And  comfort  you,  my  master. 

Tim.  If  thou  hat'st 

Curses,  stay  not;  fly,  whilst  thou  'rt  bless' d   and 

free  : 
Ne'er  see  thou  man  and  let  me  ne'er  see  thee. 

[Exeunt  severally. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I.— The  Same.     Before  Timon's  Cave, 

Enter  Poet  and  Painter ;  Timon  beliind,  unseen. 

Pain.  As  I  took  note  of  the  place,  it  cannot  be 
far  where  he  abides. 

Poet.  "What 's  to  be  thought  of  him  ?  Does  the 
rumour  hold  for  true,  that  he  is  so  full  of  gold  ? 

Pain.  Certain:  Alcibiades  reports  it;  Phrynia 
and  Timandra  had  gold  of  him  ;  he  likewise  en- 
riched poor  straggling  soldiers  with  great  quantity : 
'Tis  said,  he  gave  unto  his  steward  a  mighty  sum. 

Poet.  Then  this  breaking  of  his  has  been  but  a 
try  for  his  friends. 

Pain.  Nothing  else:  you  shall  see  him  a  palm 
in  Athens  again,  and  flourish  with  the  highest. 
Therefore,  'tis  not  amiss,  we  lender  cur  loves  to 
him,  in  this  supposed  distress  of  his:  it  will  show 
honestly  in  us;  and  is  very  likely  to  load  our  pur- 
poses with  what  they  travel  for,  if  it  be  a  just  and 

true  report   tin'    -  of  his  having. 

Poet.  What  have  you  now  to  present  unto  him? 

Pain.  Nothing  :it  this  time  hut  my  visitation: 
only  I  will  promise  him  an  excellent  piece. 

11  | 


Poet.  I  must  serve  him  so  too ;  tell  him  of  an 
intent  that 's  coming  toward  him. 

Pain.  Grood  as  the  best.  Promising  is  the  very 
air  o'  the  time :  it  opens  the  eyes  of  expectation : 
performance  is  ever  the  duller  for  his  act ;  and,  but 
in  the  plainer  and  simpler  kind  of  people,  the  deed 
of  saying  is  quite  out  of  use.  To  promise  is  most 
courtly  and  fashionable :  performance  is  a  kind  of 
will,  or  testament,  which  argues  a  great  sickness  in 
his  judgment  that  makes  it. 

Tim.  Excellent  workman !  Thou  canst  not  paint 
a  man  so  bad  as  is  thyself. 

Poet.  1  :nu  thinking,  what  I  shall  say  I  have 
provided  for  him:  It  must  be  a  personating  of  him- 
self J  a  satire  against  the  softness  of  prosperity; 
with  :i  discovery  of  the  in  finite  flatteries,  that  follow 
youth  and  opulency. 

Tim.  Must  thou  needs  stand  for  a  villain  in 
thine  own  work?  Wilt,  thou  whip  thine  own  faults 
in  other  men P  Do  so,  I  have  gold  for  thee. 

Poet.  Nay,  let's  seek  him  : 
Then  do  we  sin  against  our  own  estate, 
When  we  may  profit  meet,  and  come  too  late. 
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I'illU.       I 

\V  hen  i  he  i 

I'llld    U  ll.lt     thou    W  Mill       I     I'  • 

( "(III 

Tim.   I  'II  moot   \  ou  at  i  he  i  urn       W 
•Id, 
Thai  he  i    w or  ihipp'd  in  n  bo 
Than  where    win<   feed  I 

I  i      I  hOU    I  IimI    i  pk,   Mini     [)1(] 

roara  ; 
Sol  i  lest  admired  ro>  i  rt  nee  in  a    lai  e  : 
To  i  hee  I"'  \\ orship  I  and  t  hi  i\  o 

l>(  oroM  n'«l  \\  ii  h  pi  i  IimI  i  hoe  alone  "I 

'lii   I  do  meet  l hem.  |  . idvancing, 

/'<'.'  /.   I  tail,  worl  h\  Timon  ' 
l\tin.  ( )ui-  late  noble  ma 

Tim,     I [ave    1    once   lii 'd    to   m  e    i wo    ho 
men  ? 

I'f.    Sir. 

BLaving  often  of  your  open  bounty  basted, 
Hearing  you  were  retir'd,  your  friends  fall'n  off, 
Whose  thankless  natures   -0  abhorred  spirits! 
Not  all  the  whips  of  heaven  mix*  large  enougl 
What !  to  you ! 

Whose  star-like  nobleness  gave  life  and  Influence 
To  their  whole  being!  1  'm  rapt,  and  cannol  coyer 
The  monstrous  hulk  of  this  ingratitude 
With  any  Buse  o(  words. 

7V;;/.  Let  it  go  naked,  men  may  BeeM  the  better: 
You,  that  are  honest,  by  being  what  you  are, 

Make  them  best  seen,  and  known. 

rtft.  lie,  and  my  sell". 

Have  travelTd  in  the  great  shower  oi  ifts, 

Ami  sweetly  fell  it. 

Ay,  you  are  honesl  men. 


Kvi 
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I 

TotksV 

I 

\ 

i 

I 
/  U  edP 

/;  41     Doubt 

/  I  I 

Thai  might 

Tim.    Ay,   and   you    hear   hi 
hie, 
K  i  him, 

W.  ep  in  your  bosom  :  yel  n  -I, 

Thai  he  's  a  made-up  villain. 

/'  i  .   lord. 

Poet.  ' 

Tim.      1  ii,  I  lo. 

Id, 
Kid  me  these  villains  from  your  c 
Bang  them,  or  itab  them,  drown  them  iii  a  dra 

(    infound  them  by  some 
I'll  give  you  gold  enough. 

Both.  Name  them,  my  lord,  lei  '■  them. 

Tim.  You  that    way,  and  you   this,   but    two  in 
mpany : — 
Each  man  apart,  all  single  and  al< 


Tim. 

Fain.   We  are  hither  come  to  oiler  you  our  ser-   J   Yet  an  areh-villain  keeps  him  company. 

Tiee.  ;   If,  where  thou  art,  two  villains  shall  not  be. 

Tim,  Most  honest  men!  Why,  how  shall  I  re-  'iter, 

quite  you?  I   Come  not  near  him. — If  thou  would'st 

Can  you  eat  roots,  and  drink  cold  water?  no.  [To  the  V 

Both.  AY  hat  we    can    do,  we'll  do,  to    do   you  <   But  where  one  villain  is,  then  him  abandon. — 

service.  \  Hence!  pack!  there  's  gold,  ye  came  for  gold,  ye 

Tim.  You  are  honest  men  ;  You  have  heard  that  \  slaves  : 

I  have  gold  ;  \  You  have  done  work  for  me,  there  '■  paymeo 

I  am  sure  you  have  :  speak  truth  :  you  are  honest  Hence ! 

men.  j  You  are  an  alchymist,  make  gold  of  that : — 

Bain.  So  it  is  said,  my  noble  lord:  but  therefore  j   Out,  rascal  do_  it,  beating and 'driving  them  out. 

Came  not  my  friend,  nor  I. 

Tim.  Good  honest  men: — Thou  draw' at  a  coun- 
terfeit56 
Best  in  all  Athens  :  thou  art,  indeed,  the  best ; 
Thou  counterfeit' st  most  lively. 


Bain. 


3l2 


So,  so,  my  lord. 


SCENE  II.— The  Same. 

Enter  FlatHTS,  and  Two  Senators. 
Flap.  It  is  in  vain  that  you  would  speak  with 
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For  he  is  set  so  only  to  himself, 

Thai  nothing  hut  himself,  which  looks  like  man, 

Is  friendly  with  him. 

1st  Sen.  Bring  us  to  his  cave  : 

It  is  our  part,  and  promise  to  the  Athenians, 
To  speak  with  Timon. 

2/,,/  Sen.  At  all  times  alike 

Men  are  not  still  the  same:  Twas  time,  and  griefs, 
That  fram'd  him  thus :  time,  with  his  fairer  hand, 
Offering  the  fortunes  of  his  former  days, 
The  former  man  may  make  him :  Bring  us  to  him, 
And  chance  it  as  it  may. 

Flav.  Here  is  his  cave. — 

Peace  and  content  be  here !  Lord  Timon !  Timon ! 
Look  out,  and  speak  to  friends :  The  Athenians, 
By  two  of  their  most  reverend  senate,  greet  thee : 
Speak  to  them,  noble  Timon. 

Enter  Timon. 

Tim.  Thou  sun,  that  comfort' st,  burn ! — Speak, 
and  be  hang'd : 
For  each  true  word,  a  blister !  and  each  false 
Be  as  a  caut'rizing  to  the  root  o'  the  tongue, 
Consuming  it  with  speaking ! 

1st  Sen.  Worthy  Timon, 

Tim.  Of  none  but  such  as  you,  and  you  of  Ti- 
mon. 
2nd  Sen.    The   senators  of  Athens  greet  thee, 

Timon. 
Tim.  I  thank  them;  and  would  send  them  back 
the  plague, 
Could  I  but  catch  it  for  them. 

1st  Sen.  O,  forget 

What  we  are  sorry  for  ourselves  in  thee. 
The  senators,  with  one  consent  of  love, 
Entreat  thee  back  to  Athens;  wrho  have  thought 
1  I     special  dignities,  which  vacant  lie 
For  thy  best  use  and  wearing. 

2nd  Sen.  They  confess, 

Toward  thee,  forgetfulncss  too  general,  gross : 
Wliicli  now  the  public  body, — which  doth  seldom 
Play  the  recanter, — feeling  in  itself 
A  hick  of  Timon's  aid,  hath  sense  withal 
Of  its  own  fall,  restraining  aid  to  Timon  ; 
Ann  send  forth  us,  to  make  their  sorrowed  render, 
Together  with  a  recompense  more  fruitful 
Than  their  offence  can  weigh  down  by  the  dram  ; 
\  •. .  «\<u  Buch  heaps  and  sums  of  love  and  wealth, 
shall  t.»  thee  blot  out  what  wrongs  were  theirs, 
And  write  iu  thee  tin;  figures  of  their  love, 
E     >  to  read  them  thine. 

Tim.  \'<>ii  witch  me  in  it ; 

Surprise  nic  to  the  very  brink  of  tears: 


Lend  me  a  fool's  heart,  and  a  woman's  eyes, 
And  I  '11  beweep  these  comforts,  worthy  senators. 

1st  Sen.  Therefore,  so  please  thee  to  return  with 
us, 
And  of  our  Athens  (thine,  and  ours,)  to  take 
The  captainship,  thou  shalt  be  met  with  thanks, 
Allow* d  with  absolute  power,57  and  thy  good  name 
Live  with  authority : — so  soon  we  shall  drive  back 
Of  Alcibiades  the  approaches  wild ; 
Who,  like  a  boar  too  savage,  doth  root  up 
His  country's  peace. 

2nd  Sen.  And  shakes  his  threat'ning  sword 


Against  the  walls  of  Athens. 


Therefore,  Timon, — 
therefore,  I  will,  sir 


1st  Sen. 

Tim.    Well,   sir,   I  will 
Thus  — 
If  Alcibiades  kill  my  countrymen, 
Let  Alcibiades  know  this  of  Timon, 
That — Timon  cares  not.  But  if  he  sack  fair  Athens, 
And  take  our  goodly  aged  men  by  the  beards, 
Giving  our  holy  virgins  to  the  stain 
Of  contumelious,  beastly,  mad-brain'd  war ; 
Then,  let  him  know, — and  tell  him,  Timon  speaks 

it, 
In  pity  of  our  aged,  and  our  youth, 
I  cannot  choose  but  tell  him,  that — I  care  not, 
And  let  him  tak't  at  worst;  for  their  knives  care 

not, 
While  jow.  have  throats  to  answer :  for  myself. 
There  's  not  a  whittle  in  the  unruly  camp, 
But  I  do  prize  it  at  my  love,  before 
The  reverend' st  throat  in  Athens.     So  I  leave  you 
To  the  protection  of  the  prosperous  gods, 
As  thieves  to  keepers. 

Flav.  Stay  not,  all 's  in  vain. 

Tim.  Why,  I  was  writing  of  my  epitaph, 
It  will  be  seen  to-morrow ;  My  long  sickness 
Of  health,  and  living,  now  begins  to  mend, 
And  nothing  brings  me  all  things.     Go,  live  still 
Be  Alcibiades  your  plague,  you  his, 
And  last  so  long  enough  ! 

1st  Sen.  We  speak  in  vain. 

Tim.  But  yet  I  love  my  country  ;  and  am  not 
One  that  rejoices  in  the  common  wreck, 
As  common  bruit  doth  put  it. 

1st  Sen.  That 's  well  spoke. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  my  loving  countrymen, — 
1st  Sen.  These  words  become  your  lips  as  they 

pass  through  them. 
2nd  Sen.  And  enter  in  our  ears  like  great  trium- 
ph ers 
In  their  applauding  gates. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  them ; 
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close, 

Thai  mine  own  u  u  invites  mr.  to  out  dow n, 
An. I  shortly  must  I  ii  II  ii  ,  Tell  mj  friei 

IV1I    A  I  liens,   ill   I  lie  sequence  of  (I 

From  high  i"  Ion  throughout,  that  wli.»><>  please 
Ti  i  itop  afflict  ion,  let  him  take  his  ha 
Come  hither,  ere  mj  tree  hath  felt  the  axe, 
Ami  hang  himself:     I  praj  you,  •  !<>  my  greetin 

hi <ic.  Trouble  him  no  further,  thus  you  still 
find  him. 

Tim.  Ooxne  n"t  to  mi'  again:  but  aaj  to  A.tl 
Timon  hath  made  his  everlasting  mansion 
Dpon  the  beached  verge  of  the  sail  flood  ; 
Winch  onoe  a  day  with  his  embossed  froth 
The  turbulent  Burge  shall  cover  ;  thither  eon 
Ami  let  m\  grave-stone  be  your  oracle. — 

Lips,  let   sour  words  gO  by,  and  language  end  : 

What  is  amiss,  plague  ami  infection  mend! 

(J ra\ es  only  be  men's  works ;  ami  death,  their  gain  ! 

Sun,  hide  tliv  beams!     Timon  hath  done  his  reign. 

[Exit  Tu, 

1st  Sen,  His  discontents  are  unremovably 

Coupled  to  nature. 

"2Ntf  Sen.   Our  hope  in  him  is  dead  :   let  us  return, 
And  strain  what  other  moans  is  left  unto  us 
111  our  dear  peril. 

2nd  Sen,  It  requires  swift  foot.     [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— The  Walls  of  Athens. 

Enter  Tiro  Senators,  and  a  Messenger. 

1st  Sen.  Thou  hast  painfully  discover'd;  are  his 
files 
As  full  as  thy  report  ? 

Mess.  I  have  spoke  the  least : 

Besides,  his  expedition  promises 
Present  approach. 

2nd  Sen.   We  stand  much  hazard,  if  they  bring 

not  Timon. 
Mess.  I  met  a  courier,  one  mine  ancient  friend  ; — 
Whom,  though  in  general  part  we  were  oppos'd, 
Yet  our  old  love  made  a  particular  force, 
And  made  us  speak  like  friends : — this  man  was 
riding 
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Timon  i  .  who  h.r  |  hi<  ip  I 

Some  \y  yp'd  this  ;    then 

I  I  .   and  this  fa  •. — 

What  s  on  his  tomb  I  cannot  read;  the  ehi 

1  '11  take  with  \\;i\  : 

Our  captain  hath  in  e  1  ; 

An  ag*d  interpreter,  though  j 

B  ''  >re  proud  Athens  I 

Whose  fall  the  mark  of  his  ambit 

M    K\  I]    \\— Before  the  Walls  of  Ath. 

inpets  sound.     Enter  Alcibiades,  and  Forces. 

Alcib.   Sound  to  this  eoward  and 
Our  terrible  approach.  ~A  Parley  sounded. 

Enter  Senators  on  the  Walls. 

Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  fill'd  the  time 
With  all  licentious  measure,  making  your  wills 
The  scope  of  justice  ;  till  now,  m;  d  such 

As  slept  within  the  shadow  of  your  power, 
Have    wander  d   with    our   travers'd   amis,5*   and 

breath  \1 
Our  sufferance  vainly :  Xow  the  time  is  flush,59 
When  crouching  marrow,  in  the  bearer  strong, 
Cries,  of  itself,  "  No  more:"  now  breathless  wrong 
Shall  sit  and  pant  in  your  great  chairs  of  e;  - 
And  pursy  insolence  shall  break  his  wind, 
With  fear,  and  horrid  flight. 

1st  Sen.  Xoble  and  young, 

When  thy  first  griefs  were  but  a  mere  conceit, 
Ere  thou  hadst  power,  or  we  had  cause  of  & 
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We  sent  to  thee  ;  to  give  thy  rages  balm, 
To  wipe  out  our  ingratitude  with  loves 
Above  their  quantity. 

2nd  Sen.  So  did  we  woo 

Transformed  Timon  to  our  city's  love, 
By  humble  message,  and  by  promis'd  means  ; 
We  were  not  all  unkind,  nor  all  deserve 
The  common  stroke  of  war. 

1st  Sen.  These  walls  of  ours 

"Were  not  erected  by  their  hands,  from  whom 
Tou  have  receiv'd  your  griefs :  nor  are  they  such, 
That   these   great   towers,   trophies,    and    schools 

should  fall 
For  private  faults  in  them. 

2nd  Sen.  Nor  are  they  living, 

Who  were  the  motives  that  you  first  went  out ; 
Shame,  that  they  wanted  cunning,  in  excess 
Hath  broke  their  hearts.     March,  noble  lord, 
Into  cur  city  with  thy  banners  spread: 
By  decimation,  and  a  tithed  death, 
(If  thy  revenges  hunger  for  that  food, 
Which  nature  loaths,)  take  thou  the  destin'd  tenth  ; 
And  by  the  hazard  of  the  spotted  die, 
Let  die  the  spotted. 

1st  Sen.  All  have  not  offended ; 

For  those  that  were,  it  is  net  square,  to  take, 
Od  those  that  are,  revenges  :  crimes,  like  lands, 
Are  not  inherited.     Then,  dear  countryman, 
Bring  in  thy  ranks,  but  leave  without  thy  rage: 
Spare  thy  Athenian  cradle,  and  those  kin, 
Which,  in  the  bluster  of  thy  wrath,  must  fall 
With  those  that  have  offended :  like  a  shepherd, 
Approach  the  fold,  and  cull  the  infected  forth, 
But  kill  not  all  together. 

2nd  Sen.  What  thou  wilt, 

Thou  rather  shalt  enforce  it  with  thy  smile, 
Than  hew  to  't  with  thy  sword. 

1st.  Sen.  Set  but  thy  foot 

Against  our  rampir'd  gates,  and  they  shall  ope; 
So  thou  wilt  send  thy  gentle  heart  before, 
To  say,  thou' It  enter  friendly. 

2nd  Sen.  Throw  thy  glove, 

Or  any  token  of  thine  honour  else, 


That  thou  wilt  use  the  wars  as  thy  redress, 
And  not  as  our  confusion,  all  thy  powers 
Shall  make  their  harbour  in  our  town,  till  we 
Have  seal'd  thv  full  desire. 

Alcib.  Then  there 's  my  glove ; 

Descend,  and  open  your  uncharged  ports  ;60 
Those  enemies  of  Timon' s,  and  mine  own, 
Whom  you  yourselves  shall  set  out  for  reproof, 
Fall,  and  no  more :  and, — to  atone  your  fears 
With  m}^  more  noble  meaning,61 — not  a  man 
Shall  pass  his  quarter,  or  offend  the  stream 
Of  regular  justice  in  your  city's  bounds, 
But  shall  be  remedied,  to  your  public  laws 
At  heaviest  answer. 

Both.  'Tis  most  nobly  spoken. 

Alcib.  Descend,  and  keep  your  words. 

[The  Senators  descend,  and  open  the  Gates. 

JEnter  a  Soldier. 

Sold.  My  noble  general,  Timon  is  dead ; 
Entomb' d  upon  the  very  hem  o  'the  sea : 
And,  on  his  grave-stone,  this  insculpture ;  which 
With  wax  I  brought  away,  whose  soft  impression 
Interprets  for  my  poor  ignorance. 

Alcib.    [Reads.]    Here  lies  a  wretched  corse,  of  wretched 

soul  bereft : 
Seek  not  my  name  :  A  plague  consume  you  wicked  caitiffs  left ! 
Here  lie  I  Timon;  who,  alive,  all  living  men  did  hate  : 
Pass  by,  and  curse  thy  fill ;  but  pass,  and  stay  not  here  thy 

gait.62 

These  well  express  in  thee  thy  latter  spirits ; 
Though  thou  abhorr'dst  in  us  our  human  griefs, 
Scorn' dst  our  brain's  flow,  and  those  our  droplets 

which 
From  niggard  nature  fall,  yet  rich  conceit 
Taught  thee  to  make  vast  Neptune  weep  for  aye 
On  thy  low  grave,  on  faults  forgiven.     Dead 
Is  noble  Timon ;  of  whose  memory 
Hereafter  more. — Bring  me  into  your  city, 
And  I  will  use  the  olive  with  my  sword : 
Make  war  breed  peace;   make  peace  stint   war; 

make  each 
Prescribe  to  other,  as  each  other's  leech. — 
Let  our  drums  strike.  [Exeunt. 
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'   // 
'I  li  it   !•,  In-  i -M-i  i  ii  ,  ..,,,  ii< I  i  < itii in < 'it  i<"  i 

tin-  mi  in  w  imiIiI  In   pel  I'  <  i.  and  i  lie  ,  ibi  upl . 
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//    he  will  touch  tin-  rufimufr. 
M  I"  I  In-  Dl 
'    When  'Ik   I  iUt 

The  po6(    is   lnir  reading   hi     own   work,  and  tin   i 

three   lines  are  llir  introduction    of  it    pot  in    addressed   l-i 

Timon. 

1     //;   it   li  iilr  snt  <>/'  iru.r. 
The   ancients  wrote    upon    waxen    tablet   With   tl)    iron 

stik.    The  meaning  it,  he  decs  not  limit  his  lubjeet,  bul 

lets  it  run  out  to  such  extent,  that  the  writing  of  it  con- 
sumes I  \\  itle  sea  of  w.i\. 

3  7V.s-  conceit  '<l  /•>  N  v"  ■ 

Grandly  imagined  ;  it  ii  a  conception  without  restraint. 
6   Therefore  he  will  be,  Timon, 

lie  is  honest  because  it  is  his  nature  to  he  so  ;  let  him 
enjoy   the   happiness  arising  from  his  honesty,  but  not 

the  love  of  my  daughter. 

7  It  would  uncletc  me  quite. 
To  unclew  is  to  unwind  or  undo. 

8   Till  I  be  yentle,  stay  for  thy  good  morrow  . 

Jl'hen  thou  art  Timon's  doy,  and  these  knaves  honest. 

Wait  for  my  courtesy  until  that  happen,  which  will 
never  happen  ;  namely,  until  thou  art  transformed  to  a 
dog,  and  these  parasites  become  honest  men. 

9   That  I  had  no  anyry  wit  to  be  a  lord. 

Warburton  reads  ; — 

That  I  had  so  hungry  a  wit  to  be  a  lord. 

That  is,  1  should  hate  myself  for  having  no  more  wit 
than  to  covet  so  insignificant  a  title.  Mr.  Heath  pro- 
poses to  read  ; — 

That  I  had  so  icrony'd  my  wit  to  be  a  lord. 
But  all  alterations  of  the  line  must  be  merely  conjec- 
tural. 

10  Ho,  ho,  confessed  it  t  hanyd  it,  have  you  not  ? 

The  line  contains  an  allusion  to  a  proverbial  saying 
of  the  time  of  Shakspere,  "  Confess  and  be  hanged." 

11  Methinks  they  should  invite  th<  m  without  knives. 
"  It  was  the  custom,"  says  Ritson,  "  in  our  author's 
time  for  every  guest  to  bring  hi.~  own  knife,  which  he 
T.  3  M 
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Thy  h> 
By  his    h> ■nvi ii    I 
longer  by  counsel  attempt  I" 

""'  ]!■  .  i.e.  silenced  or 

IT    |  , 

Dr.  Johnson  says  that  tl  ••  dinner, 

for  Timon  tells  Alcibiades,  that  they  will  go  forth  again 

>oon   as   dinner's   done.     On    this   Mr.   Tyrwhitt 
marks  that  good  eeww,   or  as  it    i  tten, 

good   den,    was    the    usual    salutation    after    noon,    the 
moment  that  good  morrow  became  improper.     It  may 
also  be  remarked  that  the  servants  here  call  each  c\ 
by  their    masters'   names  ;    this  might  have  been  a 
satire  on  the  assumptions  of  servants,  or  it  might  have 
proceeded  from  the  negligence  of  the  poet. 

18  That  with  your  other  noble  parts  you  '11  suit. 

That  is,  that  you  will  on  this  occasion  act  in  a  manner 
consistent  with  your  other  noble  qualities. 

19  Ent>r  AjHfnantus  and  a  2 

Dr.  Johnson  supposes  something  to  be  here  lost,  in 
which  the  audience  are  informed  that  the  Fool  and  the 
Page,  who  subsequently  enters,  were  the  fool  and  page  of 
Phrynia,  Timandra,  or  some  other  courtezqn  ;  upon  a 
knowledge  of  which  depends  the  greater  part  of  the 
ensuing  jocularity.  Shakspere,  however,  frequently 
introduces  his  characters  with  much  abruptness,  and 
leaves  their  condition  and  previous  history  to  the 
imagination  of  his  readc 

20  Jlore  than  his  artificial  one. 

His  artificial  one  was  the  philosopher's  stone,  « 
in  those  times  was  much  talked  of. 
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21  I  have  retird  me  to  a  wasteful  cock. 

Sir  T.  Ilanmcr  says  a  wasteful  cock  is  a  cock-loft  or 
garret  put  to  no  use,  but  Mr.  Collins  has  an  explanation 
which  I  prefer.  He  says  a  wasteful  cock  is  what  we 
now  call  a  waste-pipe ;  a  pipe  which  is  continually  run- 
ning, and  thereby  prevents  the  overflow  of  cisterns,  and 
other  reservoirs,  by  carrying  off  their  superfluous  water. 
This  circumstance  served  to  keep  the  idea  of  Timon's 
unceasing  prodigality  in  the  mind  of  the  steward,  while 
its  remoteness  from  the  scenes  of  luxury  within  the 
house,  was  favourable  to  meditation. 

22    With  certain  half  caps. 

With  a  stiff  and  cold  courtesy ;  a  half  cap  signifies  a 
cap  slightly  moved,  not  put  off. 

23  Ingeniously  I  speak. 

Ingenious,  that  is,  witty,  inventive;  was  anciently 
used  in  the  same  sense  as  ingenious — open,  frank, 
candid. 

24  To  expel  sickness,  but  prolong  his  hour. 

That  is,  prolong  the  hour  of  sickness.     His  for  its. 
25   Yet  had  he  mistook  him  and  sent  to  me. 

Dr.  Johnson  proposes  to  read — "  had  he  not  mistook 
him,"  i.e.  had  he  not  been  deceived  in  his  opinion  of 
him,  and  sent  to  me,  I  would  have  supplied  his  wants. 

"   With  so  many  talents. 
Thus  the  old  copy,  but  we  should  certainly  read  with 
fifty  talents,  the  sum  Servilius  was  directed  to  apply  for. 
This  is  evident  by  the  answer — "  He  cannot  want  fifty- 
five  hundred  talents." 

27  I  would  have  put  my  wealth  into  donation, 
And  the  best  half  should  have  return'd  to  him. 
This  passage  is  evidently  corrupt ;  the  wealth  of  the 
speaker  could  not  have  returned  to  Timon,  because  it 
never  came  from  him.  Sir  T.  Hanmer  proposed  to  sub- 
stitute attorn'd,  but  that  reading  would  be  hard  and 
forced.  Mr.  Steevens  says  the  word  returns  being  some- 
times used  by  Shakspere  in  the  sense  of  replies ;  as  thus 
he  returns,  i.e.  answers,  he  would  so  explain  it  in  this 
passage,  and  the  sense  would  be  as  follows :< — The  best 
half  of  my  wealth  should  have  been  the  reply  returned 
to  Timon,  in  answer  to  his  request. 

w   Who  cannot  keep  his  wealth  must  keep  his  house. 

That  is,  keep  within  doors  for  fear  of  duns. 

29  He  is  a  man  setting  his  fate  aside. 

That  is,  setting  aside  this  unfortunate  deed  which  was 
predetermined  by  fate,  and  for  which  he  is  therefore  not 
strictly  chargeable. 

30  But,  in  defence,  by  mercy,  His  most  just. 

That  is,  I  call  mercy  herself  to  witness  that  defensive 
violence  is  just. 

31   TJie  rest  of  your  fees. 
Fees  has  no  sense ;  it  is  probably  a  misprint  for  foes. 
< •<> i  >>.  u    j  oung,  immature. 


33   With  multiplying  banns. 

That  is,  accumulated  curses ;  multiplying  is  used  for 
\  multiplied. 

34  Let  me  be  recorded. 

Sir  T.  Hanmer  would  substitute  the  much  clearer  and 
more  forcible  reading — Let  it  be  recorded. 


35 Not  nature. 

To  whom  all  sores  lay  siege,  can  bear  great  fortune, 
But  by  contempt  of  nature. 

This  passage  is  unintelligible,  but  may  be  made  clear 
enough  by  the  addition  of  a  single  letter.  If  we  read — 
not  natures,  &c,  the  sense  will  be  : — Not  those  wretched 
beings  who  are  afflicted  with  all  kinds  of  evils,  can  bear 
a  sudden  reverse  of  fortune,  and  become  prosperous 
without  despising  their  fellow-creatures. 

36  It  is  the  pasture  lards  the  brother's  sides. 

This  is  an  obscure  line  which  the  editors  of  Shakspert 
have,  in  their  attempts  to  explain,  rendered  still  more 
doubtful.  Warburton  proposes — the  wether's  sides. 
This  is  merely  a  conjectural  reading,  but  I  think  it  the 
best  offered. 

37  Fang  mankind,  i.e.  seize  upon,  gripe,  or  tear. 

30  Gold  ?  yellow,  glittering,  precious  gold  ?     No,  gods  f 
I  am  no  idle  votarist. 

No,  I  do  not  desire  wealth ;  my  protestations  against 
it  are  sincere.  I  am  no  inconstant  suppliant  of  nature, 
gold  will  not  tempt  me  to  forsake  her  solitudes  for 
society. 

39  TJie  ivappen'd  widow. 

Of  this  word,  Johnson  says,  he  has  found  no  example, 
nor  does  he  know  the  meaning.  Mr.  Steevens  suggests 
the  meaning  of  it  to  be  debilitated  by  the  diseases  of 
debauchery. 

40  She,  whom  the  spital-house,  and  ulcerous  sores 
Would  cast  the  gorge  at. 

Mr.  Steevens  would  read  : — 

She  whose  ulcerous  sores  the  spital-house,  &c. 

But  the  passage  may  stand  without  emendation ;  the 
spital-house  is  used  metaphorically,  for  the  inmates  of  it, 
and  ulcerous  sores  for  the  possessors  of  them. 

41 /  will  make  thee 

Do  thy  right  nature. 

That  is,  I  will  bury  thee  again,  consign  thee  to  the 
earth  where  nature  placed  thee. 

42  Phrynia. 

Shakspere  probably  meant  Phryne,  but  spelt  the  name 
from  recollection.  She  was  an  Athenian  courtezan,  so 
exquisitely  beautiful,  that  when  her  judges  were  pro- 
ceeding to  condemn  her  for  numerous  and  enormous 
offences,  a  sight  of  her  bosom,  which  was  artfully  un- 
covered by  her  advocate  so  softened  her  judges  that  they 
spared  her  life. 
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51    Wort  thou  the  unicorn,  pride  and  icrath  would  con- 
found thee. 

In  Gesner's  Animal  History,  it  is  said  that  the 
unicorn  and  the  lion  being  enemies  by  nature,  as  soo: 
the  lion  sees  the  unicorn,  lie  betakes  himself  to  a  tree; 
the  unicorn  in  his  fury,  and  with  all  the  swiftness  of  his 
course,  running  at  him,  sticks  his  horn  fast  in  the  tree, 
and  then  the  lion  descends  and  kills  him. 

r-   O  thou  touch  of  hearts. 

Touch   is    used    for   touchstone :    Thou  touchstone  of 
hearts. 


Shakspere  formed  this  epitaph  out  which  he 

found  in  Plutarch  ;  the  following  is  the  passage  contain- 
ing them.       "  He  [Timon]  was  buried  at  Halae  near  the 
sea,  and  the  water  surrounded  his  tomb  in  such  a  n 
ner,  that  h<  ren   then   ina  Le   to   mank 

The  following  epitaph  is  inscribed  on  his  monument :  — 

At  last  I've  bid  the  knaves  farewell ; 

A-k  not  my  name — but  go — to  hell. 
It  is  said   that   he    wrote    this    epitaph   himself.     That 
which  is  commonly  repeated  was  written  by  Callimar- 
chus  : — 

My  name  is  Timon  :  knaves  begone  ! 

Curse  me,  but  come  not  near  my  stone  ! 

II.  T. 
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SHAKSPERE,  in  the  two  concluding  lines  of  the  prologue  to  this  piay,  appears  to  nave  anticipated  that 
it  would  riot  be  exceedingly  popular ;  to  say  the  truth,  it  is  the  most  desultory  and  rambling  of  his 
acknowledged  works:  extending  over  too  great  a  period  of  time  for  the  poet  fairly  to  grasp,  consisting 
of  too  many  incidents  for  effective  combination,  and  of  too  many  characters  to  permit  of  their  complete 
development.  In  this  play  we  miss  that  constructive  art  which  is  generally  to  be  traced  in  the  works 
of  Shakspere ;  it  is  less  a  drama  than  a  narrative  ;  the  story  is  unconnected  and  incomplete,  and  the 
end  is  no  conclusion.  Hector,  the  hero  and  favourite  of  the  poet — the  brave,  yet  gentle  and  generous 
Hector — is  shamefully  murdered,  in  violation  both  of  the  laws  of  arms  and  humanity,  and  the  large- 
limbed  savage  who  hacks  him  to  death  by  deputy,  escapes  unhurt  and  in  triumph.  Troilus  talks 
largely  of  revenge,  but  accomplishes  none ;  Cressida  is  false  and  unpunished,  and,  we  are  to  suppose, 
lives  to  be  the  happy  mistress  of  Diomede,  until  her  voluptuous  and  fickle  nature  prompts  her  to 
abandon  him  as  readily  as  she  has  previously  left  Troilus 

The  destruction  of  Troy  would  have  been  a  theme  worthy  of  the  pen  of  Shakspere,  had  he 
confined  his  overflowing  and  sometimes  erratic  genius  to  his  subject;  he  had  admirable  materials  in 
his  hand,  had  he  attempted  less.  The  play  abounds  with  characters,  but  they  are  introduced  and  then 
abandoned :  before  we  are  fairly  acquainted  with  them,  they  vanish.  Cressida  is  little  more  than  a 
sketch,  and  Cassandra,  the  mad  prophetess,  something  less  than  one.  The  best  developed  character 
is  Pandarus,  and  he  is  altogether  contemptible.  Thersites  is  probably  the  original  of  Apemantus ; 
there  is,  at  least,  a  resemblance  between  them,  but  the  latter  is  the  most  finished  character.  Shak- 
spere apparently  intended  to  create  a  sympathy  and  admiration  for  Troilus,  for  he  makes  "  that  same 
dog-fox,  Ulysses,"  speak  eloquently  in  his  favour,  comparing  him  with  Hector,  and  declaring  that  he 
was : — 

Not  yet  mature,  yet  matchless  ;  firm  of  word ; 

Speaking  in  deeds,  and  deedless  in  his  tongue  ; 

Not  soon  provoked,  nor,  being  provoked,  soon  calmed : 

His  heart  and  hand  both  open  and  both  free. 

Still,  a  mere  lover  is  generally  an  insipid  creation,  and  Troilus  is  scarcely  an  exception  to  the  rule ; 
he  wants  purpose,  decision,  and  moral  courage.  The  conduct  of  Pandarus  is  mean  and  officious 
enough,  but  Troilus  shares  his  shame  by  employing  him.  Cressida  was  open  to  be  wooed,  and  easy 
to  be  won ;  she  is  sufficiently  complying,  in  all  conscience,  and  only  retires  when  she  is  feebly  pursued. 
Had  Troilus  won  her  in  an  open,  manly  manner,  he  would  probably  have  preserved  both  her  affection 
and  her  honour.  Fanciful,  giddy  coquette  as  she  is,  she  would  have  remained  virtuous,  had  she  not 
encountered  temptation. 

But  I  must  qualify  my  censure ;  vague  as  the  play  is,  it  is  full  of  fine  poetry  and  profound 
observations ;  if  we  are  for  a  moment  angry  with  Shakspere  for  his  wanderings  or  his  inconsistency, 
he  soon  wins  us  back  to  him  with  bribes  of  thought  and  beauty.  The  play  also  has  many  fine  scenes  ; 
for  instance,  that  between  Cressida  and  her  uncle,  in  the  first  act,  is  remarkable  for  sparkling 
dialogue;  the  same  may  be  said  of  the  first  scene  of  the  second  act,  between  the  savage  jester 
Thersites,  and  the  blunt  Ajax.  The  short  scene  in  the  third  act,  where  Helen  is  introduced,  is  ex- 
ceedingly natural  and  lively;  the  equivocations  of  the  servant  whom  Pandarus  addresses,  are  fully 
as  humorous  as  the  sayings  of  the  licensed  fools  in  other  of  our  poet's  plays.  The  following  scene 
in  the  garden  of  Pandarus,  where  the  lovers  meet  and  confess  their  affection,  is  exceedingly  beau- 
tiful ;  we  are  reminded  for  a  moment  of  a  similar  scene  in  Romeo  and  Juliet,  but  the  resemblance 
i  ,  ,,,  eeaaei  —the  paaaionate,  though  chaste  and  womanly  affection  of  Juliet,  compared  to  the  wanton 
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Bhakspere  ia  auppoaed  bo  hare  produced  thia  drama  in  W01  or  L602;  he  b<  I  the  atory  chii 

from  Chaucer'i  poem  of  the  aamename;  though  In-  wm  udebted   to    L  h 

Destruction  qf  Trot/,  ami  the  fail   aeren   booka  of  Chapman'a  tranalation  of  Homer,     lint  (. 

obligations  were  oertainlj  fco  Chaucer,  who  detaila  the  love  of  Troilua  and  I 

they  derived  from  L'audarus,  at  greal   Length.     In  hi  •  Troilua  la  alain  by  Achillea ;  ami,  Bay  a  • 

renerable  old  goeaip : — 

Ami  whan  that  li<-  i  i-  ilain  in  tbii  man 
His  lighti  gostc  tul  blisfullj  ii  in  al 

I'p  to  tin-  holow  ne>>e  of  the  seventh  sphere, 
In  his  place  fating  everiehe  element, 
Ami  there  he  sawe,  with  t'ul  avi-einent, 
Tin-  enatike  stene-,  hearkening  harmonie, 

With  sow  nil  ful  of  herin'i  melodic 

Anil  iloun  from  thennis  fa>t  he  gan  a  vise 
This  litil  spotte  of  nth  that  with  the  se 

Embraced  is,  and  fully  gan  dispiaa 

This  wretehid  world,  and  helde  al  vanite 
In  respeete  of  the  plaine  felicite 
That  is  in  heven  above,  and  at  the  la>«t 
There  he  was  slaine  his  loking  doun  he  cast. 

The  old  poet's  story  consists  of  eighteen  hundred  and  sixty-nine  stanzas,  and  is,  in  my  estim 
sufficiently  tedious  to  wade  through.  It  may  be  very  barbarous  and  tasteless  to  say  so :  but  although 
sentiments,  which  might  be  eloquent  but  for  the  rude  and  obsolete  language  in  which  they  are 
expressed,  occasionally  occur,  still  the  whole  tale  does  not  contain  one  great  or  brilliant  thought,  or  one 
exquisitely  poetical  simile.  Little  more  than  a  century  and-a-half  occurred  between  the  death  of  Chaucer 
and  the  birth  of  Shakspere,  yet  the  works  of  the  former  are  obsolete  and  half- forgotten,  whil 
dramas  of  the  latter  are  yet  as  fresh,  vivid,  and  attractive  as  if  they  had  but  just  been  given  to  the 
world.  The  works  of  Chaucer  have  but  a  feeble  ray  of  genius,  cold  and  flickering — those  of  Shakspere 
contain  a  pregnant  heat  of  vital  power  which  attracts  and  warms  all  hearts. 

In  the  collected  works  of  Chaucer,  the  story  of  TroiJus  and  Cressida  is  followed  by  The  Testament 
of  Creseide,  a  conclusion  of  the  tale  by  another  writer,  supposed  to  be  one  Robert  Henderson,  a  school- 
master of  Dunfermline.  In  this  continuation,  Creseide,  for  railing  upon  Venus  and  Cupid,  is  by  the  gods 
transformed  into  a  leper ;  and  ends  her  life  in  great  poverty  and  misery.  The  idea  is  coarse  and 
unpoetical  but  it  is  not  unskilfully  treated,  when  we  consider  the  rudeness  ot  our  language  at  that 
period.  II.  T. 
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Pbtam,  King  of  Troy. 

Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  2.     Act  V.  sc.  3. 

Hector,  a  Son  of  Priam. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2.     Act  II.  sc.  2.     Act  IV.  sc.  5.     Act  V. 
sc.  1  ;  sc.  3  ;    sc.  4  ;  sc.  6  ;  sc.  9. 

Troilus,  a  Son  of  Priam. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2.  Act  II.  sc.  2.  Act  III.  sc.  2. 
Act  IV.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  4  ;  sc.  5.  Act  V.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3  ; 
sc.  4  ;  sc.  6  ;  sc.  9. 

Paris,  a  Son  of  Priam. 

Ajipcars,  Act  I.  sc.  1.     Act  II.  sc.  2.     Act  III.  sc.  1.     Act 
IV.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  3  ;  sc.  4.     Act  V.  sc.  8. 

Detphobus,  a  Son  of  Priam. 
Appears,  Act  IV.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  3  ;  sc.  4. 

Helenus,  a  Son  of  Priam. 
Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2.     Act  II.  sc.  2. 

_<Eneas,  a  Trojan  Commander. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3.     Act  IV.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2  ; 
sc.  3  ;  sc.  4  ;  sc.  5.     Act  V.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  11. 

Antexor,  a  Trojan  Commander. 
Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2.     Act  IV.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  3  ;  sc.  4. 

Calchas,  a  Trojan  Priest,  taking  part  with  the 

Greeks. 

Appears,  Act  III.  sc.  3.     Act  V.  sc.  2. 

Pandarus,  Uncle  to  Cressida. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2.     Act  III.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2.    Act  IV. 
sc.  2  ;  sc.  4.     Act  V.  sc.  3  ;  sc.  11. 

Margarelon,  a  bastard  Son  of  Priam. 
Appears,  Act  V.  sc.  8. 

Agamemnon,  the  Grecian  General. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  3.     Act  II.  sc.  3.      Act  III.  sc.  3.     Act 
IV.  sc.  5.     Act  V.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  5  ;  sc.  10. 

Menelatjs,  his  Brother. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  3.     Act  III.  sc.  3.      Act  IV.  sc.  5.     Act 
V.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  8  ;  sc.  10. 

Achillea,  a  Grecian  Commander. 

Aj'prars,  A<t.  II.  gc.  1;  sc.  3.    Act.  III.  sc.  3.    ActIV.se.  5. 
At  V.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  5  ;  sc.  6  ;  sc.  7  ;  sc.  9. 


Ajax,  a  Grecian  Commander. 

Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  3.     Act  III.  sc.  3.     Act  IV.  sc.  5. 
Act  V.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  5  ;  sc.  6  ;  sc.  10. 

Ulysses,  a  Grecian  Commander. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  3.     Act  II.  sc.  3.     Act  III.  sc.  3.     Act 
IV.  sc.  5.     Act  V.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2  ;  sc.  5. 

Nestor,  a  Grecian  Commander. 

Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  3.     Act  II.  sc.  3.     Act  III.  sc.  3.     Act 
IV.  sc.  5.     Act  V.  sc.  1 ;  sc.  5  ;  sc.  10. 

Diomedes,  a  Grecian  Commander. 

Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  3.  Act  III.  sc.  3.  Act  IV.  sc.  1  ;  sc. 
3  ;  sc.  4  ;  sc.  5.  Act  V.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  2  ;  sc.  4  ;  sc.  5  ;  sc.  6  ; 
sc.  10. 

Patroclus,  a  Friend  of  Achilles. 

Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  3.     Act  III.  sc.  3.     Act  IV.  sc.  5. 
Act  V.  sc.  1. 

Thersites,  a  deformed  and  scurrilous  Greek. 

Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  1  ;  sc.  3.     Act  III.  sc.  3.     Act  V.  sc.  1 ; 
sc.  2  ;  sc.  6  ;  sc.  8. 

Alexander,  Servant  to  Cressida. 
Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2. 

Servant  to  Troilus. 
Appears,  Act  III.  sc.  2 

Servant  to  Paris. 
Appears,  Act  III.  sc.  1. 

Servant  to  Diomedes. 
Appears,  Act  V.  sc.  5. 

Helen,  Wife  to  Menelaus,  but  living  with  Paris. 
Appears,  Act  III.  sc.  1. 

Andromache,  Wife  to  Hector. 

Appears,  Act  V.  sc.  3. 

Cassandra,  Daughter  to  Priam,  a  Prophetess. 
Appears,  Act  II.  sc.  2.     Act  V.  sc.  3. 

Cressida,  Daughter  to  Calchas. 

>   Appears,  Act  I.  sc.  2.     Act  III.  sc.  2.     Act  IV.  sc.  2  ;  sc.  3; 
sc.  4  ;  sc.  5.     Act  V.  sc.  2. 

Trojan  and  Greek  Soldiers,  and  Attendants. 
SCENE. — Trot;  and  the  Grecian  Camp  before  it. 
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PROLOG  i  I. 


I  ii    Tro\  ,    I  lirtv    lies    I  lie    seme.       I'Yi.iii 

(  I  ivnr 

The  pi!-  uImiis,1  i heir  high  blood  chaTd, 

Have  to  tin'  porl  of  AiLns  smi  their  shi| 
Fraught  uitli  ilif  ministers  and  instruments 
Oforuel  w.w:  Sixty  and  nine,  thai  srore 
Their  erowneta  regal,  from  the  Athenian  bay 
Put  forth  inward  Phrygia:  and  their  tod  la  made, 

To  ransack    IYo\  ;    within  whose  strong  immures 

The  ravish'd  Helen,  Menelaus'  queen, 

With  wanton   Parifl  Bleeps  J    And  that  's  t  he  ijuarrrl 

To  Tenedoi  they  oome ; 
And  the  deep-drawing  barks  d<>  there  disgorge 
Their  warlike  fraughtage :  Now  on  Dardan  plains 
The  fresh  and  yet  iinbruised  Greeks  do  pitch 
Their  brave  pavilions:   Priam's  six-gated  city, 
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ACT   I. 


SCENE  I.— Troy.     Before  Priam's  Palace. 

Enter  Teoilus  armed,  and  Pamukus. 

Tro.  Call  hero  my  varlet,  I  '11  unarm  again  : 
Why  should  I  war  without  the  walls  of  Trov, 
That  find  such  cruel  battle  here  within  ? 
Each  Trojan,  that  is  master  of  his  heart, 
Let  him  to  field ;  Troilus,  alas !  hath  uoue. 

Pan.  "Will  this  geer  ne'er  be  mended? 

Tro.  The  Greeks  are  strong,  and  skilful  to  their 
strength, 
Fierce  to  their  skill,  and  to  their  fierceness  valiant; 
But  I  am  weaker  than  a  woman's  tear, 
Tamer  than  sleep,  fonder  than  ignorance; 
Less  valiant  than  the  virgin  in  the  night, 
And  skill-less  as  unpractis'd  infancy. 

Pan.  "Well,  I  have  told  you  enough  of  this :  for 
my  part,  I  '11  not  meddle  nor  make  no  further.  He, 
that  will  have  a  cake  out  of  the  wheat,  must  tarry 
the  grinding. 

Tro.  Have  I  not  tarried  ? 


Pan.  Ay,  the  grinding;  but  you  must  tarry  the 
bolting. 

Tro.  Have  I  not  tarried  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  the  bolting;  but  you  must  tarry  the 
leavening. 

Tro.  Still  have  I  tarried. 

Pan.  Ay,  to  the  leavening :  but  here 's  yet  in 
the  word — hereafter,  the  kneading,  the  making  of 
the  cake,  the  heating  of  the  oven,  and  the  baking ; 
nay,  you  must  stay  the  cooling  too,  or  you  may 
chance  to  burn  your  lips. 

Tro.  Patience  herself,  what  goddess  e'er  she  be, 
Doth  lesser  blench  at  sufferance  than  I  do. 
At  Priam's  royal  table  do  I  sit ; 
And  when  fair  Cressid  comes  into  my  thoughts. — 

So,  Traitor ! — when   she  comes  ! When  is  she 

thence  ? 

Pan.  "Well,  she  looked  yesternight  fairer  than 
ever  I  saw  her  look,  or  any  woman  else. 

Tro.  I  was  about  to  tell  thee, — "When  my  heart, 

As  wedged  with  a  sigh,  would  rive  in  twain ; 
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Lest  Hector  or  my  father  should  perceive  me, 
I  have  (as  when  the  sun  doth  light  a  storm,) 
Bury'd  this  sigh  in  wrinkle  of  a  smile : 
But  sorrow,  that  is  couch' d  in  seeming  gladness, 
Is  like  that  mirth  late  turns  to  sudden  sadness. 

Pan.  An  her  hair  were  not  somewhat  darker 
than  Helen's,  (well,  go  to,)  there  were  no  more 
comparison  between  the  women, — But,  for  my  part, 
she  is  my  kinswoman  ;  I  would  not,  as  they  term  it, 
praise  her, — But  I  would  somebody  had  heard  her 
talk  yesterday,  as  I  did.  I  will  not  dispraise  your 
sister  Cassandra's  wit;  but — 

Tro.  O  Pandarus !  I  tell  thee,  Pandarus, — 
AY  hen  I  do  tell  thee,  There  my  hopes  lie  drown' d, 
Reply  not  in  how  many  fathoms  deep 
They  lie  indrench'd.     I  tell  thee,  I  am  mad 
In  Cressid's  love:  Thou  answer' st,  She  is  fair; 
Pour'st  in  the  open  ulcer  of  my  heart 
Her  eyes,  her  hair,  her  cheek,  her  gait,  her  voice ; 
Handiest  in  thy  discourse,  O,  that  her  hand, 
In  whose  comparison  all  whites  are  ink, 
"Writing  their  own  reproach  ;  To  whose  soft  seisure 
The  cygnet's  down  is  harsh,  and  spirit  of  sense 
Hard  as  the  palm  of  ploughman !    This  thou  tell'st 

me, 
As  true  thou  tell'st  me,  when  I  say — I  love  her ; 
But,  saying,  thus,  instead  of  oil  and  balm, 
Thou  lay'st  in  every  gash  that  love  hath  given  me 
The  knife  that  made  it. 

Pan.  I  speak  no  more  than  truth. 

Tro.  Thou  dost  not  speak  so  much. 

Pan.  'Faith,  I  '11  not  meddle  in 't.  Let  her  be  as 
she  is  :  if  she  be  fair,  'tis  the  better  for  her ;  an  she 
be  not,  she  has  the  mends  in  her  own  hands. 

Tro.  Good  Pandarus !  How  now,  Pandarus  ? 

Pan.  I  have  had  my  labour  for  my  travel ;  ill- 
thought  on  of  her,  and  ill-thought  on  of  you :  gone 
between  and  between,  but  small  thanks  for  my 
labour. 

Tro.   "What,  art  thou  angry,  Pandarus  ?    what, 
with  me  ? 

Pan.  Because  she  is  kin  to  me,  therefore,  she  's 
not  so  fair  as  Helen  :  an  she  were  not  kin  to  me, 
she  would  be  as  fair  on  Friday,  as  Helen  is  on  Sun- 
day. But  what  care  I  ?  1  care  not,  an  she  were  a 
black-a-moor ;  'tis  all  one  to  me. 

Tro.  Bay  I,  BUe  is  not  fair? 

Pan.  I  do  not  care  whether  you  do  or  no.  She's 
a  fool  to  stay  behind  her  father;'1  let  her  to  the 
Greek*  ;  and  10  I  '11  tell  bar  I  he  oexl  time  I  see  her: 
for  my  part,  I'll  meddle  nor  make  no  more  in  the 
mat : 

Tro.    Pandarus, — 
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Pan.  Not  I. 

Tro.  Sweet  Pandarus, — 

Pan.  Pray  you,  speak  no  more  to  me  ;  I  will  leave 
all  as  I  found  it,  and  there  an  end. 

[Exit  Paw.     An  Alarm. 

Tro.    Peace,  you   ungracious   clamours !    peace, 
rude  sounds ! 
Pools  on  both  sides  !  Helen  must  needs  be  fair, 
When  with  your  blood  you  daily  paint  her  thus. 
I  cannot  fight  upon  this  argument ; 
It  is  too  starv'd  a  subject  for  my  sword. 
But  Pandarus — O  gods,  how  do  you  plague  me  ! 
I  cannot  come  to  Cressid,  but  by  Pandar ; 
And  he  's  as  tetchy  to  be  woo'd  to  woo, 
As  she  is  stubborn-chaste  against  all  suit. 
Tell  me,  Apollo,  for  thy  Daphne's  love, 
"What  Cressid  is,  what  Pandar,  and  what  we  ? 
Her  bed  is  India ;  there  she  lies,  a  pearl : 
Between  our  Ilium,6  and  where  she  resides, 
Let  it  be  call'd  the  wild  and  wandering  flood  ; 
Ourself,  the  merchant ;  and  this  sailing  Pandar, 
Our  doubtful  hope,  our  convoy,  and  our  bark. 

Alarum.     Enter  ^Eneas. 

JEne.  How  now,  prince  Troilus  ?  wherefore  not 

afield  V 
Tro.  Because  not  there ;  This  woman's  answer 
sorts, 
For  womanish  it  is  to  be  from  thence. 
What  news,  ^Eneas,  from  the  field  to-day  ? 
JEne.  That  Paris  is  returned  home,  and  hurt. 
Tro.  By  whom,  iEneas  ? 

Mne.  Troilus,  by  Menelaus. 

Tro.  Let  Paris  bleed  :  'tis  but  a  scar  to  scorn ; 
Paris  is  gor'd  with  Menelaus'  horn.  [Alarum. 

jEne.  Hark !    what  good  sport  is  out  of  town 

to-day  ! 
Tro.  Better  at  home,  if  "would  I  might,"  were 
"may."— 
But,  to  the  sport    abroad; — Are  you  bound  thi- 
ther ? 
JEne.  In  all  swift  haste. 

Tro.  Come,  go  we  then  together. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.— The  same.     A  Street. 

Enter  Cressida  and  Alexander. 

Ores.  Who  were  those  went  by  ? 
Alex.  Queen  Hecuba,  and  Helen. 

Crcs.  And  whither  go  they  ? 
Alex.  Up  to  the  eastern  tower, 

Whose  height  commands  as  subject  all  the  vale, 
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Ales.  Thia  man,  lady,  hath  robbed  man}  b< 
of  their  particular  additions ;  he  is  as  valiant  as  the 
lion,  ohurlish  as  the  bear,  slow  as  the  elephant  i  a 
man  into  whom  nature  hath  rded  humou 

thai  his  valour  is  crushed  into  lolly,  his  Colly  sauced 
with  discretion:   There  is  no  man  hath  a  rirl 
that  he  hath  no!  a  glimpse  of;    nor  any  man  an 
attaint,  but    he   carries   Borne  stain  of  it:    he 
melancholy  without  cause,  and  merry  against  the 
hair:  He  hath  the  joints  of  every  thing ;  bul 
thing  so  out  of  joint,  thai  he  is  a  gouty  Brian 
many  hands  and  no  use;   or  purblind  Argus,  all 
eyes  and  no  sight. 

I.    Bui    how  should  this  man,  that  makes  me 
Smile,  make  Eector  angry? 

Ales,  They  say,  he  yesterday  coped  J  lector  in 
the  battle,  and  struck  him  down;  the  disdain  and 
shame  whereof  hath  ever  since  kept  Hector  tasting 
and  waking. 

Enter  PaitdABUS. 

Crcs.  "Who  comes  here  ? 

Ales.  Madam,  your  uncle  Pandarus. 

Ores.  Hector's  a  gallant  man. 

Ales.  As  may  be  in  the  world,  lady. 

Pan.  What's  that?  what's  that? 

Ores.  Good  morrow,  uncle  Pandarus. 

JPan.  Good  morrow,  cousin  Cressid:  What  do 
you  talk  of? — Good  morrow,  Alexander. — How  do 
you.  cousin  ?  "When  were  you  at  Ilium  ? 

Crcs.  This  morning,  uncle. 

Pan.  "What  were  you  talking  of,  when  I  came  ? 
Was  Hector  armed,  and  gone,  ere  ye  came  to  Ilhmi  r 
Helen  was  not  up,  was  she  ? 

Ores.  Hector  was  gone ;  but  Helen  was  not  up. 
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l.  Himself?    no,  he's  not  himself. — "Would 
'a  were  himself!  "Well,  the  gods  are  above  j    lime 
must  friend,  or  end:    Well,  Troilus,  well, —  I  .    ,uld, 
my  heart  were  in  her  body  ! — Xo,  Hector  is  l 
better  man  than  Troilus. 
me. 

Pan.   lie  is  elder. 

Ores.  Pardon  me,  pardon  me. 

Pan.  The  other's  not  come  to 't ;  you  shall  tell 
me  another  tale,  when  the  other's  come  to 't. 
H<  ctor  shall  not  have  his  wit  this  year. 

Ores.  He  shall  not  need  it,  if  he  have  his  own. 

Pan.  Xor  his  qualities; 

8.  Xo  matter. 

Pan.  Xor  liis  beauty. 

Ores.  'T would  not  become  him,  his  own  's  better. 

Pan.  Tou  have  no  judgment,  niece  :  Helen  her- 
self swore  the  other  day,  that  Troflus  .  brown 
favour,  (for  so  'tis,  I  must  confess,) — Xot  brown 
neither. 

Crcs.  Xo,  but  brown. 

Pan.  'Faith,  to  say  truth,  brown  and  not  brown. 

Ores.  To  say  the  truth,  true  and  not  true. 

Pan.  She  prais'd  his  complexion  above  Pa: 
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Crcs.  Why,  Paris  hath  colour  enough. 

Pan.  So  lie  has. 

Cres.  Then,  Troilus  should  have  too  much  :  if 
she  praised  him  above,  his  complexion  is  higher 
than  his  ;  he  having  colour  enough,  and  the  other 
higher,  is  too  naming  a  praise  for  a  good  complexion. 
I  had  a3  lief,  Helen's  golden  tongue  had  commended 
Troilus  for  a  copper  nose. 

Pan.  I  swear  to  you,  I  think,  Helen  loves  him 
better  than  Paris. 

Cres.  Then  she 's  a  merry  Greek,  indeed. 

Pan.  Nay,  I  am  sure  she  does.  She  came  to  him 
the  other  day  into  a  compassed  window,9 — and,  you 
know,  he  has  not  past  three  or  four  hairs  on  his 
chin. 

Cres.  Indeed,  a  tapster's  arithmetic  may  soon 
bring  hi3  particulars  therein  to  a  total. 

Pan.  Why,  he  is  very  young :  and  yet  will  he, 
within  three  pound,  lift  as  much  as  his  brother 
Hector. 

Cres.  Is  he  so  young  a  man,  and  so  old  a  lifter  ?10 

Pan.  But,  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen  loves 
him ; — she  came,  and  puts  me  her  white  hand  to 
his  cloven  chin, 

Cres.  Juno  have  mercy ! — How  came  it  cloven  ? 

Pan.  Why,  you  know,  'tis  dimpled :  I  think, 
his  smiling  becomes  him  better  than  any  man  in  all 
Phrygia. 

Cres.  O,  he  smiles  valiantly. 

Pan.  Does  he  not  ? 

Cres.  O  yes,  an  'twere  a  cloud  in  autumn. 

Pan.  "Why,  go  to  then : — But  to  prove  to  you 
that  Helen  lo?es  Troilus, 

Cres.  Troilus  will  stand  to  the  proof,  if  you  '11 
prove  it  so. 

Pan.  Troilus  ?  why,  he  esteems  her  no  more  than 
I  esteem  an  addle  egg. 

Cres.  If  you  love  an  addle  egg  as  well  as  you 
love  an  idle  head,  you  would  eat  chickens  i'  the 
shell. 

Pan.  I  cannot  choose  but  laugh,  to  think  how 
she  tickled  his  chin ; — Indeed,  she  has  a  marvellous 
white  hand,  I  must  needs  confess. 

Cres.  "Without  the  rack. 

Pan.  And  she  takes  upon  her  to  spy  a  white 
hair  on  his  chin. 

Crcs.  Alas,  poor  chin!  many  a  wart  is  richer. 

Pan.  But,  there   was   such   laughing; — Queen 
EL    aba  laughed,  that  her  eyes  ran  o'er. 
Witli  mill-stones. 

Pan.  And  Cassandra  laughed. 
Ores.    But  there  was  a  more  temperate  fire  under 
the  pot  of  her  eves ; — Did  her  eyes  run  o'er  too  ? 
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Pan.  And  Hector  laughed. 

Cres.  At  what  was  all  this  laugliins:  ? 

Pan.  Marry,  at  the  white  hair  that  Helen  spied 
on  Troilus'  chin. 

Cres.  An 't  had  been  a  green  hair,  I  should  have 
laughed  too. 

Pan.  They  laughed  not  so  much  at  the  hair,  as 
at  his  pretty  answer. 

Cres.  What  was  his  answer  ? 

Pan.  Quoth  she,  "  Here's  but  one  and  fifty 
hairs  on  your  chin,  and  one  of  them  is  white." 

Crcs.  This  is  her  question. 

Pan.  That 's  true ;  make  no  question  of  that. 
"  One  and  fifty  hairs,"  quoth  he,  "  and  one  white: 
That  white  hair  is  my  father,  and  all  the  rest  are 
his  sons."  "Jupiter!"  quoth  she,  "which  of  these 
hairs  is  Paris,  my  husband  ?"  "  The  forked  one," 
quoth  he ;  "  pluck  it  out,  and  give  it  him."  But, 
there  was  such  laughing!  and  Helen  so  blushed, 
and  Paris  so  chafed,  and  all  the  rest  so  laughed, 
that  it  passed. 

Cres.  So  let  it  now  ;  for  it  has  been  a  great  while 
going  by. 

Pan.  Well,  cousin,  I  told  you  a  thing  yesterday  ; 
think  on 't. 

Cres.  So  I  do. 

Pan.  I  '11  be  sworn,  'tis  true ;  he  will  weep  you, 
an  'twere  a  man  born  in  April. 

Cres.  And  I'll  spring  up  in  his  tears,  an  'twere 
a  mettle  against  May.  \_A  Retreat  sounded. 

Pan.  Hark,  they  are  coming  from  the  field: 
Shall  we  stand  up  here,  and  see  them,  as  they  pass 
toward  Ilium  ?  good  niece,  do  ;  sweet  niece  Cressida. 

Cres.  At  your  pleasure. 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here's  an  excellent  place ;  here 
we  may  see  most  bravely :  I'll  tell  you  them  all  by 
their  names,  as  they  pass  by;  but  mark  Troilus 
above  the  rest. 

iENEAS  passes  over  the  Stage. 

Cres.  Speak  not  so  loud. 

Pan.  That's  iEneas ;  Is  not  that  a  brave  man  ? 
he's  one  of  the  flowers  of  Troy,  I  can  tell  you ;  But 
mark  Troilus ;  you  shall  see  anon. 

Cres.  Who  's  that  ? 

A  vten or  passes  over. 

Pan.  That's  Autenor;  he  has  a  shrewd  wit,  I 
can  tell  you  ;  and  he 's  a  man  good  enough :  he 's 
one  o'  the  soundest  judgments  in  Troy,  whosoever, 
and  a  proper  man  of  person : — When  comes  Troi- 
lus ? — I  '11  show  you  Troilus  anon ;  if  he  see  me, 
you  shall  see  him  nod  at  me. 
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does  one's  heart  good:     fonder  comi  Ai- 
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Orot,  Who 'a  that? 

1 1  ELENUS  passes  o< 


Pun.  That's  Helenus,— I  marvel,  where  Troilua  .  beauty;   and  yon,  to  defend  all  these:   and  s4 

is: — That's  Eelenus; — I  think  he  wont  not  forth  \  these  wards  1  lie,  at  a  thousand  wa 
to-day. — That 's  Helenus.  Pan.  Say  on<  irwatcb 

a.  Can  Helenus  fight,  uncle P  Til  watch  .at;  and  that's 

Pan.  Eelenus  P  no; — yes,  he  *11  fight  indifferent  ;  one  of  the  chiefest  of  th<  umot  •• 

well:  —  I  marvel,  where  Troilus  ia!  — Hark;  do  you  ;  what  I  would  not  have  hit,  I  can  watch 

not  hear  the  people  cry,  Troilus? — Helenua  is  a  \  telling  how  I  took  the  blow;  unless  it  ss 


hiding,  and  then  it  is  past  watching. 
Pan.  You  are  Buch  another  ! 

Enter  Teoill 

Boy.  Sir,  my  lord  would  instantly  speak  with  you. 
Pan.  Where  P 

Boy.  At  your  own  house  ;  there  he  unarms  him. 
Pan.  Good  boy,  tell  him  I  come  :   \_Exit  1 
I  doubt,  lie  be  hurt. — Tare  ye  well,  good  nM 
Cres.  Adieu,  uncle. 
Pan.  I  '11  be  with  you,  niece,  by  and  I 

Cres.  To  bring,  uncle, 

Pan.  Ay,  a  token  from  Troilus. 

Cres.  By  the  same  token — you  are  a  bawd. — 

\Esii  Pa*. 

take  his  choice.     0  admirable  man!  Paris? — Paris  >  "Words,  tows,  griefs,  tears,  and  love's  fallaoerifi 
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priest. 

Gr69,  What  sneaking  fellow  comes  yonder? 

Teoilus  passes  over. 

Pan.  Where  P  yonder?  that 's  Deiphobus :  'Tis 
Troilus!  there's  a  man,  niece! — Hem! — Brave 
Troilus  !  the  prince  of  chivalry  ! 

Cres.  Peace,  for  shame,  peace  ! 

Pan.  Mark  him  ;  note  him  ; — 0  brave  Troilus  ! 
— look  well  upon  him,  niece :  look  you,  how  his 
sword  is  blooded,  and  his  helm  more  hack'd  than 
Hector's  ;  And  how  he  looks,  and  how  he  goes ! — 
O  admirable  youth !  he  ne'er  saw  three  and  twenty. 
Go  thy  way  Troilus,  go  thy  way  ;  had  I  a  sister 
were  a  grace,  or  a  daughter  a  goddess,  he  should 


ACT  I. 


:roiltj"s  and  cressida. 


SCESE  III. 


He  offers  in  another's  enterprise : 

But  more  in  Troilus  thousand  fold  I  see 

Than  in  the  glass  o\'  Pandar's  praise  may  be: 

Tel  hold  I  off.     Women  are  angels,  wooing  : 

Things  won  are  done,  joy's  soul  lies  in  the  doing  :u 

That  she  belov'd  knows  nought,  that  knows  not 

this, — 
Men  prize  the  thing  nngain'd  more  than  it  is  : 
That  she  was  never  yet,  that  ever  knew 
Love  got  so  sweet,  as  when  desire  did  sue  : 
Therefore  this  maxim  out  of  love  I  teach, — 
Achievement  is  command;  ungain'd,  beseech  : 
Then  though   my  heart's  content  firm  love   doth 

bear, 
Nothing  of  that  shall  from  mine  eyes  appear.  [Exit. 

SCENE    III.— The    Grecian    Camp.      Before 
Agamemnon's  Tent. 

Trumpets,    Enter  Agamemtt OS",  Nestoe,  Ulysses, 
MENELAUS,  and  Others. 

Agam.  Princes, 
What  grief  hath  set  the  jaundice  on  your  cheeks  ? 
The  ample  proposition,  that  hope  makes 
In  all  designs  begun  on  earth  below, 
Fails  in  the  promis'd largeness:  checks  and  disasters 
Grow  in  the  veins  of  actions  highest  rear'd ; 
As  knots,  by  the  conflux  of  meeting  sap, 
Infect  the  sound  pine,  and  divert  his  grain 
Tortive  and  errant  from  his  course  of  growth. 
Nor,  princes,  is  it  matter  new  to  us, 
That  we  come  short  of  our  suppose  so  far, 
That,  after  seven  years'  siege,  yet  Troy  walls  stand ; 
Sith  every  action  that  hath  gone  before, 
"Whereof  we  have  record,  trial  did  draw 
Bias  and  thwart,  not  answering  the  aim, 
And  that  unbodied  figure  of  the  thought 
That  gav't  surmised  shape.    "Why  then,  you  princes, 
Do  you  with  cheeks  abash'd  behold  our  works  ; 
And  think  them  shames,  which  are,  indeed,  nought 

"But  the  protractive  trials  of  great  Jove, 
To  find  persistive  constancy  in  men  ? 

fineness  of  which  metal  is  not  found 
In  fortune's  love  :   for  then,  the  bold  and  coward, 
The  wise  and  (*■>>],  the  artist  and  unread, 
hard  and  soft,  socm  all  ailin'd  and  kin: 
t,  in  the  wind  and  tempest  of  her  frown, 
binction,  with  a  broad  and  powerful  I'an, 
Puffing  at  all,  winnows  the  light  awn 
And  what  hath  mass,  or  matter,  by  ii 
eh  in  virtue,  and  unmingl 
'■   With  due  observance  of  thy  godlike  seat, 


Great  Agamemnon,  Nestor  shall  apply 

Thy  latest  words.     In  the  reproof  of  chance 

Lies  the  true  proof  of  men  :  The  sea  being  smooth, 

How  many  shallow  bauble  boats  dare  sail 

Upon  her  patient  breast,  making  their  way 

"With  those  of  nobler  bulk  ? 

But  let  the  ruffian  Boreas  once  enrage 

The  gentle  Thetis,  and,  anon,  behold 

The  strong-ribb'd  bark  through  liquid  mountains 

cut, 
Bounding  between  the  two  moist  elements, 
Like  Perseus'  horse  :12    "Where 's  then  the  saucy 

boat, 
"Whose  weak  untimber'd  sides  but  even  now 
Co-rival' d  greatness  ?  either  to  harbour  fled, 
Or  made  a  toast  for  Neptune.     Even  so 
Doth  valour's  show,  and  valour's  worth,  divide, 
In  storms  of  fortune  :  For,  in  her  ray  and  brightness, 
The  herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  brize,13 
Than  by  the  tiger :  but  when  the  splitting  wind 
Makes  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  oaks, 
And  flies  fled  under  shade,  Why,  then,  the  thing 

of  courage, 
As  rous'd  with  rage,  with  rage  doth  sympathize, 
And  with  an  accent  turn'd  in  self-same  key, 
Returns  to  chiding  fortune. 

Ulyss.  Agamemnon, — 

Thou  great  commander,  nerve  and  bone  of  Greece, 
Heart  of  our  numbers,  soul  and  only  spirit, 
In  whom  the  tempers  and  the  minds  of  all 
Should  be  shut  up, — hear  what  Ulysses  speaks. 
Besides  the  applause  and  approbation 
The  which, — most  mighty  for  thy  place  and  sway, — 

[To  Agam. 
And  thou  most  reverend  for  thy  stretch'd-out-life. — 

[To  Nest. 
I  give  to  both  your  speeches, — which  were  such, 
As  Agamemnon  and  the  hand  of  Greece 
Should  hold  up  high  in  brass ;  and  such  again, 
As  venerable  Nestor,  hatch' d  in  silver,11 
Should  with  a  bond  of  air  (strong  as  the  axletree 
On  which  heaven  rides,)  knit  all  the  Greekish  ears 
To  his  experienced  tongue, — yet  let  it  please  both, — 
Thou  great, — and  wise, — to  hear  Ulysses  speak. 
Agam.  Speak,  prince  of  Ithaca  ;  and  be  't  of  less 

expect 
That  matter  ueedless,  of  importless  burden, 
Divide  thy  lips;  than  we  are  confident, 
When  rank  Th  opes  his  mastiff  jaws, 

We  shall  hear  music,  wit,  and  oracle. 

Ulyss.  Tmy,  yet  upon  his  basis,  had  been  down, 
And  the  great  Sector's  sword  had  lack'd  a  master, 
lint  for  these  instanci    . 


1 


'11,1 


Till      I  ll  \    of  nil'-  hill  li  I" 

A nd,  look .  I ■■•  ■••  mai 

I  [olio*  upon  i  In  i  plain 

\V hon  i l''i  1 1"  d  is  ||"1  tiko  tho  hi 

To  a  hom  1 hi  •  hull  nil  n  | 

\\ ha!  I !. .i i .  \  1 1  oxpo<  tod  1    I  >•  •  ■!'  ■■  In  in  -  •■  !■■ 

Tho  unworl  hi<  it  h!i  ii  I  he  m  i 

Tho   hoavon     i :  m  and    ' 

:il  rr,1  ' 

( ib  orvo  di    !•'•.  priority,  and  pi  u 

ituro,  cour  o,  proporl  ion,  rn, 

( Iflico,  and  on  torn,  in  .-ill  line  of  ord< 
Ami  therefore  is  the  glorious  planot,  Sol, 
I  m  noble  ominence  ent  hron'd  and  iphi  r'd 
\ midst  the  "i her ;  \\ hose  mod'cinable  < 
( !orreots  the  ill  aspecl  ■  il, 

And  posts,  like  the  oommandmenl  of  a  k 
Sam  check,  I  and  bad:   But,  when  the  plam 

I q  c\  il  mixture,  to  disorder  wand 
What  plagues,  and  what  portents?  what  mutin 
What  raging  of  the  shaking  of  earth  P 

( 'iMiiiiui!  ion  in  the  a  inds  P  frights,  changi  i,  borr 
Direr!  and  crack,  rend  and  deracinate10 
The  unity  and  married  calm  of  states 
Quite  from  their  fizureP  0,  when  degree  is  shak'd, 
Which  is  the  ladder  of  all  high  designs, 
The  enterprise  is  sick  !   How  could  communities, 
Degrees  in  schools,  and  brotherhoods  in  cities, 
Peaceful  commerce  from  dividable  sho 
The  primogenitive  and  due  of  birth, 
Prerogative  of  age,  crowns,  sceptres,  laur 
Bui  by  degree,  stand  in  authentic  place  ? 
Take  but  degree  away,  untune  that  string, 
And,  hark,  what  discord  follows  !   each  tiling  nn 
In  mere  oppugnancy:  The  bounded  waters 
Should  lift  their  bosoms  higher  than  the  shores, 
And  make  a  sop  of  all  this  solid  globe: 
Strength  should  be  lord  of  imbecility, 
And  the  rude  son  should  strike  his  father  dead: 
Force  should  be  right ;  or,  rather,  right  and  wrong, 
(Between  whose  endless  jar  justice  resides,) 
Should  lose  their  names,  and  so  should  justice  too. 
Then  every  thing  includes  itself  in  power, 
Power  into  will,  will  into  appetite; 
And  appetite,  an  universal  wolf, 
So  doubly  seconded  with  will  and  power, 
Must  make  perforce  an  universal  prey. 
And,  last,  eat  up  himself.     Great  Agamemnon, 
This  chaos,  when  degree  is  suffocate, 
Follows  the  choking. 
And  this  neglection  of  degree  it  is, 
That  by  a  pace  goes  backward,  with  a  purpose 
It  hath  to  climb.     The  general's  disdain'd 


I 

\\ 

1 1 

I        mocking  our  d 

Upon  a  l.i/;. 

Ami  a ith  ridiculou 
ch,  slandei 

Hi-  pagi  ants  us.     8 

Tin  •  putation  he  pui 

And.  like  a  struttii 

i        in  his  hamstring,  and  doth  think  it  r 

To  hear  the  wooden  d 

"Tu  i\t  his  stretch'd  fo  tge, — ■ 

Such  to-be-pil  ii  d  and  o'er-a  r 

He  acts  thy  greatness  in:  and  wl 

'Tis    like    B    chime    a    mending;    w/  un 

iar\I, 
Which,  from  the  tongue  of  roaring  T     '   »n  drop; 
Would  seem  hyperboles.     At  this  'uff, 

The  large  Achilles,  on  his  pre-- 
From  his  deep  chest  laughs  out  a  loud  appla'. 
Cries — "  Excellent ! — 'tis  Agamemnon  just. — 
Xow  play  me  Nestor; — hem,  and  stroke  thy 
As  he,  being  \lrest  to  some  oration." 
That 's  done  ; — as  near  as  the  extremest  ends 
Of  parallels  ;  as  like  as  Vulcan  and  his  w 
Yet  good  Achilles  still  cries,  "  Excell  - 
'Tis  Xestor  right !  Xow  play  him  me,  Patroclus, 
Arming  to  answer  in  a  night  alarm/' 
xA_nd  then,  forsooth,  the  faint  defects  of  I 
Must  be  the  scene  of  mirth ;  to  cough,  and  spit, 
And  with  a  palsy-fumbling  on  his  gorget, 
Shake  in  and  out  the  rivet : — and  at  this  sport, 
Sir  Valour  dies  ;  cries,  u  0  ! — en  \ — 

Or  give  me  ribs  of  steel !     I  shall  split  all 
In  pleasure  of  rny  spleen."     And  in  th:  a, 

All  our  abilities,  gifts,  nature-.  - 
Severals  and  genera  - 


ACT  I. 


TBOJLUS    WD  CEESSTDA. 


SCEtfE  III; 


Achievements,  plot  ps,  preventions, 

Excitements  to  the  field,  or  speech  for  trucej 

Success,  or  loss,  what  \b,  or  is  not,  serves 
A-  stuff  for  these  two  \o  make  paradoxes.17 

2ft'i>t.  And  in  the  imitation  of  these  twain 
(Whom,  u  Ulysses  says,  opinion  crowns 
With  an  imperial  voice*)  many  are  infect. 
Ajai  is  grown  self-will'd  ;   and  bears  his  head 
In  such  a  rein,  in  full  as  proud  a  place 
As  broad  Achilles:  keeps  his  tent  like  him  ; 
Hakes  factious  feasts;  rails  on  our  state  of  war, 
Bold  as  an  oracle  :  and  sets  Thersitc3 
I  \  -lave,  whose  gall  coins  slanders  like  a  mint,) 
To  match  us  in  comparisons  with  dirt; 
To  weaken  and  discredit  our  exposure, 
How  rank  soever  rounded  in  with  danger. 

Uli/ss.  They   tax   our  policy,    and  call  it  cow- 
ardice ; 
Count  wisdom  as  no  member  of  the  war ; 
Forestall  prescience,  and  esteem  no  act 
But  that  of  hand  :  the  still  and  mental  parts, — ■ 
That  do  contrive  how  many  hands  shall  strike* 
When  fitness  calls  them  on  ;  and  know,  by  measure 
Of  their  observant  toil,  the  enemies'  weight, — ■ 
\\  hy,  this  hath  not  a  finger's  dignity  J 
They  call  this — bed  work,  mappery,  closet-wtar : 
So  that  the  ram,  that  batters  down  the  wall, 
Tor  the  great  swing  and  rudeness  o'  his  poize, 
They  place  before  his  hand  that  made  the  engine ; 
Or  those,  that  with  the  fineness  of  their  souls 
By  reason  guide  his  execution. 

Nest.  Let  this  be  granted,  and  Achilles'  horse 
Makes  many  Thetis'  sons.  {Trumpet  sounds. 

A  (jam.  What  trumpet  ?  look,  Menelaus. 

Eater  JExeas. 

Men.  From  Troy, 

Again.  AVhat  would  you  'fore  our  tent  ? 

&M>  Is  this 

Great  Agamemnon's  tent,  I  pray  ? 

Again,  Even  this. 

ACne.  May  one,  that  is  a  herald,  and  a  prince, 

a  fair  message  to  his  kingly  ears? 
Agam.  "With  surety  stronger  than  Achilles'  arm 
'I  ore  all  the  Greekish  heads,  which  with  one  voice 
I     I  Agamemnon  head  and  general. 

JEne.   Pair  leave  and  large  security.     How  may 
A  itn   ger  to  those  mosl  imperial  looks 
K  i  hem  from  eyes  of  other  mod; 

s».  How  ? 

\y  ; 
I       k,  that  I  might  waken  revn-c! 

•  bid  the  eh  !v  with  a  blush 


Modest  as  morning  when  she  coldly  eyes 
The  youthful  Phoebus: 
"Which  is  that  god  in  office,  guiding  men  ? 
Which  is  the  high  and  mighty  Agamemnon? 

Agam.  This  Trojan  scorns  us;    or  the  men  of 
Troy 
Are  ceremonious  courtiers. 

JEne.  Courtiers  as  free,  as  debonair,  unarm'd> 
As  bending  angels  ;  that 's  their  fame  in  peace : 
But  when  they  would  seem  soldiers,  they  have  galls. 
Good  arms,  strong  joints,  true  swords ;  and,  Jovcs' 

accord, 
Nothing  so  full  of  heart.     But  peace,  JEneas, 
Peace,  Trojan ;  lay  thy  finger  on  thy  lips  ! 
The  worthiness  of  praise  disdains  his  worth, 
If  that  the  prais'd  himself  bring  the  praise  forth : 
But  what  the  repining  enemy  commends, 
That  breath  fame  follows;   that  praise,  sole  pure, 
transcends. 

Agam.  Sir,  you  of  Troy,  call  you  yourself  ^Eneas  ? 

JEne.  Ay,  Greek,  that  is  my  name. 

Agam.  "What 's  your  affair,  I  pray  you  ? 

JEne.  Sir,  pardon  ;  'tis  for  Agamemnon's  ears. 

Agam.  He  hears  nought  privately,  that  comes 
from  Troy. 

JEne.  Nor  I  from  Troy  come  not  to  whisper  him : 
I  bring  a  trumpet  to  awake  his  ear ; 
To  set  his  sense  on  the  attentive  bentj 
And  then  to  speak. 

Agam.  Speak  frankly  as  the  wind ; 

It  is  not  Agamemnon's  sleeping  hour : 
That  thou  shalt  know,  Trojan,  he  is  awake, 
He  tells  thee  so  himself. 

JEne.  Trumpet,  blow  loud, 

Send  thy  brass  voice  through  all  these  lazy  tents  ; — 
And  every  Greek  of  mettle,  let  him  know, 
What  Troy  means  fairly,  shall  be  spoke  aloud. 

\Trumpct  sounds. 
"We  have,  great  Agamemnon,  here  in  Troy 
A  prince  call'd  Hector,  (Priam  is  his  father,) 
"Who  in  this  dull  and  long-continued  truce18 
Is  rusty  grown;  he  bade  me  take  a  trumpet, 
And  to  this  purpose  speak.    Kings,  princes,  lords ! 
I  f  there  be  one,  among  the  fair'st  of  Greece, 
That  holds  his  honour  higher  than  his  ease ; 
That  seeks  his  praise  more  than  he  fears  his  peril ; 
That  knows  his  valour,  and  knows  not  his  fear; 
That  loves  his  mistress  more  than  in  confession, 
(With  truant  vows  to  her  own  lips  he  loves,) 
And  dare  avow  her  beauty  and  her  worth, 
In  other  arms  than  hers, — to  him  this  challenge. 
Sector,  in  view  of  Trojans  and  of  Greeks, 
\  Shall  make  it  good,  or  do  his  best  to  do  it, 


Ho  hiitli 

'I'll. Ill    .  !    I 

\     :  |  I     U  I  I  !    I  '  I , 

Mill  «  iv   !.. 

'I'..    I.  Ml  I    I  li  i!    i      ' 

1 1'  :m\  oon  •     N  hall  honour  him  ; 

I  f  aono,  ho  "ll  i 

The  Gro<    m  daiw 

Tin-  iplintor  of  .1  I."  I 

/    •/;/.  Tlii  <  ..lull  !>.•  told  our  l 
I  f  none  of  t  horn  have   oul  in    ui  h  a  '  ind, 
\\  0  lofl  1  hora  nil  :>t  home  :   But  a 
Ami  im;i_\  t '  1!     1]  :.     .1  more  1 
Thai  in.  i ,  hath  in. 1 ,  "i-  1 

I  f  t  lnii  one  1  •,  or  hoi  h,  or  mi 
Thai  one  meel  -  I  foctor  ;  if  nono  i 

\< $t.  Tell  linn  "i"  Si   1  >r,  one  thai 
When  Hector's  grandaire  auck'd:  lie  la  old  uow  ; 
r.ui ,  if  1  here  be  no1  in  our  <  '<  recian  I; 

One  imhli1  m:m,  thai   hath  OH  of  lire 

'r.«  answer  for  his  Ioto,  Tell  him  from  me, — 
1  Ml  hide  my  silver  beard  in  a  gold  beaver, 

An. I  in.  ni\    \  :int  brace  put   this  witherM  brawn; 

And,  mooting  him,  will  tell  him,  Thai  my  la 
Was  fairer  than  his  grandame,  and  as  oha 
As  may  be  in  the  world j   His  youth  in  flood, 
1  dl  prove  this  truth  with  my  three  drops  of  blood. 

JEne,  Now  heavens  forbid  Bueh  scarcity  of  youth  ! 

/    ,.VA\  Amen. 

i-  lord   JEneas,  let  mo   touch    your 
hand ; 
To  our  pavilion  shall  1  lead  you,  sir. 
Achillea  shall  have  word  of  this  intent  ; 
So  shah  each  lord  of  Greece,  from  tent  to  tout  : 

Yourself  shall  toast  with  us  before  yon  go, 

And  find  the  welcome  of  a  noble  foe. 

\18xeurd  all  but  Ulyss.  and  Xest. 

Vh/ss.  Xest  or, 

Nest.  What  says  Ulysses  ? 

fss.  I  have  a  young  conception  in  my  brain. 
Be  yon  my  time  to  briug  it  to  some  shape. 

Nest.  What  is't? 

Ulyss.  This  'tis : 
Blunt  wedges  rive  hard  knots :  The  seeded  pride 
That  hath  to  this  maturity  blown  up 
In  rank  Achilles,  must  or  now  be  eropp'd, 
Or,  shedding,  breed  a  nursery  o\^  like  evil. 
To  overbulk  us  all. 

Nest,  Well,  and  how? 

Z'li/ss.  This  challenge   that  the  gallant  Hector 
sends, 
However  it  is  spread  in  general  name, 
Relates  in  purpose  only  to  Achilles. 
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And  eh. lie.',  being  mutual  act  "fall  da, 

leril  her  election  : 
'twere  from  forth  us  all,  a  man  distill'd 

Out  of  our  virtue-  :    \\ 

What  heart  recer 

To  steel  a  strong  opinion  t.»  thru. 

Which  entertain'd,  limbs  arc  his  instrumer/ 

:io  less  workinu,  than  arc  BWOl 
Directive  by  the  limbs. 

Ulyss.  Give  pardon  to  my  speech  : — 
Therefore  'tis  meet,  Achilles  me. 
Let  us,  like  merchants,  show  our  foulest  war 
And  think,  perchance,  they'll  sell;  if  not, 
The  lustre  of  the  better  shall  c\C' 
By  showing  the  worse  first.     Do  not  consent, 
That  ever  Hector  and  Achilles  meet ; 
For  both  our  honour  and  our  shame,  in  this, 
Are  dogg'd  with  two  strange  follows 

N  si.    I  see  them  not  with  my  old  eyes ;  what 
are  they  ? 

Ulyss.    What   glory   our    Achillea   shares   from 
Hector, 
Were  he  not  proud,  we  all  should  share  with  lum . 
But  he  already  is  too  insolent ; 
And  we  were  better  parch  in  .'.         sun, 
n  in  the  pride  and  salt  scorn  of  his 
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ild  he  'scape  Hector  fair:  If  he  were  foil'd, 
Why,  then  we  did  our  main  opinion  crush 
In  taint  of  our  best  man.     No,  make  a  lottery; 
Ami.  by  device,  let  blockish  Ajax20  draw 
The  sort  to  fight  with  Hector:  Among  ourselves, 
Give  him  allowance  for  the  better  man, 
For  that  wil]  physic  the  greal  Myrmidon, 
Who  broils  in  loud  applause;  and  make  him  fall 
His  crest,  that  prouder  than  blue  Iris  bends. 
If  the  dull  brainless  Ajax  come  sale  oil*, 
We  '11  dress  him  up  in  voices  :  If  he  fail, 


Yet  go  we  under  our  opinion  still 
That  we  have  better  men.     But,  hit  or  miss, 
Our  project's  life  this  shape  of  sense  assumes, — 
Ajax,  employ'd,  plucks  down  Achilles'  plumes. 

Nest.  Ulysses, 
Now  I  begin  to  relish  thy  advice ; 
And  I  will  give  a  taste  of  it  forthwith 
To  Agamemnon:  go  we  to  him  straight. 
Two  curs  shall  tame  each  other  ;  Pride  alone 
Must  tarre  the  mastiffs  on,  as  'twere  their  bone 

[Exeunt. 


ACT   II. 

SCENE  I. — Another  Part  of 'the  Grecian  Camp,    i       Ajax.  I  say,  the  proclamation,- 


Enter  Ajax  and  Tiieesites. 

Ajax.  Thersites, 

Tier.  Agamemnon — how  if  he  had  boils  ?  full, 
all  over,  generally  ? 

Ajax.  Thersites, 

Titer.  And  those  boils  did  run  ? — Say  so, — did 
not  the  general  run  then  ?  were  not  that  a  botchy 
core  ? 

Ajax.  Dog, 

Ther.  Then  would  come  some  matter  from  him  ; 
I  see  none  now. 

Ajax.  Thou  bitch-wolf's  son,  canst  thou  not 
hear  r  Feel  then.  [Strikes  Mm. 

Titer.  The  plague  of  Greece  upon  thee,21  thou 
mongrel  beef-witted  lord ! 

Ajax.  Speak  then,  thou  unsaltcd  leaven,  speak: 
1  will  beat  thee  into  handsomeness. 

Ther.  I  shall  sooner  rail  thee  into  wit  and  holi- 

- :  but,  I  think,  thy  horse  will  sooner  con  an 

oration,  than  thou   learn  a  prayer  without   book. 

Thou  canst  strike,  canst  thou  ?  a  red  murrain  o'thy 

jade'.-  tricl 

Ajax.  Toads-stool,  learn  me  the  proclamation. 

Ther.  Dost  thou  think,  I  have  no  sense,  thou 
b1  rikesi  me  thus  ? 

Ajax.  The  proclamation, — 

Ther.  Thou  art  proclaimed  a  fool,  I  think. 

Ajax.    Do    not,  porcupine,  do    not;  my  fingers 

Ther.  I  would,  thou  didst  itch  from  head  to 
foot,  and  I  had  the  scratching  of  thee ;  I  would 
make  thee  the  Loathsomest  scab  in  Greece.  When 
thou  art  forth  in  the  incursions,  thou  strikest  as 
slow  as  another. 


Titer.  Thou  grumblest  and  railest  every  hour  on 
Achilles ;  and  thou  art  as  full  of  envy  at  his  great- 
ness, as  Cerberus  is  at  Proserpina's  beauty,  ay,  that 
thou  barkest  at  him. 

Ajax.  Mistress  Thersites ! 

Ther.  Thou  shouldst  strike  him. 

Ajax.  Cobloaf! 

Ther.  He  would  pun  thee  into  shivers22  with  his 
fist,  as  a  sailor  breaks  a  biscuit. 

Ajax.  You  whoreson  cur !  [Beating  him. 

Ther.  Do,  do. 

Ajax,  Thou  stool  for  a  witch  ! 

Ther.  Ay,  do,  do  ;  thou  sodden-witted  lord  !  thou 
hast  no  more  brain  than  I  have  in  mine  elbows ; 
an  assinego23  may  tutor  thee :  Thou  scurvy  valiant 
ass !  thou  art  here  put  to  thrash  Trojans  ;  and  thou 
art  bought  and  sold  among  those  of  any  wit,  like 
a  Barbarian  slave.  If  thou  use  to  beat  me,  I  will 
begin  at  thy  heel,  and  tell  what  thou  art  by  inches, 
Thou  thing  of  no  bowels,  thou ! 

Ajax.  You  dog ! 

Ther.  You  scurvy  lord ! 

Ajax.  You  cur!  [Beating  him. 

Ther.  Mars  his  idiot !  do,  rudeness ;  do,  camel ; 
do,  do. 

Enter  Achilles  and  Pateoclus. 

Achil.  AVhy,  how  now,  Ajax  ?  wherefore  do  you 
thus  ? 
How  now,  Thersites?  what's  the  matter,  man  ? 
Ther.  You  see  him  there,  do  you  ? 
Achil.  Ay;  what 's  the  matter  ?. 
Ther.  Nay,  look  upon  him. 
Achil.  So  I  do  ;  What 's  the  matter  ? 
Ther.  Nay,  but  regard  him  well. 
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Ackil.  N:i\ ,  !  must  hold  you. 

'liter.  As  will  stop  the  eye  of  Helen's  needle, 
for  \n  horn  he  comes  to  fight. 

AckU .  Peace,  fool ! 

Ther.  1  would  have  peace  and  quietness,  but 
the  fool  will  not:  he  there;  that  he;  look  yon 
there. 

,r.  O  thou  damned  cur!  I  Email  

.l(h//.   Will  you  Bel  your  wit  to  a  fool1 

Ther,  No,  1  warrant  you;  for  a  foul's  will  shame 
it. 

Pair.  Gfood  words,  Thersites. 
'///.   What  'a  thr  quarrel  P 
r,   1  bade  the  vile  owl,  go  learn  me  the  te- 
nor of  the  proclamation,  and  he  rails  upon  me. 

Ther.  1  servo  thee  not. 

Ajax.  Well,  go  to,  go  to. 

Ther.  1  serve  here  voluntary. 

Ackil.  Your  last  sen  ice  was  sufferance,  'twas  not 
voluntary  ;  no  man  is  beaten  voluntary  :  Ajax  was 
here  the  voluntary,  and  you  as  under  an  impress. 

Ther.  Even  so  ? — a  great  deal  of  your  wit  too 
lies  in  your  sinews,  or  else  there  be  liars.  Sector 
shall  have  a  great  catch,  it'  he  knock  out  either  of 
your  brains ;  'a  were  as  good  crack  a  fusty  nut 
with  no  kernel. 

Ackil.    What,  with  me  too,  Thersites? 

Ther.  There's  Ulysses,  and  old  Nestor, — whose 
wit  was  mouldy  ere  your  grandsires  had  nails  on 
their  toes, — yoke  you  like  draught  oxen,  and  make 
you  plough  up  the  wars. 

Ackil.   What,  what? 

Titer.  Yes,  good  sooth;  To,  Aehilles!  to,  Ajax ! 
to! 
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Thus  once  again  aa;     \   itor  from  tin   1 1 

"  Deliver  Helen,  and  all  dam  — 
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Aa  honour,  loss  of  time,  trawl,  ei 
Wounds,  :V  ■      la,  and  what   else   dear  t:    . 

Bum'd 
In  hot  digestion  of  this  eormorant  war, — 
Shall  be  struck  off:"—  II  ■    ■•    r,  what 

llect.   Though  no  man  lesser  fears  the   ( I 

than  I, 
As  far  as  toucheth  my  particular, 
Dread  Priam, 
There  is  no  lady  of  m 
More  spungy  to  Buck  in  the  -  as 
Afore    ready    to   ery   out— "Who  knows   what 

Lows?  - 
Than  Sector  is  :  The  wound  of  peace  is  bud 
Surety  secure  ;  but  modest  doubt  is  eall'd 
The  beaeon  of  the  wise,  the  tent  that  seare! 
To  the  bottom  of  the  worst.      Let  Helen  go.: 
Since  the  first  sword  was  drawn  about  this  question. 
Every  tithe  soul,  'mongst  many  thousand  die  . 
Hath  been  as  dear  as  Sell  Q  :    1  mean,  of  oil] 
If  we  have  lost  so  many  tenths  ot%  ours, 
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To  "iiard  a  thins  not  ours;  not  worth  to  us, 
Had  it  our  name,  the  value  of  one  ten  ; 
What  merit  's  in  that  reason,  which  denies 
The  yielding  of  her  up  ? 

Tro.  Fie,  fie,  my  brother  ! 

Weigh  you  the  worth  and  honour  of  a  king, 
Bo  great  as  our  dread  father,  in  a  scale 
Of  common  ounces  ?  will  you  with  counters  sum 
The  past-proportion  of  his  infinite  ? 
Ami  buckle-in  a  waist  most  fathomless, 
With  spans  and  inches  so  diminutive 
As  tears  and  reasons  ?  fie,  for  godly  shame  ! 

Ilel.  No  marvel,  though  you  bite  so  sharp  at 
reasons, 
You  are  so  empty  of  them.     Should  not  our  father 
Bear  the  great  sway  of  his  affairs  with  reasons, 
Because  your  speech  hath  none,  that  tells  him  so  ? 
Tro.  You  are  for  dreams  and  slumbers,  brother 
priest, 
You  fur  your  gloves  with  reason.     Here  are  your 

reasons  : 
You  know,  an  enemy  intends  you  harm 
You  know,  a  sword  employ'd  is  perilous, 
And  reason  flies  the  object  of  all  harm : 
"Who  marvels  then,  when  Helenus  beholds 
A  Grecian  and  his  sword,  if  he  do  set 
The  very  wings  of  reason  to  his  heels  ; 
And  fly  like  chidden  Mercury  from  Jove, 
Or  like  a  star  dis-orb'd  ? — Nay,  if  we  talk  of  reason, 
Let 's   shut  our  gates,  and  sleep :    Manhood  and 

honour 
Should  have  hare  hearts,  would  they  but  fat  their 

thoughts 
With  this  cramm'd  reason  :  reason  and  respect 
Makes  livers  pale,  and  lustihood  deject. 

Hect.  Brother,  she  is  not  worth  what  she  doth 
cost  * 

The  holding. 

Tro.  "What  is  aught,  but  as  'tis  valued  ? 

I  feet.  But  value  dwells  not  in  particular  will ; 
It  holds  his  estimate  and  dignity 
As  well  wherein  'tis  precious  of  itself 
As  in  the  prize*  :  'tis  mad  idolatry, 
To  make  the  service  greater  than  the  god  ; 
And  the  will  dotes,  that  is  attributivo 
To  what  infectiously  Itself  affects, 
Without  some  image  of  the  affected  merit. 
'/>'>.   I  take  to-day  a  wife,  and  my  election 

I-  led  .,n  in  the  COtldact  ot'niy  will; 

My  will  enkindled  by  mine  eyes  and  ears, 

fended  pilots  'twi\t  the  dangerous  shores 
Of  will  and  judgment :   How  may  I  avoid, 

Although  my  \sill  d;  vhat  it  elected, 

1<:r, 


The  wife  I  cho3e  ?  there  can  be  no  evasion 
To  blench  from  this,  and  to  stand  firm  by  honour : 
We  turn  not  back  the  silks  upon  the  merchant, 
When  we  have  soil'd  them;  nor  the  remainder  viands 
We  do  not  throw  in  unrespective  sieve, 
Because  we  now  are  full.     It  was  thought  meet, 
Paris  should  do  some  vengeance  on  the  Greeks : 
Your  breath  with  full  consent  bellied  his  sails  ; 
The  seas  and  winds  (old  wranglers)  took  a  truce, 
And  did  him  service  :  he  touch' d  the  ports  desir'd  ; 
And,  for  an  old  aunt,25  whom  the  Greeks  held  cap- 
tire, 
He  brought  a  Grecian  queen,  whose  youth  and 

freshness 
Wrinkles  Apollo's,  and  makes  pale  the  morning. 
Why  keep  we  her  ?  the  Grecians  keep  our  aunt : 
Is  she  worth  keeping  ?  why,  she  is  a  pearl, 
Whose  price  hath  launch'd  above  a  thousand  ships, 
And  turn'd  crown' d  kings  to  merchants. 
If  you  '11  avouch,  'twas  wisdom  Paris  went, 
(As  you  must  needs,  for  you  all  cry'd — "  Go,  go,") 
If  you  '11  confess,  he  brought  home  noble  prize, 
(As  you  must  needs,  for  you  all  clapp'd  your  hands, 
And  cry'd — "  Inestimable  !")  why  do  you  now 
The  issue  of  your  proper  wisdoms  rate ; 
And  do  a  deed  that  fortune  never  did, 
Beggar  the  estimation  which  you  priz'd 
Eicher  than  sea  and  land  ?     O  theft  most  base ; 
That  we  have  stolen  what  we  do  fear  to  keep ! 
But,  thieves,  unworthy  of  a  thing  so  stolen, 
That  in  their  country  did  them  that  disgrace, 
We  fear  to  warrant  in  our  native  place ! 

Cas.  [  Within.]  Cry,  Trojans,  cry ! 

Pri.  What  noise  ?  what  shriek  is  this  ? 

Tro.  'Tis  our  mad  sister,  I  do  know  her  voice. 

Cas.  [Within.']  Cry,  Trojans ! 

Jlect.  It  is  Cassandra. 

Enter  Cassandra,  raving. 

Cas.  Cry,  Trojans,  cry !    lend  me  ten  thousand 
eyes, 
And  I  will  fill  them  with  prophetic  tears. 

Jlect.  Peace,  sister,  peace. 

Cas.  Virgins   and  boys,  mid-age  and  wrinkled 
elders, 
Soft  infancy,  that  nothing  canst  but  cry, 
Add  to  my  clamours  !  let  us  pay  betimes 
A  moiety  of  that  mass  of  moan  to  come. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry !  practise  your  eyes  with  tears ! 
Troy  must  not  be,  nor  goodly  Ilion  stand  ; 
Our  fire-brand  brother,20  Paris,  burns  us  all. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry  !   a  Helen,  and  a  woe: 
Cry,  cry  !  Troy  burns,  or  else  let  1 1  (den  go.  [Exit. 
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W  hich  hal  b  oui  il  honours  all  i 

To  make  il  gi  aciou  •      I  'or  mj  pri>  ate  [)arl , 
I  .im  no  more  touch* d  i  ban  all  Priam's  a  ■ 
\inl  Jove  forbid,  there  should  bo  done  amoi 
Such  things  08  might  oflbnd  the  woakesl  spli 
To  fight  for  t  and  maintuin  ! 

Par,   Else  might  the  world  convince  of  levity 
A^  well  mv  undertakings,  as  your  counsels: 
But  I  attest  the  gods,  \  our  full  consent 
Gave  wings  to  my  propension,  and  cut  off 
All  fears  attending  on  so  dire  a  project. 
For  what,  alas,  can  these  mj  single  arm 
What  propugnation  is  in  one  man's  valour, 
To  stand  the  push  and  enmity  of  those 
This  quarrel  would  excite ?     Yet,  I  protest, 
Were  I  alone  to  pass  the  difficulties, 

Ami  had  as  ample  power  SB  1   have  will, 
Paris  should  ne'er  retract  what  he  hath  done, 
y^ov  taint  in  the  pursuit. 

jPra  Paris,  you  speak 

Like  one  besotted  on  your  sweet  delights  : 
You  have  the  honey  still,  but  these  the  gall ; 
So  io  be  valiant,  is  no  praise  at  all. 

.Par.   Sir,  1  propose  not   luereK   to  myself 

The  pleasures  such  a  beauty  brings  with  it  ; 
But  1  would  have  the  soil  of  her  fair  rape*3 
Wip'd  off,  in  honourable  keeping  her. 
What  treason  wore  it  to  the  ransack'd  queen, 

Disgrace  to  your  groat  worths,  and  shame  to  me, 

Now  to  deliver  her  possession  up, 

On  terms  of  base  compulsion?     Can  it  be, 

That  so  degenerate  a  strain  as  this, 

Should  once  sot  footing  in  your  generous  bosoms  ? 

There's  not  the  meanest  spirit  on  our  party, 

"Without  a  heart  to  dare,  or  sword  to  draw, 

AY  hen  Helen  is  defended  ;  nor  none  so  noble, 

Whose  life  were  ill  bestow'd,  or  death  unfam'd, 

Where  Helen  is  the  subject :  then,  I  say, 

AY  ell  may  we  fight  for  her,  whom,  we  know  well, 

The  world's  large  spaces  cannot  parallel. 
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To  have  her  back  retun    .1 
In  doing  wrong,  extenuates  not  wroi 
But  makes  it  much  more  heavy.     !  I  opinion 

I-  i  his,  in  way  of  truth:  yet,  ue'erthelesa, 
\\\  spritelv  brethren,  I  propend  to  you 

III  resolution  to  keep    Heh  II  still  ; 

For  'tis  a  cause  that  hath  no  mean  dependao 

Upon  our  joint  and  several  di^nii 

Tro.   Why,  there  you  toiieh'd  the  lit  II  de- 

;n  : 

Were  it  not  glory  that  we  mi  i 

Thau  the  performance  of  our  heaving  spied 

I   would  not  wish  a  drop  of  Trojan  bl 

Spent  more  in  her  defence,     lint,  worthy  Jl 

She  is  a  theme  of  honour  and  renown  ; 

A  spur  to  valiant  and  magnanimous 

Whose  present  courage  may  beat  down  our  fa 

And  fame,  in  time  to  come,  canoi 

For,  I  presume,  brave  Hector  would  not  los 

So  rich  advantage  of  a  promia'     _    ry, 

As  smiles  upon  the  forehead  of  this  action, 

For  the  wide  world's  revenue. 

Hcct.  I  am  yooi 

You  valiant  ofispring  of  great  Priamus. — 
I  have  a  roisting  challenge  sent  amoi 
The  dull  and  faetious  nobles  of  the  Greeks, 
AVill  strike  amazement  to  their  drowsy  spiri 
I  was  advertis'd,  their  great  general  slept, 
Whilst  emulation  in  the  army  crept : 
This,  I  presume,  will  wake  him.  E.ceunl. 
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ACT  IT. 


TKOILUS  AND  CKESSIPA. 


SCENE  III. 


SCENE  III.— The  Grecian  Camp.  Before  Achilles' 

Tent. 

Enter  Thebsites. 

Tker.  How  now,  Thersites?  what,  lost  in  the 
labyrinth  o(  thy  fury?  Shall  the  elephant  Ajax 
cany  it  thus  ?  he  beats  me,  and  I  rail  at  him  :  O 
worthy  satisfaction!  'would,  it  were  otherwise; 
that  1  could  beat  him,  whilst  he  railed  at  me: 
S  >ot,  I  '11  learn  to  conjure  and  raise  devils,  but 
I  '11  see  some  issue  of  my  spiteful  execrations. 
Then  there's  Achilles, — a  rare  engineer.  If  Troy 
be  not  taken  till  these  two  undermine  it,  the  walls 
will  stand  till  they  fall  of  themselves.  O  thou 
it  thunder-darter  of  Olympus,  forget  that  thou 
art  Jove  the  king  of  gods  ;  and,  Mercury,  lose  all 
the  serpentine  craft  of  thy  Caduceus ;  if  ye  take 
not  that  little  little  less-than-little  wit  from  them 
thai  they  have  !  which  short-armed  ignorance  itself 
knows  is  so  abundant  scarce,  it  will  not  in  circum- 
vention deliver  a  fly  from  a  spider,  without  drawing 
their  massy  irons,  and  cutting  the  web.  After 
this,  the  vengeance  on  the  whole  camp!  or,  rather, 
the  boneaehe !  for  that,  methinks,  is  the  curse  de- 
pendant on  those  that  war  for  a  placket.  I  have 
mj  prayers ;  and  devil,  envy,  say  Amen. 
What,  ho  !  my  lord  Achilles  ! 

Enter  Pathoclus. 

Patr.  Who  'fl  there  ?  Thersites?  Good  Thersites, 
come  in  and  rail. 

Thcr.  If  I  could  have  remembered  a  gilt  coun- 
terfoil, thou  wouldest  not  have  slipped  out  of  my 
contemplation;  but  it  is  no  matter;  Thyself  upon 
thyself!  The  common  curse  of  mankind,  folly  and 
ignorance,  be  thine  in  great  revenue  !  heaven  bless 
tbee  from  a  tutor,  and  discipline  come  not  near 
!  Let  thy  blood  be  thy  direction  till  thy  death  ! 
thru  if  she,  that  lays  thee  out,  says — thou  art  a 
fair  corse,  I'll  be  sworn  and  sworn  upon 't,  she 
never  shrouded  any  but  lazars.  Amen.  Where  's 
Achilles  ? 

Patr.    What,   art    thou    devout?    wast    thou    in 

•r  ? 
Ther.  \\  ;  The  heavens  hear  me 4 

Enter  Achilli 

Who's  th< 

v.  Thersites,  my  lord. 
Achil.  Wnere,  where  P — Art  thou  come  f   Why, 
my  cheese,  my  digestion,  why  hast  thou  not  served 


thyself  in  to  my  table  so  many  meals  ?    Come ; 
what  's  Agamemnon  ? 

Ther.  Thy  commander,  Achilles  ; — Then  tell  me, 
Patroclus,  what's  Achilles? 

Patr.  Thy  lord,  Thersites ;  Then  tell  me,  I  pray 
thee,  what 's  thyself? 

Thcr.  Thy  knower,  Patroclus ;  Then  tell  me, 
Patroclus,  what  art  tlrou  ? 

Patr.  Thou  mayest  tell,  that  knowest. 

Achil.  O,  tell,  tell. 

Thcr.  I  '11  decline  the  whole  question.  Agamem- 
non commands  Achilles  ;  Achilles  is  my  lord  ;  I  am 
Patroclus'  knower ;  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool. 

Patr.  You  rascal ! 

Thcr.  Peace,  fool ;  I  have  not  done. 

Achil.  He  is  a  privileged  man. — Proceed,  Ther- 
sites. 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool ;  Achilles  is  a  fool ; 
Thersites  is  a  fool ;  and,  as  aforesaid,  Patroclus  is 
a  fool. 

Achil.  Derive  this  ;  come. 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool  to  offer  to  command 
Achilles  ;  Achilles  is  a  fool  to  be  commanded  of 
Agamemnon ;  Thersites  is  a  fool  to  serve  such  a 
fool ;  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool  positive. 

Patr.  Why  am  I  a  fool  ? 

Ther.  Make  that  demand  of  the  prover.29 — It 
suffices  me,  thou  art.    Look  you,  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Agamemnon,  Ulysses,  Nestor,  Diomedes, 
and  Ajax. 

Achil.  Patroclus,  I'll  speak  with  nobody: — 
Come  in  with  me,  Thersites.  [Exit. 

Ther.  Here  is  such  patchery,  such  juggling,  and 
such  knavery  !  all  the  argument  is,  a  cuckold,  and 
a  whore ;  a  good  quarrel,  to  draw  emulous  fac- 
tions, and  bleed  to  death  upon.  Now  the  dry 
serpu/o  on  the  subject !  and  war,  and  lechery,  con- 
found all !  [Exit. 

Agam.  Where  is  Achilles  ? 

Patr.    Within    his    tent ;    but    ill-dispos'd,    my 
lord. 

Agam.  Let  it  be  known  to  him,  that  we  are  here. 
He  Bhent  our  messengers  ;  and  we  lay  by 
Our  appertaiuments,  visiting  of  him  : 
Let  him  be  told  so  ;  lest,  perchance,  he  think 
We  dare  not  move  the  question  of  our  plaee, 
Or  know  not  what  we  are. 

I'ntr.  I  shall  say  so  to  him.  [Exit. 

Uhjss.  We  saw  him  at  the  opening  of  his  tent ; 
I  [e  is  not  sick. 

Ajax.  Yes,  lion-sick,  sick  of  proud  heart:  you 
may  eall  it  melancholy,  if  you  will  favour  the  man; 
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but,  bj  m\   hi  id   'i  i     |"  idet  8u<  Id 

linn  ihovi  m  a  I  word,  >n\  lord 

/ 
\,   '    \\  Lit  movi      I 

(/font     \. 'Li i!i     L.i 1 1 1  m\ «  i  ■!.  .I  In    foul  from  ; 
\    ./     \\  h  •  .    TL.  -    ,i. 
Uli/m     M'' 
\     t    riim  w  ill  A j.i\  I. n  K  iH.ii  i.  r,  if  he  I 

hi     .11   •inn. -ill 

I  '///.v.-  No  you  oi  hi  i  hi  si  ;ument ,  i  hal  ho  i 
hii  :ii':iiin.iii  j    Ichilli 

'.   A II  t  L.«  bet  tor  ,  i  heir  frncl  ion  our 

wiL,  than   their    faction :     Bui    il    was 
compo  uiro,  :i  R "'I  could  disunite 

Ulvsa,  The  nmity,  thai  wi  dom  kniti  not,  foil) 
m.i\  oasih  un(  ie.     I  [ere  comes  Pul  n  »clu 

/.',  -  .  /,- .  Patbocli 

\   tt,   N"  Achillea  \\  ith  him. 

U I i/8t.  The  elephanl  hath  joints,  but  none  fop 
courtesy  :  bis  legs  are  legs  for  necessity,  nol  for 
flexure, 

/'  v.  Achilles  Lids  me  lay     he  is  much  lor 
[fan)  thing  more  than  your  sport  and  pleasure 
Did  move  your  greatness,  and  this  noble  state, 
To  call  upon  him:  he  hopes,  it  is  no  other, 
But,  for  your  health  and  your  digestion  sake, 
An  after-dinner's  breath. 

.ti/iim.  Sear  you,  Patroclus; — 

We  are  too  well  acquainted  with  these  answi 
Bui  Lis  evasion,  wing'd  thus  swift  with  scorn, 
Cannot  outfly  our  apprehensions. 
iVfuch  attribute  he  hath  ;   and  much  the  reason 
Why  we  ascribe  it  to  him:  yet  all  his  virtues, — 
Not  virtuously  on  his  own  pari  beheld, — 
Do,  in  our  eyes,  begin  to  Lose  their  gloss; 
Xea,  Like  fair  fruit  in  on  unwholesome  dish, 
Are  Like  to  rot  untosted.     Go  and  tell  him, 
We  come  to  speak  with  him:  and  you  shall  not 

sin, 
If  you  do  say — we  think  him  over-proud, 
And  under-honest;  in  self-assumption  greater, 
Than  in  the  note  of  judgment ;  and  worthier  than 

himself 
Here  tend  the  savage  strangeness  he  puts  on; 
Disguise  the  holy  strength  of  their  command, 
And  underwrite  in  an  observing  kind 
His  humorous  predominance  j  yea,  watch 
His  pettish  limes,  his  ebbs,  his  flows,  as  if 
The  passage  and  whole  carriage  of  this  action 
Bode  on  his  tide.     Go,  tell  him  this  :  and  add, 
That,  if  he  overbold  his  price  so  much, 
We  '11  none  of  him ;  but  let  him  like  on  engine 
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!  D  k,  l»«? 

thir  .1  I 

/ 
'  \\ 

he  i 

A  re  as  st  ■ 

valiant . 
and  sltogel her  mon  blc. 

.//,/./.   Why  should  a  man  be  1 1 

pridi  I  k  do  i  nol  «  hat  pi 

Agom.  Four  mind 
\  irl  lies  the  fairer.     1 1 
self:  pride  ii  hii 
<iw  n  chronicle  ;  and  w  haterer  pi- 
th.' Aw(\,  devoun  the  de<  d  in  I 

Ajox.    1  do   hate   a   proud  man,  a     I 
gendering  of  toads. 

' .  And  yet  he  Loves  hii  I 

. 

JJbfM*.    Aehilles  will  not  t 

Agom,   What 's  h 

I  11-  doth  rely  on  □ 

Hut  carries  on  the  stream  of  I 
Without  observance  or  n  -  »fanv, 

In  will  peculiar  and  in  self-admission. 

Agom.  Why  will  he  not,  upon  our  fair  r 
Ulltent  his  person,  and  share  the  air  with  US  : 

Ulyss.    Things    small   as   nothing,   for   r 
sake  only, 
He  makes  important :  Poesess'd  he  is  wit- 
ness ; 
And  speaks  not  to  himself,  but  with  a  pride 
That  quarrels  at  self-breath:   imagin'd  worth 
Holds  in  his  blood  such  Bwoln  and  hot  discourse, 
That,  'twixt  his  mental  and  his  activ- 
Kingdom'd  Achilles  in  commotion  rages, 
And  batters  down  himself:   "What  should  I  say  r 
He  is  so  plaguy  proud,  that  the  death  tokens  o(  it 
Cry — "  No  recovery." 

Agam.  Let  Ajax  go  to  him. — 


ACT   II. 


T1101LUS  AND  CKESSIDA. 


SCENE  I  [J. 


I)e;ir  lord,  go  you  and  greet  him  in  his  tent: 

Tis  said,  he  holds  you  well  ;  and  will  be  led, 
U  your  request,  a  little  from  himself. 

Ulyu,  ( )  Agamemnon,  let  it  not  be  so  ! 
We  '11  consecrate  the  steps  that  Ajax  makes 
When  they   go  from  Achilles  :    Shall  the  proud 

lord, 
Thai  hastes  his  arrogance  with  his  own  seam; 
And  never  suffers  mailer  of  the  world 
Enter  his  thoughts, — save  such  as  do  revolve 
And  ruminate  himself, — shall  he  be  wor&hipp'd 
Of  that  we  hold  an  idol  more  than  her 
No,  this  thrice  worthy  and  right  valiant  lord 
Must  not  so  stale  his  palm,  nobly  aequir'd ; 
Nor,  by  my  will,  assubjugate  his  merit, 
As  amply  titled  as  Achilles  is, 
By  going  to  Achilles: 
That  were  to  cnlard  his  fat-already  pride ; 
And  add  more  coals  to  Cancer,  when  he  burns 
With  entertaining  great  Hyperion. 
This  lord  go  to  him  !  Jupiter  forbid; 
And  say  in  thunder — "  Achilles,  go  to  him." 
Nest,  O,  this  is  well ;  he  rubs  the  vein  of  him. 

\_Aside. 
Dio.  And  how  his  silence  drinks  up  this  applause  ! 

[Aside. 
Ajax.  If  I  go  to  him,  with  my  arm'd  fist  I  '11 
pash  him 
Over  the  face.    . 

Afjom.  O,  no,  you  shall  not  go. 

Ajax.  An  he  be  proud  with  me,  I  '11  phecze  his 
pride : 
l.<  ;  me  go  to  him. 

Ulyss.  Not  for  the  worth  that  hangs  upon  our 
quarrel. 

Ajax.  A  paltry,  insolent  fellow, 

Nest.  How  he  describes 

Himself!  [Aside. 

Ajrt.r.  Can  he  not  be  sociable  ? 
TJUfm.  The  raven 

Chides  blackness.  [Aside. 

Ajax.  1  will  let  his  humours  blood. 

Agnm.     Ilo'll   be  physician,  that   should    be   the 
patient.  [Aside. 

\n  all  men 

Were  o1  my  mind, 

I  ''is8.  Wit  would  be  out  of  fashion. 

[Aside. 
Ajax.     He  should    not    W\\v  it 

II     -  ould  eat  swords  first  :  Shall  pride  carry  it? 
Veet.    in  'twould,  you'd  carry  half.  [Aside. 

TTlyse.  lie  'd  hare  ton  shares. 

[Aside. 
17D 


Ajax.    I  '11  knead  him,   I   will  make  him  sup- 
ple : 

Nest.  He 's  not  yet  thorough  warm :  force  him 
with  praises  : 
Pour  in,  pour  in  ;  his  ambition  is  dry.  [Aside. 

/7//V.S-.  My  lord,  you  feed  too  much  on  this  dis- 
like. [To  A  (JAM. 
Nest.  O  noble  general,  do  not  do  so. 
Dio.  You  must  prepare  to  fight  without  Achilles. 
TJlyss.  Why,  'tis  this  naming  of  him  does  him 
harm. 
Here  is  a  man — But  'tis  before  his  face ; 
I  will  be  silent. 

Nest.  "Wherefore  should  you  so  ? 

He  is  not  emulous,  as  Achilles  is. 

TJlyss.  Know  the  whole  world,  he  is  as  valiant. 
Ajax.  A  whoreson  dog,   that  shall  palter  thus 
with  us ! 
I  would,  he  were  a  Trojan ! 

Nest.  "What  a  vice 

Were  it  in  Ajax  now 

TJlyss.  If  he  were  proud  ? 

Dio.  Or  covetous  of  praise  ? 
TJlyss.  Ay,  or  surly  borne  ? 

Dio.  Or  strange,  or  self-affected  ? 
TJlyss.  Thank   the   heavens,    lord,   thou  art    of 
sweet  composure ; 
Praise    him   that   got    thee,    she   that   gave    thee 

suck: 
Fam'd  be  thy  tutor,  and  thy  parts  of  nature 
Thrice-fam'd,  beyond  all  erudition : 
But  he  that  disciplin'd  thy  arms  to  fight, 
Let  Mars  divide  eternity  in  twain, 
And  give  him  half:  and,  for  thy  vigour, 
Bull-bearing  Milo  his  addition  yield 
To  sinewy  Ajax.     I  will  not  praise  thy  wisdom, 
Which,  like  a  bourn,  a  pale,  a  shore,  confines 
Thy  spacious  and  dilated  parts  :  Here  's  Nestor, — 
Instructed  by  the  antiquary  times, 
He  must,  he  is,  he  cannot  but  be  wise ; — 
But  pardon,  father  Nestor,  were  your  days 
As  green  as  Ajax,  and  your  brain  so  temper'd, 
You  should  not  have  the  eminence  of  him, 
Bui  be  as  Ajax. 

Ajax.  Shall  I  call  you  father  ? 

Nest.  Ay,  my  good  son. 

Dio.  Be  rul'd  by  him,  lord  Ajax. 

TJlyss.  There    is   no    tarrying   here ;    the    hart 
Achilles 
Keeps  thicket.     Please  it  our  great  genera] 
To  call  together  all  his  state  of  war ; 
Fresh  kings  an;  come  to  Troy:  To-morrow 
We  must  with  all  our  main  of  power  standfast: 
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ACT    III. 


s<T.\  i:  I       I  /  /,      i  in  Priam1    P 

Enter  I  *  \  n  1 1  \  i:  i  .  ,///,/ ,/  s,i-\  mi!  . 

Pan  Friend  I  \  ou  '  praj  j  on,  i  word  :  I to  not 
\  on  follow  i  he  \  oung  lord  Pari 

\        ■ .  n  hen  hi  before  me. 

r,oi.   You  do  depend  upon  him,  I  mean  P 

v  /•/•.  Sir,  I  do  depend  upon  i he  lord. 

Paw,  You  il«»  depend  upon  a  noble  gentleman; 
1  mil:-!   Iieeda  praise  him. 

Sm\  The  lord  be  praised ! 

Van.  Fou  Know  me,  do  3 on  noi  P 

s,rv.  '  Paith,  sir,  superficially. 

\   Friend,  knoM    in<>  better;    1  am  the  lord 
Pandarus. 
Sirr.  I  hope,  1  shall  know  your  honour  better. 

/'.■//.    1   d()  desire  it. 

S     /'.    \' on  are  iu  the  slate  o\'  -race. 

bVusie  within. 

Van.  Grace!  not  so.  friend;  honour  and  Lord- 
ship are  my  iitles:      What  music  is  this? 

Serv.  1  do  hut  parti}  know.  Bir;  it  is  music  in 
parts. 

>.  Know  you  the  musicians  ? 
Serv.  Wholly,  sir. 

Pan.    Who  play  they  to? 
;•.   To  the  hearers,  sir. 

Pan.  At  whoso  pleasure,  friend  ? 

Serv.  At  mine,  sir,  and  theirs  that  love  music. 

Pan.  Command,  I  moan,  friend. 

Serv.  Who  shall  I  command,  sir? 

Pan.  Friend,  we  understand  not  one  another;  I 
am  too  courtly,  and  thou  art  too  cunning:  At 
whose  request  do  these  men  play  ? 

Serv.  That  's  to  't,  indeed,  sir :  Many,  sir,  at 
the  request  of  Paris  my  lord,  who  is  there  in  per- 
son ;  with  him,  the  mortal  Venus,  the  heart-blood 
of  beauty,  love's  invisible  soul, 

Pan.  Who,  my  cousin  Cressida? 

Serv.  No,  sir,  Helen;  Could  you  not  find  out 
that  by  her  attributes? 

Pan.  It  should  seem,  fellow,  that  thou  hast  not 
s-  so  i  he  lady  Cressida.     I  come  to  speak  with  Paris 
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mental 

Ilid< 
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/'<"/    i  to  yon,  m 

fair  COmpS  .  ill  ail  I 

guide  the  cially  I 

thoughts  !»'■  )  OUr  fair  j •  i i  1 

/A  A  //.   I  tear  lord,  j  ou  are  full  of  fair 
/         Eou         ik  your  fair  pie 
—  Pair  prince,  he*  »\  l»rok 

I'ur.    You    have    broke    ii  .  1  :    and. 

life,  you  shall  make  it  whole  again  :    ' 

it  out  w  it  h  a  piece  of  your  performai 
is  full  of  harmony. 

Van.  Truly,  lady,  no. 

Ih  lr,} .  (i.     r, 

Vim.    Etude,  in  sooth  ;   in 

Par.   Well  said,  my  lord  1  well,j  fin. 

Vim.  1  have  business  to  my  !  md,  dear  queen: — 

M  \    lord,  will  you  voiich>a: 

Helen.  Nay,  this  shall  not  1  -  out:  1 

hear  you  sing,  certainly. 

P  m.  Well,  .  you  ar  -  ml  with 

me. — But   (marry)   thus,  my  Lord,— My  dear  1 
and  most  esteemed  friend,  your  brother  Troilus  — 

Helen.  My  lord  Pandarus;  horn    - 

Pan.   Go  to,   -  queen,   go   I  immendi 

himself  most  affectionately  to  you. 

Helen.  You  shall  not  bob  us  out  of  our  mel 
If  you  do,  our  melancholy  upon  your  head  ! 

Pan.  Sweet  queen,  sweet  queen;  th 
queen,  \  faith. 

Helen.  And  to  make  a  sweet  lad  -  a  sour 

offence. 

Pan.  Xay,  that  shall  not  serve  your  turn  ;  that 
shall  it  riot,  iu  truth,  la.  Xay,  I  care  not  for  such 
words ;  uo.  no. — And,  my  lord,  he  desires  vou, 
that,  if  the  king  eall  for  him  at  supper,  you  will 
make  his  excuse. 

Helen.  My  lord  Pandarus, 
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Pan.  What  Baya  my  sweet  queen, — my  very  very 
e1  queen  ? 

Par.  What  exploit's  in  hand?  where  sups  he 
to-night  ? 

Helen.  Nay,  but  my  lord, 

Pf/«.  What  Bays  my  sweet  queen P — My  cousin 

will  tall  out  with  you.     You  must  not  know  where 
he  sups. 

Par.  ]  '11  lay  my  life,  with  my  disposer  Cre&sida.80 

Pan.  No,  no,  no  such  matter,  you  are  wide ; 
come,  your  disposer  is  sick. 

Par.  Well,  1  '11  make  excuse. 

Pan.  Ay,  good  my  lord.  Why  should  you  say — 
ssida  ?  no,  your  poor  disposer's  sick. 

Par.  I  spy. 

Pan.  You  spy!  what  do  you  spy? — Come,  give 
me  an  instrument. — Now,  sweet  queen. 

J I  <Lii.  Why,  this  is  kindly  done. 

Pan.  My  niece  is  horribly  in  love  with  a  thing 
you  have,  sweet  queen. 

Helen.  She  shall  have  it,  my  lord,  if  it  be  not 
my  lord  Paris. 

Pan.  He!  no,  she'll  none  of  him;  they  two  are 
twain. 

Helen.  Falling  in,  after  falling  out,  may  make 
them  three. 

Pan.  Come,  come,  I  '11  hear  no  more  of  this ; 
I  '11  sing  you  a  song  now. 

Helen.  Ay,  ay,  pr'ythee  now.  By  my  troth, 
sweet  lord,  thou  hast  a  fine  forehead. 

Pan.  Ay,  you  may,  you  may. 

Helen.  Let  thy  song  be  love  :  this  love  will  undo 
us  all.     O,  Cupid,  Cupid,  Cupid ! 

Pan.  Love!  ay,  that  it  shall,  i'l'aith. 

Par.  Ay,  good  now,  love,  love,  nothing  but  love. 

Pan.  In  good  troth,  it  begins  so : 

Love,  love,  nothing  but  love,  still  more  ! 

For,  oh,  love'fl  bow 

Shoot!  buck  and  doe  : 

The  shaft  confounds, 

Not  that  it  wounds 
But  tickles  still  the  sore. 

These  Iom  rs  cry — Oh  !   oh  !    they  die  ! 

Yrl   that,  which  scciii>  the  wound  to  kill, 
Doth  turn  oh  !    oh  !    to  ha  !    ha!    he  ! 

So  dj  ing  love  Lives  still : 

Oh  !    oh  !    a  while,  but  ha  !    ha  I    ha  ! 

Oh  !    oh  !    groans  out  tor  ha  !    ha  !    hfl  I 

I  l.-y  ho  ! 

ll< hn.  In  love,  ['faith,  to  iln'  very   tip  of  the 
Dose. 

Par    II     ea      nothing  bul  doves,  love:  and  thai 
>»  blood,  and  hoi  blood  begets  hoi  thou 
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and  hot  thoughts  beget  hot  deeds,  and  hot  deeds  is 
love. 

Pan.  Is  this  the  generation  of  love  ?  hot  blood, 
hot  thoughts,  and  hot  deeds  ? — Why,  they  are 
vipers  :  Is  love  a  generation  of  vipers  ?  Sweet 
lord,  who  's  a-field  to-day  ? 

Par.  Hector,  Deiphobus,  Helenus,  Antenor,  and 
all  the  gallantry  of  Troy;  I  would  fain  have  armed 
to-night,  but  my  !\Tell  would  not  have  it  so.  How 
chance  my  brother  Troilus  went  not  ? 

Helen.  He  hangs  the  lip  at  something ; — you 
know  all,  lord  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Not  I,  honey-sweet  queen. — I  long  to  hear 
how    they   sped   to-day. — You  '11    remember   your 
brother's  excuse  ? 
Par.  To  a  hair. 
Pan.  Farewell,  sweet  queen. 
Helen.  Commend  me  to  your  niece. 
Pan.  I  will,  sweet  queen.  [Exit. 

[A  Petreai  sounded. 
Par.  They  are  come  from  field  :  iet  us  to  Priam's 
hall, 
To  greet  the  warriors.     Sweet  Helen,  I  must  woo 

you 
To  help  unarm  our  Hector  :  his  stubborn  buckles, 
With  these  your  white  enchanting  fingers  touch'd, 
Shall  more  obey,  than  to  the  edge  of  steel, 
Or  force  of  Greekish  sinews ;  you  shall  do  more 
Than  all  the  island  kings,  disarm  great  Hector. 
Helen.  'Twill  make  us  proud  to  be  his  servant, 
Paris : 
!  Yea,  what  he  shall  receive  of  us  in  duty, 
Give  us  more  palm  in  beauty  than  we  have; 
Yea,  overshines  ourself. 

Par.  Sweet,  above  thought  I  love  thee.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.— The  Same.     Pandarus'  Orchard. 

Enter  Pandarus  and  a  Servant,  meeting. 

Pan.  How  now  ?  where 's  thy  master  ?  at  my 
cousin  Cressida's  ? 

Serv.  No,  sir;  he  stays  for  you  to  conduct  him 
thither. 

Enter  Troilus. 

Pan.  O,  here  he  comes. — How  now,  how  now  ? 

Tro.  Sirrah,  walk  off.  [Exit  Servant. 

Pan.    Have  you  seen  my  cousin? 

Tro.  No,  Pandarus:  I  stalk  about  her  door, 
Like  a  similar  soul  upon  the  Stygian  hanks 
Staying  for  waftage.     O,  be  thou  my  Charon, 
And  give  me  swift  transportance  to  those  fields, 
Where  1  mav  wallow  in  the  lily  beds 
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Pan.  slip's    making    her    ready,   she'll    come 
Btraight:    you  must   be  wittj    now.      Bhe  doi 
blush,  and  fetches  her  wind  bo  Bhort,  as  if  she  were 
IV. i;  nl  with  :»  Bprite:   I  'II  fetch  her.     It  ii  the  pret- 
tiesl  villain:     she  fetches  Ii.tIm-.miIi  as  short  i 
new-Wen  spai  row.  t  Pah. 

Fro,  Bven   such   ■   passion    doth    embrace   my 

besom  : 

My  heart  beats  thicker  than  a  f 
And  all  my  powera  do  their  bestowing  lose, 
Like  vassalage  at  unawares  encountering 
The  ej  e  of  majesty. 

/'         pwi) Mirs  and  Cbesseda. 

Pan,  Come,  come,  w  hat  need  you  blush  ?  shame's 
a  baby. —  Here  she  is  now  :  Bwearthe  oaths  now  to 
her,  thai  you  have  bwotu  to  me. — What,  are  yon 
gone  again  ?  you  must  be  watched  ere  you  be  made 
tame,  must  you?  Come  your  ways,  come  your 
ways]  an  you  draw  backward,  we'll  put  you  i'  the 
tills."'1  —  Why  do  you  not  speak  to  her? — Come, 
draw  this  curtain,  and  let  's  Bee  your  picture.  Alas 
the  day,  how  Loth  you  are  to  offend  daylight!  an 
'twere  dark,  yon  \\  close  sooner.  So,  so;  rub  on, 
and  kis^  the  mistress.  How  now-,  a  kiss  iu  fee- 
farm!*8  build  there,  carpenter;  the  air  is  sweet. 
Na\ .  you  shall  fight  your  hearts  out,  ere  I  part  you. 
The  falcon  as  the  tercel,  for  all  the  ducks  i'  the 
river:    go  to.  go  to. 

Tro.  You  have  bereft  me  oi  all  words,  lady. 

Pan.  Words  pay  no  debts,  give  her  deeds :  but 
she'll  bereave  you  of  the  deeds  too,  if  she  call  your 
activity  in  question.  What,  billing  again  ?  Here's 
t.  3  p 
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tenth    part    of  one.      Tiny  that    ban 
lions,  and  the  act  of  hares, 

ZVro.  Are  there  such?  such  are 

us  as  we  are  tasted,  allow  us 

shall  go  bare,  till  merit  crown  it:  no  p-  0  in 

reversion  shall  have  a  praise  in  present:    we  will 

not    name    desert,   before    his    birth ;    and,    b- 

born,  his  addition  shall  be  humble.     Few  w 

fair  faith  :    Troilus   shall    be    such   I 

what  envy  can  say  worst,  Bhall  -  his 

truth  ;  and  what  truth  can   speak  truest,  m  I 

than  Troilus. 

Cree.    Will  you  walk  in,  my  lord? 

P     S 

Pan.  What,  blushing  still  r  lone 

talking  yet  ? 

Cres.  Well,  uncle,  what  folly  I  commit,  I 
cate  to  you. 

Pan.  I  thank  you  for  that ;  if  my  lot  a  boy 
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of  you.  you  '11  giro  him  mo  :  Bo  true  to  my  lord: 
if  he  flinch,  chide  me  for  it. 

.  You  know  now  your  hostages  ;  your  uncle's 
word,  and  my  firm  faith. 

Pan.  Nay,  J  11  i^ive  my  word  for  her  too;  our 
kindred,  though  they  be  long  ere  they  are  wooed, 
they  are  constant,  being  won  :  they  are  burs,  1  can 
tell  you  ;  they  '11  stick  where  they  are  thrown. 

Cres.  Boldness  comes  to  me  now,  and  brings  me 
heart : — 
"Prince  Troilus,  I  have  lov'd  you  night  and  day 
For  many  weary  months. 

Tro.  Why  was  my  Cressid  then  so  hard  to  win  ? 

Ores.  Hard  to  seem  won  ;  but  I  was  won,  my  lord, 
"With  the  first  glance  that  ever — Pardon  me  ; — 
If  I  confess  much,  you  will  play  the  tyrant. 
I  love  you  now  ;  but  not,  till  now,  so  much 
But  I  might  master  it : — in  faith,  I  lie  ; 
My  thoughts  were  like  unbridled  children,  grown 
Too  headstrong  for  their  mother :  See,  we  fools  ! 
Why  have  I  blabb'd  ?  who  shall  be  true  to  us, 
"When  we  are  so  unsecret  to  ourselves  ? 
But,  though  I  lov'd  you  well,  I  woo'd  you  not ; 
And  yet,  good  faith,  I  wish'd  myself  a  man ; 
Or  that  we  women  had  men's  privilege 
Of  speaking  first.    Sweet,  bid  me  hold  my  tongue  : 
For,  in  this  rapture,  I  shall  surely  speak 
The  thing  I  shall  repent.     See,  see,  your  silence, 
Cunning  in  dumbness,  from  my  weakness  draws 
My  very  soul  of  counsel :   Stop  my  mouth. 

Tro.  And  shall,  albeit  sweet  music  issues  thence. 

Pan.  Pretty,  i'  faith. 

Ores.  My  lord,  I  do  beseech  you,  pardon  me ; 
'Twas  not  my  purpose,  thus  to  beg  a  kiss : 
I  am  asham'd  ; — 0  heavens  !  what  have  I  done? — 
For  this  time  will  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

Tro.  Your  leave,  sweet  Cressid  ? 

Pan.  Leave  !    an  you  take  leave  till  to-morrow 
morning, 

Cres.  Pray  you,  content  you. 

I'i'o.  What  offends  you,  lady  ? 

Ores.  Sir,  mine  own  company. 

You  cannot  shun 

If. 

('  Let  me  go  and  try : 

I  have  a  kind  of  self  resides  with  you; 
But  an  unkind  self,  that  itself  will  leave, 
be  another's  fooL    I  would  be  gone  :  — 
re  is  my  wit?  I  know  not  what  I  speak. 
.    Wei]    know    they   what   they  speak,  that 
speak  so  wisely. 

my  lord,  I   show  more  craft 
than  love  ; 
i:; 


.And  fell  so  roundly  to  a  large  confession, 
To  angle  for  your  thoughts  :  But  you  are  wise  ; 
Or  else  you  love  not ;  For,  to  be  wise,  and  love, 
Exceeds  man's  might ;  that  dwells  with  gods  above. 

Tro.  O,  that  I  thought  it  could  be  in  a  woman, 
(As,  if  it  can,  I  will  presume  in  you,) 
To  feed  for  aye  her  lamp  and  flames  of  love ; 
To  keep  her  constancy  in  plight  and  youth, 
Outliving  beauty's  outward,  with  a  mind 
That  doth  renew  swifter  than  blood  decays  ! 
Or,  that  persuasion  could  but  thus  convince  me, — 
That  my  integrity  and  truth  to  you 
Might  be  affronted  with  the  match  and  weight 
Of  such  a  winnow'd  purity  in  love  ; 
How  were  I  then  uplifted !  but,  alas, 
I  am  as  true  as  truth's  simplicity, 
And  simpler  than  the  infancy  of  truth. 

Cres.  In  that  I  '11  war  with  you. 

Tro.  O  virtuous  fight, 

"When  right  with  right  wars  who  shall    be  most 

right ! 
True  swains  in  love  shall,  in  the  world  to  come. 
Approve  their  truths  by  Troilus  :  when  their  rhymes, 
Full  of  protest,  of  oath,  and  big  compare, 
"Want  similes,  truth  tir'd  with  iteration, — 
As  true  as  steel,  as  plantage  to  the  moon,33 
As  sun  to  day,  as  turtle  to  her  mate, 
As  iron  to  adamant,  as  earth  to  the  centre, — 
Yet,  after  all  comparisons  of  truth, 
As  truth's  authentic  author  to  be  cited, 
As  true  as  Troilus  shall  crown  up  the  verse, 
And  sanctify  the  numbers. 

Cres.  Prophet  may  you  be  ! 

If  I  be  false,  or  swerve  a  hair  from  truth, 
When  time  is  old  and  hath  forgot  itself, 
When  waterdrops  have  worn  the  stones  of  Troy, 
And  blind  oblivion  swallow' d  cities  up, 
And  mighty  states  characterless  are  grated 
To  dusty  nothing ;  yet  let  memory, 
From  false  to  false,  among  false  maids  in  love, 
Upbraid  my  falsehood!  when  they  have  said — as 

false 
As  air,  as  water,  wind,  or  sandy  earth, 
As  fox  to  lamb,  as  wolf  to  heifer's  calf, 
Pard  to  the  hind,  or  stepdame  to  her  son  ; 
Yea,  let  them  say,  to  stick  the  heart  of  falsehood, 
As  false  as  Cressid. 

Pan.  Go  to,  a  bargain  made:  seal  it,  seal  it; 
I'll  be  the  vvitnrss. — Here  I  hold  your  hand;  here, 
my  cousin'3.  If  ever  you  prove  false  one  to 
another,  since  I  have  taken  such  pains  to  bring  you 
together,  !<•!  all  pitiful  gocrs-between  be  called  to 
the  world's  end  after  my   name,   call  them   all — 
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<        x         princes,  for  the  i  en  ice  I  b  ive  done 
\  on, 
The  advantage  of  the  time  prompts  me  aloud 
To  call  for  recomp  Appear  it  to  your  mind, 

That,  through  the  sight  I  bear  in  things,  (<>  .!<>■. 
J  have  abandon' d  Troj .  left  my  p<  >n, 

rnourr'd  a  traitor's  name  ;  expoB'd  mj  -.It', 

From  certain  and  possess'd  conveniei. 

To  doubtful  fortunes;  slquest'ring  from  me  all 
That  time,  acquaintance,  custom,  and  condition, 

Made  tamo  and  most  familiar  to  my  nature  ; 

And  here,  to  do  you  service,  am  become 

As  now  into  the  world,  strange,  unacquainted 

1  .1.)  beseech  you,  as  in  way  oftas 

To  give  me  now  a  little  benefit, 

Out  of  those  many  register' d  in  promise, 

Which,  you  say,  live  to  come  in  my  behalf. 

Ayom.   What  would' st  thou  ofus,  Trojan?  make 
demand. 

CtiL  You  have  s  Trojan  prisoner, call' d  Antenor. 
Yesterday  took  ;  Troy  holds  him  very  dear. 
Oft  have  you,  (often  have  you  thanks  therefore,) 
Deair'd  my  Cressid  in  right  great  exchange, 
Whom  Troy  hath  still  denied  :   But  this  Antenor, 
I  know,  is  Buch  a  wrest  in  their  afiairs, 
That  their  negotiations  all  must  Black, 
Wanting  his  manage  ;  and  they  will  almost 
Give  us  a  prince  of  blood,  a  son  of  Priam, 
In  change  o(  him  :  let  him  be  sent,  great  princes. 
And  he  shall  buy  my  daughter ;  and  her  presence 
Shall  quite  strike  off  all  service  I  have  done, 
In  most  accepted  pain. 

Agam.  Let  Diomedes  bear  him, 

And  bring  us  Cressid  hither  ;  Calchas  shall  have 
What  he  requests  ofus. — Good  Diomed, 
Furnish  you  fairly  for  this  interchange : 
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a.      The  better.  [JSxevnt  Aqjlh.  a 
uiL  .  good  day. 

Men.  How  do  you  ?  how  do  you? 
AchiL  What,  do  -         rackold  scorn  d 

up.  IIow  now,  Patrocl 
A  hiL  «>   od  morrow,  Ajax. 

Ajax.  J  la  ? 

AchiL   Good  morrow. 
Ajax.    Ay.  and  good  next  day  too. 
AchiL  What  mean  t 

not  Achill 
Pair.  They  pass  by  strange  us/d 

to  bend, 
To  send  their  smiles  before  them  to  Achill 
To  come  as  humbly,  as  they  us'd  to  creep 
To  holy  altars. 

AchiL  \That.  am  I  poor  of  k 

'Tis  certain,  greatness,  once  fallen  out  with  fortune, 
Must  fall  out  with  men  too  :   What  the  declkfd  is, 
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lie  shall  as  soon  road  in  the  eyes  of  others, 

As  feel  in  his  own  fall:  for  men,  like  butterflies, 

Show  not  their  mealy  wings,  but  to  the  summer; 

And  nol  a  man,  for  being  simply  man, 

Bath  any  honour;  but  honour  for  those  honours 

That  are  without  him,  as  place,  riches,  favour, 

Prizes  ofaccidenl  as  oft  as  merit: 

Which  when  they  tall,  as  being  slippery  standers, 

The  love  that  lean'd  on  them  as  slippery  too, 

Do  one  pinch  down  another,  and  together 

Die  in  the  fall.     But  'tis  not  so  with  me: 

Fortune  and  I  are  friends ;  I  do  enjoy 

At  ample  point  all  that  I  did  possess, 

Save  these  men's  looks  ;  who  do,  methinks,  find  out 

Something  not  worth  in  me  such  rich  beholding 

As  they  have  often  given.     Here  is  Ulysses ; 

I  '11  interrupt  his  reading. — 

How  now,  Ulysses  ? 

UIj/ss.  .Now,  great  Thetis'  son ? 

Achil.  "What  are  you  reading? 

Ulyss.  A  strange  fellow  here 

"Writes  me,  That  man — how  dearly  ever  parted,35 
How  much  in  having,  or  without,  or  in, — 
Cannot  make  boast  to  have  that  which  he  hath, 
Nor  feels  not  what  he  owes,  but  by  reflection; 
As  when  his  virtues  shining  upon  others 
Heat  them,  and  they  retort  that  heat  again 
To  the  first  giver. 

Acini.  This  is  not  strange,  Ulysses. 

The  beauty  that  is  borne  here  in  the  face 
The  bearer  knows  not,  but  commends  itself 
To  others'  eyes  :  nor  doth  the  eye  itself 
That  most  pure  spirit  of  sense,)  behold  itself, 
Not  going  from  itself;  but  eye  to  eye  oppos'd 
Salutes  each  other  with  each  other's  form. 
For  speculation  turns  not  to  itself, 
Till  it  hath  travell'd,  and  is  married  there 
A\ "here  it  may  see  itself:  this  is  not  strange  at  all. 

Ulyss.  I  do  not  strain  at  the  position, 
It  is  familiar;  but  at  the  author's  drift: 
"Who,  in  his  circumstance,:;';  expressly  proves — 
That  no  man  is  the  lord  of  any  thing, 
(Though  in  and  of  him  there  he  much  consisting,) 
Till  he  communicate  his  parts  to  others: 
Nor  doth  ho  of  himself  know  them  lor  aught 
Till  he  behold  them  fbrm'd  in  the  applause 

Where    they    an-    extended;     which,    like    an    arch 

reverberafc 

The  voire  again;   or  like  a  ^:\\<-  ofsteel 

ating  the  sun,  receives  and  renders  hack 
His  figure  and  his  heat.      I  was  much  rapt   in  this; 
And  apprehended  here  immediately 
The  nnkimw  n   A  j;i\. 
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Heavens,  what  a  man  is  there  !  a  very  horse  ; 
That  has  he  knows  not  what.    Nature,  what  tilings 

there  are, 
Most  abject  in  regard,  and  dear  in  use ! 
What  things  again  most  dear  in  the  esteem, 
And  poor  in  worth !  Now  shall  we  see  to-morrow, 
An  act  that  very  chance  doth  throw  upon  him, 
Ajax  renown'd.     O  heavens,  what  some  men  do, 
While  some  men  leave  to  do  ! 
How  some  men  creep  in  skittish  fortune's  hall, 
Whiles  others  play  the  idiots  in  her  eyes ! 
How  one  man  eats  into  another's  pride, 
While  pride  is  fasting  in  his  wantonness ! 
To  see  these  Grecian  lords ! — why,  even  already 
They  clap  the  lubber  Ajax  on  the  shoulder; 
As  if  his  foot  were  on  brave  Hector's  breast, 
And  great  Troy  shrinking. 

Achil.  I  do  believe  it :  for  they  pass'd  by  me, 
As  misers  do  by  beggars  ;  neither  gave  to  rne 
Good  word,  nor  look  :  What,  are  rny  deeds  forgot  ? 
Ulyss.  Time  hath,  my  lord,  a  wallet  at  his  back, 
Wherein  he  puts  alms  for  oblivion, 
A  great-sized  monster  of  ingratitudes  : 
Those    scraps    are    good   deeds   past :    which    are 

devour' d, 
As  fast  as  they  are  made,  forgot  as  soon 
As  done :  Perseverance,  dear  my  lord, 
Keeps  honour  bright :  To  have  done,  is  to  hang 
Quite  out  of  fashion,  like  a  rusty  mail 
In  monumental  mockery.     Take  the  instant  way ; 
For  honour  travels  in  a  strait  so  narrow, 
Where  one  but  goes  abreast ;  keep  then  the  path  ; 
For  emulation  hath  a  thousand  sons, 
That  one  by  one  pursue  :  If  you  give  way, 
Or  hedge  aside  from  the  direct  forthright, 
Like  to  an  enter'd  tide,  they  all  rush  by, 
And  leave  you  hindmost ; — 
Or,  like  a  gallant  horse  fallen  in  first  rank, 
Lie  there  for  pavement  to  the  abject  rear, 
O'er-run  and  trampled  on  :    Then  what  they  do  in 

present, 
Though  less  than  yours  in  past,  must  o'ertop  yours  : 
For  time  is  like  a  fashionable  host, 
That  slightly  shakes  his  parting  guest  by  the  hand  ; 
And  with  his  arms  out-stretch1  d,  as  he  would  fly, 
Grasps  in  the  comer:  Welcome  ever  smiles, 
And  farewell  goes  out  sighing.  O,  let  not  virtue  seek 
Remuneration  for  the  thing  it  was ; 
For  beauty,  wit, 

Sigh  birth,  vigour  of  bone,  desert  in  service, 
Love,  friendship,  charity,  arc  subjects  all 

To  envious  and  calumniat  ing  t  ime. 

One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin. 
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Tim!  all,  w  ii  li  one  i 
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\  nil  caio  t  li\  reput  al  ion  in  i  hj  tenl  ; 
W ho  bul  in  i how  Hold  i  >.i  ' 
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• 
A  ml  dm  to  fact  ion. 

I  in/.  <  »f  i  hia  m\   | > i- 1 1 

I  lia\  t%  bI  ron  iiiB. 

/  ' li/ss.  Bill    '.":iin  ll    \  OUr  |'l'i\  :ie\ 

The  reasons  art  more  potenl  and  heroicul : 
'Til  known,   Achilles,  thai  you  are  In  lore 
W  ii  Ii  one  of  Priam's  daughter 

./////.  Ha!   Know 

/ '///.v.v.   Is  thai  :i  wond 
'Tin1  providence  thai  'a  in  a  watchful  Btate, 
Knows  almoal  ererj  grain  of  Plutua1  gold  ; 
Finds  bottom  in  tin*  uncomprehenaive  deeps; 
Keeps  place  with  thought,  and  almost,  Like  the 

gods, 
Does  thoughts  unveil  in  their  dumb  cradles. 
There  is  a  mystery  (with  whom  relation 
Dursl  never  meddle)  in  the  soul  o\'  Btate  j 
Which  hath  an  operation  more  divine, 
Than  breath,  or  pen,  can  give  expressure  to: 
All  the  commerce  that  you  have  had  with  Troy, 
As  perfectly  is  ours,  as  yours,  my  lordj 
Ami  better  would  it  tit   Achilles  much, 
To  throw  down  Sector,  than  Polyxona: 
"But  it  must  grieve  young  Pyrrhus  now  at  home, 
When  tamo  shall  in  our  islands  sound  her  trump; 
And  all  the  Greekish  girla  shall  tripping  sing, — 
"  Ghreal  Hector's  sister  did  Achilles  win; 
Bui  our  great  Ajax  bravely  beat  down  him." 
Farewell,  my  lord:  1  as  your  lover  speak  ; 
The  fool  slides  o'er  the  ice  that  you  should  break. 

[Earit. 

Pair.   To  this  effect,  Achilles,  have  1  niov'd  you  : 
A  woman  impudent  and  mannish  grown 
Is  not  more  loath'd  than  an  effeminate  man 
In  time  of  action.     I  stand  condemn'd  for  this  ; 
They  think,  my  little  stomach  to  the  war, 
And  your  great  love  to  me,  restrains  you  thus: 
it,  rouse  yourself;  and  the  weak  wanton  Cupid 


! 

i  i 

\  (ii 

I 

I 
I  I  the  f 

I 

lu'il  :    I 

\  ii  appel  it<-  t  hat    I  it  h.il, 

>r  in  his  weeds  of  peax 

I    i  talk  w  ith  him, 

n  to  my  full  <»t'  view.      \  lal 

/'        Thzbsi 
T1"  onder. 

Ackil.    What  r 

\  md   down    the 

for  himself. 

Ml.   II..\\  - 
v    He    must    Bghl    Binglj    to-n  with 

1  l.ctor ;  ami  is  bo  prophetically  proud  of  an  ; 
cudgelling,  that  he  rav<  - 
Achil.   How  can  that 
Tin  r.   Why,  he   stalks  up  and  down   lik 
cock,  a    stride,   and   a    stand:    rum  ike   an 

hostess,  that   hath  no  arithmetic  but  her  brain 

down  her  reckoning:  bite-  his  lip  with  a  poli- 
tic regard,  as  who  should  say — there  were  wit  in 
this  head,  an  'twould  out;  and  ?  -  :  but  it 

lies  as  coldly  in  him  as  tire  in  a  flint,  which  will 
not  show  without  knocking.  The  man's  undone 
forever;  for  it'  Hector  break  not  I  i   i' the 

combat,  he '11  break  it  himself  in  vain  g  He 

knows  not  me:  1  said,  "  (i       ';-...  -."  and 

he  replies,  "Tha  mmemnon."  it  think 

you  oi  this  man,  that   lakes   me   tor  the   genes 
He  is  grown  a  very  land-fish,  la:._  \  mou- 

A  plague  of  opinion  !  a  man  may  w  ear  it 
both  sides,  like  a  leather  jerkin. 

Achil.    Thou   must   be  my  ambassador   to  him, 
Therail 

Who.  1;    why,  lie '11  answer  nobody;  he 
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ACT   IV. 


TftOILUS  AND  CRESSIDA. 


SCENE  I. 


prof  >t  Answering;  speaking  is  for  beggars ; 

he  wears  his  tongue  in  hia  anus.      1  will  put  on  his 

presence;  let  Patroclus  make  demands  to  me,  you 

shall  see  the  pageant  of  Ajax. 

AchiL  To  him,  Patroclus :  Tell  him,— I  humbly 
desire  the  valiant  Ajax,  1c  invite  the  most  valorous 
Hector  to  come  unarmed  to  my  tent;  and  to  pro- 
cure sate  conduct  for  his  person,  of  the  magnani- 
mous, ami  most  illustrious,  six-or-seven-times- 
honoured  captain-general  of  the  Grecian  army, 
Agamemnon.     Do  this. 

Patr.  Jove  bless  great  Ajax. 

Thcr.  Humph ! 

Patr.  I  come  from  the  worthy  Achilles, 

Tker,  Ha! 

Patr.  Who  most  humbly  desires  you,  to  invite 
Hector  to  his  tent ! 

Tker.  Humph! 

Patr.  And  to  procure  safe  conduct  from  Aga- 
memnon. 

Tker.  Agamemnon? 

Patr.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Thcr.  Ha! 

Patr.  What  say  you  to  't  ? 

Ther.  God  be  wi'  you,  with  all  my  heart. 


Patr.  Your  answer,  sir. 

Thcr.  If  to-morrow  be  a  fair  day,  by  eleven 
o'clock  it  will  go  one  way  or  other ;  howsoever,  he 
shall  pay  for  me  ere  he  has  me. 

Patr.  Tour  answer,  sir. 

Thcr.  Fare  you  well,  with  all  my  heart. 

Achil.  Why,  but  he  is  not  in  this  tune,  is  he  ? 

Thcr.  No,  but  he's  out  o'  tune  thus.  What 
music  will  be  in  him  when  Hector  has  knocked  out 
his  brains,  I  know  not :  But,  I  am  sure,  none ; 
unless  the  fiddler  Apollo  get  his  sinews  to  make 
catlings  on. 

Achil.  Come,  thou  shalt  bear  a  letter  to  him 
straight. 

Thcr.  Let  me  bear  another  to  his  horse;  for 
that 's  the  more  capable  creature. 

Achil.    My  mind  is  troubled,   like   a   fountain 
stirr'd ; 
And  I  myself  see  not  the  bottom  of  it. 

[Exeunt  Achtl.  and  Patr. 

Ther.  '"Would  the  fountain  of  your  mind  were 
clear  again,  that  I  might  water  an  ass  at  it !  I  had 
rather  be  a  tick  in  a  sheep,  than  such  a  valiant 
ignorance. 

[Exit. 


ACT    IV. 


SCEXE  L— Troy.     A  Street. 


Enter,  at  one  side,  tEneas  and  Servant,  zvilh  a 
Torch;  at  the  other,  Paris,  Deipiiot*us,  An- 
tenor,  Diomedes,  and  Others,  with  Torches. 

Par.  See,  ho  !  who  's  that  there  ? 
Dei.  'Tis  the  lord  ^Eneas. 

jEne.  Is  the  prince  there  in  person  r — 
Had  I  so  good  occasion  to  lie  long, 
As  you,  prince  Paris,  nothing  but  heavenly  business 
Should  rob  my  bed-mate  of  my  company. 

Dio.  That  'i  my  mind  too. — Good  morrow,  lord 

.Eneas. 
Par.  A  valiant  Greek,  vEneas  ;  take  his  hand: 
Witness  the  process  of  your  speech,  wherein 
Y    i  toid — how  Diomed,  a  whole  week  by  days, 
Did  haunt  you  in  the  fit  Id. 

d  1  Health  to  you,  valiant  sir, 

During  all  question  of  the  gentle  truce: 
But  when  I  meet  you  arm'd,  as  black  <h -fiance, 
Aj  heart  can  think,  or  courage  execute. 
Dio.  The  one  and  other  Diomed  embraces. 
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Our  bloods  are  now  in  calm ;  and,  so  long,  health  : 
But  when  contention  and  occasion  meet. 
By  Jove,  I  '11  play  the  hunter  for  thy  life, 
With  all  my  force,  pursuit,  and  policy. 

JEne.  And  thou  shalt  hunt  a  lion,  that  will  fly 
With  his  face  backward. — In  humane  gentleness, 
Welcome  to  Troy  !  now,  by  Anchises'  life, 
Welcome,  indeed  !  By  Venus'  hand  I  swear, 
No  man  alive  can  love,  in  such  a  sort, 
The  thing  he  means  to  kill,  more  excellently. 

Dio.  We  sympathise: — Jove,  let  iEneas  live, 
If  to  my  sword  his  fate  be  not  the  glory, 
A  thousand  complete  courses  of  the  sun  ! 
But,  in  mine  emulous  honour,  let  him  die, 
With  erery  joint  a  wound  ;  and  that  to-morrow  ! 

JEne.  We  know  each  other  well. 

Dio.  We  do  ;  and  long  to  know  each  other  worse. 

Par.  This  is  the  most  despiteful  gentle  greeting, 
The  n< -blest  hateful  love,  that  e'er  I  heard  of. — 
What  business,  lord,  so  early  ? 

JEne.   I  was  sent  for  to  the  king;  but  why,  I 
know  not. 


A  (    I     IS 


I  lt<  HI  !         [Mil  H\ 


/•        !  I      pui  I  rM  to  bi 

i  In    I  • 

i. .  .1   \ hi.  I  I  . 

I  i\r  youi  ,  if  \ tin  | 

I  i  ,ii.    I  I  1 1 1 1 y  do  tli  i  ii k, 

i<>r,    rothor,   call    1113    ll 

I.  d 
M  \  bro!  Ii'  r  l'i  oilu  1  1<  t ; 

1\..ii  to  him,  and  gh 0  liim  note  of  our  ap| 
\\  ii  h  I  he  \\  hole  quality  v»  hop  1      ir, 

\\ .     hall  be  much  unwoloomo. 

ic  Thai  l 

Troilui  bad  ral her  Tro)  w  1  re  home  i    1  i 
Than  t  to  iV"iii  Troj . 

/'..'/-.  'I'ln  '  help ; 

The  Imi  ter  disposil  ion  of  1  he  1  ime 
Will  have  n  10.     On,  lord;  we'll  follow  jrou. 

id  morron .  all.  Exit, 

/'   ■     \ ml  tell  me,  noble  Diomed;  'faith, tell  me 

1  rue. 

Even  in  the  soul  of  sound  good-fellowship, — 
Who,  in  your  thoughts,  merits  fair  Helen  b< 
M\ self,  or  Menela 

Die.  Both  alik' 

llr  merits  well  to  have  her,  thai  doth  seek  her 
I  \   1  making  any  scruple  of  her  Boilure,) 
With  such  a  hell  of  pain,  and  world  ofohargi 
And  you  as  well  to  keep  her,  thai  defend  her 
t  Not  palating  the  taste  of  her  dishonour,  | 

With  BUOh  a  COStly  loss  of  wealth  and  friends: 

He,  like  a  puling  cuckold,  would  drink  up 

The  loos  and  dregs  of  a  flal  tamed  piece  ; 

Von,  tike  1  lecher,  out  of  whorish  loins 

Are  pleaa'd  to  brood  oul  your  inheritors: 

Both   merits   pois'd,   each    weighs    nor    loss   nor 

more  ; 
But  he  as  he,  the  heavier  for  a  whore. 

Par.  You  are  too  bitter  to  your  countrywoman, 
Dio.  She's  bitter  to   her  country:   Hear  me, 

Paris, — 
For  every  false  drop  in  her  bawdy  veins 
A  Grecian's  life  hath  sunk  ;  for  every  scruple 
Of  her  contaminated  carrion  weight, 
A  Trojan  hath  boon  slain  :  since  she  could  speak, 
She  hath  not  given  so  many  good  words  breath, 
As  for  her  Greeks  and  Trojans  suffer' d  death. 
Par.  Fair  Diomed,  you  do  as  chapmen  do, 
Dispraise  the  tliiug  that  you  desire  to  buy  : 
But  we  in  silence  hold  this  virtue  well, — 
"We  '11  not  commend  what  we  intend  to  sell. 
Here  Lies  our  way. 

[Exeunt. 


1.    II  i  U 
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!  I 
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>  '•(>  kill 

\  1  thou;- 
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I  1 

hath  r 
I    d  divan  lit  will  bidi 

I   w.ndd  Dot  from  t 

1  Night  hath  been 

1  witch  !  wit 

diouslj  ai  bell ;  but  il 
With  w  im  moment  it. 

You  w  ill  catch  cold,  and  ctu 

I  l'i  ; — 

You  men  will  DeTOT  tarry, 

()  foolish  Creasid! — 1  might  ; 

And  then  you  would  .  re  's 

up. 

Pan.  [Within*']   "What,   are   all    the   doors 
hen 

Tro.  II  iz  uncle. 

Enti  r  Panda: 

I      >•.    A  pestilence    on   him!    now  will  he   be 
mocking : 
I  shall  have  such  a  life, 


Pan.  How  now,  how  now  r  how  go  maidenheads  ? 
— Here,  you  maid  ;  where  's  my  cousin  Crest 

a   Go  hang  vourself,  vou  naughtv  mocking 
uncle  ! 
You  bring  me  to  do,  and  then  you  flout  me  too. 

Pan.  To  do  what  ?  to  do  what  r — let  her  say 
what  :  what  have  I  brought  you  to  do  ? 

Cres.  Come,  come  ;  beshrew  your  heart !  you  '11 
ne'er  be  good, 
Xor  suffer  others. 

Pan.  Ha,  ha!  -Adas,  poor  WTetch!  a  poor  ca- 
poe chia  ! — hast  not  slept  to-night  r  would  he  not, 
a  naughty  man,  let  it  sleep  ?  a  bugbear  take  him  ! 

Knocking. 
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ACT  IT. 


TKOILUS  AND  CKESSIDA. 


SCEITE  in. 


i.  Did    I    do1    tell    you? — 'would   lie   were 
knock'd  o'  the  head  ! — 

Who's  that  at  door?  good  uncle,  go  and  see. — 

M  .  lord,  come  you  again  into  my  chamber  j 

S    u  Bmile,  and  mock  me,  as  if  I  meant  naughtily. 

Tro.   Ha,  ha! 

Ores.  Come, yon  are  deceiv'd,I  think  of  no  such 
thing.  -  [Knocking. 

1 1     .  earnestly  they  knock  ! — pray  you,  come  in; 
1  \\  ould  not  for  half  Troy  have  you  seen  here. 

[Exeunt  Tito,  and  Cres. 

Pan.  [Going  to  the  door.']  "Who  's  there  ?  what 's 
the  matter  ?  will  you  beat  down  the  door  ?  How 
now  ?  what  '■  the  matter  ? 

Enter  ./Eneas. 

/•.'  le.   Good  morrow,  lord,  good  morrow. 

I.  Who's  there?  my  lord  -/Eneas?  By  my 
troth,  I  knew  you  not :  what  news  with  you  so 
earl; 

JEnc.  Is  not  prince  Troilus  here  ? 

Pan.  Here  !  what  should  he  do  here  ? 

JEne.  Come,  he  is  here,  my  lord,  do  not  deny 
him  ; 
It  doth  import  him  much,  to  speak  with  me. 

Pan.  Is  he  here,  say  you  ?  'tis  more  than  I  know, 
I  '11  be  sworn  : — For  my  own  part,  I  came  in  late  : 
What  should  he  do  here  ? 

JEnc.  "Who  ! — nay,  then  : — 
Come,  come,  you'll  do  him  wrong  ere  you  arc  'ware  : 
You'll  be  so  true  to  him,  to  be  false  to  him  : 
Do  not  you  know  of  him,  yet  go  fetch  him  hither ; 
Go. 

As  Pakdadrus  is  going  out,  enter  Troilus. 

Tro.   I  low  now  ?  what 's  the  matter  ? 

4  ]'..  >     My  lord,  I  scaree  have  leisure  to  salute  you, 
Iffy  matter  is  so  rash  :10  There  is  at  hand 
Paril  your  brother,  and  Deiphobus, 
The  Grecian  Diomed,  and  our  Antcnor 
Deliver'd  to  us  ;  and  for  him  forthwith, 
Ere  the  first  sacrifice,  within  this  hour, 

We  hum  give  up  to  Diomedes'  hand 

The  lad      I  Ida. 

Tro.  Is  it   so  concluded  ? 

<      \\\   Priam,  and  the  general  state  of  Troy  : 
e  .it  hand,  and  ready  to  effect  it. 
/'  ».   Ho  n  my  achievements  mock  me ! 

I  will  gO  meet  them:   and,  my  lord   .Kneas, 

\V<-  not  by  chance;  you  did  not   lind  me  here. 
/Em  .    I  I  I    my  lord  ;  the  *  tf  nature 

I I  more  gift  w  tacil  amity.*1 

Exi  uni  Tbo.  and  .I'm:, 
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Pan.  Ts  't  possible  ?  no  sooner  got,  but  lost  ?  The 
devil  take  Antcnor!  the  young  prince  will  go  mad. 
A  plague  upon  Antcnor!   1  would,  they  had  broke' 8 

neck  ! 


Ores. 


Enter  CBESSLDA. 

What   is   the  matter?      Who 


How  now  ? 
was  here  ? 

Pan.   Ah,  ah  ! 

Ores.  Why  sigh  you  so  profoundly  ?  where1!  my 
lord  gone  ? 
Tell  me,  sweet  uncle,  what 's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  'Would  I  were  as  deep  under  the  earth  as 
I  am  above ! 

Cres.  O  the  gods  ! — what 's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Pr 'y thee,  get  thee  in  ;  'Would  thou  had' st 
ne'er  been  born !  I  knew,  thou  would'st  be  his 
death  : — O  poor  gentleman ! — A  plague  upon  An- 
tenor ! 

Cres.  Good  uncle,  I  beseech  you  on  my  knees, 
I  beseech  you,  what 's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Thou  must  be  gone,  wench,  thou  must  be 
gone;  thou  art  changed  for  Anterior  :  thou  must 
to  thy  father,  and  be  gone  from  Troilus ;  'twill  be 
his  death  ;  'twill  be  his  bane ;  he  cannot  bear  it. 

Cres.  O  you  immortal  gods ! — I  will  not  go. 

Pan.  Thou  must. 

Cres.  I  will  not,  uncle :  I  have  forgot  my  father ; 
I  know  no  touch  of  consanguinity ; 
No,  kin,  no  love,  no  blood,  no  soul  so  near  me, 
As  the  sweet  Troilus. — O  you  gods  divine  ! 
Make  Cressid's  name  the  very  crown  of  falsehood, 
If  ever  she  leave  Troilus !  Time,  force,  and  death, 
Do  to  this  body  what  extremes  you  can ; 
But  the  strong  base  and  building  of  my  love 
Is  as  the  very  centre  of  the  earth, 
Drawing  all  things  to  it. — I  '11  go  in,  and  weep ; — 

Pan.  Do,  do, 

( 'res.  Tear  my  bright  hair,  and  ■cratch  my  praised 
cheeks : 
Craek  my   clear    voice   with   sobs,  and  break   m\ 

heart 
With  sounding  Troilus.     I  will  not  go  from  Troy. 

[  Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— The  Same.     Before  Pandarus' 
House. 

Enter  Pa  ins,  Troilus,  ^Enkas,   D:;i  imiobub,  An- 
TENOE,  and  DlOMfiDES. 

Par.   It  is  greal  morning;  and  the  hour  prefix'd 
Of  ber  delivery  to  this  valiant  G-reei 
Coinei  fas!  upon  :     Gtood  my  brother  Troilus, 


iV'\    I  \ . 


IKnllJ        \  \  i»  < 


l'\ 


Ti  |i  •,  on  the  I  i'l . 

A  ud  In  h'  In  r  to  tin   purij 

/  \\   nL   in  to  I"  i   he 

I'll  bring  lioi  to  tin   Grecian  i>n    enl 
\  1 1. 1  to  hi    In  in  I  w  Inn  I  deliv(  r  I 
Thiui  ii  •in  ill  ii- ,  mil  i  li\  brol  her  I  roilu  i 
\  pric  il .  i  here  ottering  Ui  it  hi    own  h<  ai  I       / 

/'.</•     I    ivii.iw    n  li.ii     1 1 ,  to  I" 

\  i  m  I  'would,  a  i  I  ihall  pil  j .  I  could  help  I 

Plea  o  v  <mi,  u.iiL  in,  in\  loi  /      ""/. 

15  N  K   I  \        /"      N  ■    '        /    lioom  i  a    I  '.i  1 1' Ii 
// 

Enf(')     I  *  A  N  1  >  Mil       dlli/  (  'itl  s  ^lliv. 

/         Be  modern!  o,  be  moderate. 

ens.   W 1 1  \  it'll  you  me  of  moderation  ? 
The  grief  ia  line,  full,  perfect,  thai  I  ta  te, 
\iii!  violentcth  in  a  Bonsc  as  strong 
As  that  which  causeth  ii  :   ll<»\\  can  I  moderate 
If  I  could  temporize  with  mj  affection, 
Oi  luvw  ii  t.»  m  weak  and  colder  palate, 
I  In*  like  allaymenl  could  I  give  mj  grief; 
M\  love  admits  n<>  qualifying  dross  : 
No  m<  re  mj  grief,  in  Buch  s  precious  loi 

Enter  Troi  li 

r  ,i.  Here,  here,  here,  he  cornea  —  Ah  sweet 
ducks ! 

Ores,  0  Troilus!  Troilual  /'   bracing  him. 

Pan.  What  a  pair  of  spectacles  is  here:  Let 
me  embrace  too:  M0  heart,'*— as  the  goodly  Bay- 
ing is, 

0  heart,  0  heavy  heart, 

Whj  sigh's!  thou  without  breaking? 

where  he  answers  again, 

Because  thou  canst  not  ease  thy  smart, 
By  friendship,  nor  by  speaking. 

There  never  was  a  truer  rhyme.  Let  us  oast  away 
nothing,  for  we  may  live  to  have  need  of  such  a 
verse ;  we  Bee  it,  we  see  it. — How  now,  lambs  ? 

Tro.  Creasid,  I  love  thee  in  so  strain'd  a  purity, 
That  the  blest  gods— as  angry  with  my  fancy, 
More  bright  in  zeal  than  the  devotion  which 
Cold  lips  blow  to  their  deities, — take  thee  Brora  me. 

Ores.  Have  the  gods  envy  ? 

Pan.   Ay,  ay,  ay,  ay  ;  'tis  too  plain  a  ease. 

Ores.   And  is  it  true,  that  I  must  go  from  Troy  r 

Tro.  A  hateful  truth. 

Ores.  What,  and  from  Troilus  too  ? 

Tro.  From  Troy,  and  Troilus. 
t.  3  Q 
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Bid  them  have  pal ien< 
Pan,   Where  are  mj  h 

or  mj  heart  \s ill  be  blown  up  bi  t he  i 
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Cres.  I  must  then  b 
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1  A    woeful    I  tin-     m 

i, 

Whi-n  shall  we  :'n? 

Tro.   Sear  me,  mv  love:    Ii--  thou  bm  tru 
heart, 

r,   I  true !    h«»w  no*  ?  what  a  i  -'.  m  ij 

this 
Tro.  Nay,  we  muat  -    ilaiion  kind 

For  it  is  parting  from  us  : 
I  speak  not,  "be  thou  true,*1  as 
For  I  will  throw  my  glove  ie1£ 

That  there's  no  maeulation  in  thy  ht-art  : 
But,  "be  thou  true,"  -      1 ,  to  fashion  in 
My  sequent  protestation;  be  thou  true, 
And  I  will  see  thee. 

r.  O,  you  shall  be  expoa'd,  my  I  ilan- 

gers 
La  infinite  as  imminent !  but,  I  '11  be  true. 
Tro.  And  1  '11  grow  friend  with  danger.     W    a 

this  sh 
Ores.   And  you  this  glove.  When  shall  I  - 
Tro.  I  will  corrupt  the  Grecian  sentuM 
To  give  thee  nightly  visitation. 
But  yet,  be  true. 

Or  O  heavens  ! — be  true,  again  ? 

Tro.  Hear  why  1  speak  it,  love ; 
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He  Grecian  youths  are  full  of  quality  ; 
They're  loving,  well  compos'd.  with  gifts  of  nature 
Bowing, 

And  swelling  o'er  with  arts  and  exercise; 
How  novelty  may  move,  and  parts  with  person, 
Alas,  a  kind  o\'  godly  jealousy 
(Which,  1  beseech  you,  call  a  virtuous  sin,) 
kes  me  afearcL 

(    rs.  0  heavens  !  you  love  ine  not. 

Tro.  Die  I  a  villain  then ! 
In  this  I  do  not  call  your  faith  in  question, 
So  mainly  as  my  merit:  I  cannot  sing, 
Nor  heel  the  high  lavolt,  nor  sweeten  talk, 
Nor  play  at  subtle  games ;  fair  virtues  all, 
To  which  the  Grecians  arc  most  prompt  and  preg- 
nant : 
But  I  can  tell,  that  in  each  grace  of  these 
There  lurks  a  still  and  dumb-discoursive  devil, 
That  tempts  most  cunningly:  but  be  not  tempted. 

Cres.  Do  you  think,  I  will  ? 

Tro.  No. 
But  something  may  be  done,  that  we  will  not  : 
And  sometimes  we  are  devils  to  ourselves, 
When  we  will  tempt  the  frailty  of  our  powers, 
Presuming  on  their  changeful  potency. 

JEne.  [Within.']  Nay,  good  my  lord, 

Tro.  Come,  kiss  ;  and  let  us  part. 

Par.  [Within.']  Brother  Troilus  ! 

Tro.  Good  brother,  come  you  hither ; 

And  bring  /Eneas,  and  the  Grecian,  with  you. 

Cres.  My  lord,  will  you  be  true  ? 

Tro.  Who  I  ?  alas,  it  is  my  vice,  my  fault : 
While  others  fish  with  craft  for  great  opinion, 
I  with  great  truth  catch  mere  simplicity  ; 
Whilst    some    with     cunning    gild    their    copper 

crowns, 
With  truth  and  plainness  I  do  wear  mine  bare. 
Pear  not  my  truth  ;  the  moral  of  my  wit 
Is — plain,  and  true, — there's  all  the  reach  of  it. 

Enter  .Knlas,  Paris,  Antknoh,  Deipiiobus,  and 

DlOMEDES. 

Welcome,  sir  Diomed !  here  is  the  lady. 

Which  for  Antenor  we  deliver  you  : 

At  the  port,1-  lord,  I'll  give  her  to  thy  hand  ; 

And,  by  the  way,  doomm  thee  what  she  is. 
ESntreal  her  fair;  and,  by  my  soul,  fair  Greek, 
[fe'ei  thou  Stand  at   merry  of  my  -word, 

Name  Creasid,  and  thy  life  i shall  be  as  safe 
I     Priam  ia  in  Dion* 
Dio.  Pair  lad}  <  IrtMid, 

yon,  save  the  (hanks  this  prince  expects: 
The  lustre  in  your  I  ye.  hew  n  IB  \'>ur  eheek, 
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Pleads  your  fair  usage  :  and  to  Diomed 

You  shall  be  mistress,  and  command  him  wholly. 

Tro.    Grecian,    thou    dost   not   use   me    courte- 
ously, 
To  shame  the  zeal  of  my  petition  to  thee, 
In  praising  her :  I  tell  thee,  lord  of  Greece, 
She  is  as  far  high-soaring  o'er  thy  praises, 
As  thou  unworthy  to  be  call'd  her  servant. 
I  charge  thee,  use  her  well,  even  for  my  charge  ; 
For,  by  the  dreadful  Pluto,  if  thou  dost  not, 
Though  the  great  bulk  Achilles  be  thy  guard, 
I'll  cut  thy  throat. 

Dio.  O,  be  not  mov'd,  prince  Troilus  ; 

Let  me  be  privileg'd  by  my  place,  and  message, 
To  be  a  speaker  free ;  when  I  am  hence, 
I  '11  answer  to  my  lust :  And  know  you,  lord, 
I  '11  nothing  do  on  charge  :  To  her  own  worth 
She  shall  be  priz'd ;  but  that  you  say — be  't  so, 
I  '11  speak  it  in  my  spirit  and  honour, — no. 

Tro.  Come,  to  the  port. — I  '11  tell  thee,  Diomed, 
This  brave  shall  oft  make  thee  to  hide  thy  head. — 
Lady,  give  me  your  hand ;  and,  as  wre  walk, 
To  our  own  selves  bend  we  our  needful  talk. 

[Exeunt  Tro.,  Ores.,  and  Dio. 
[Trumpet  heard. 

JPar.  Hark  !  Hector's  trumpet. 

JEne.  How  have  we  spent  this  morning ! 

The  prince  must  think  me  tardy  and  remiss, 
That  swore  to  ride  before  him  to  the  field 

Par.  'Tis  Troilus'  fault :    Come,   come,  to  field 
with  him. 

Dei.  Let  us  make  ready  straight. 

jEne.  Yea,  with  a  bridegroom's  fresh  alacrity, 
Let  us  address  to  tend  on  Hector's  heels : 
The  glory  of  our  Troy  doth  this  day  lie 
On  his  fair  worth,  and  single  chivalry.        [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. — The  Grecian  Camp.     Lists  set  out. 

Enter  Ajax,  armed;  Agamqinon,  Achilles, 
Pvtroclus,  Menelaus,  Ulysses,  Nestor,  and 
Others. 

A(jam.  Here  art  thou  in  appointment  fresh  and 
fair, 
Anticipating  time  with  starting  courage. 
Give  with  thy  trumpet  a  loud  note  to  Troy, 
Thou  dreadful  Ajax  ;  that  the  appalled  air 
.M.i\  pierce  the  head  of  the  great  combatant, 

And  hale  him  hither. 

Ajax.  Thou,  trumpet,  there  's  my  purse. 

Now  crack  thy  Lungs,  and  split  thy  brazen  pipe: 
Blow,  Villain,  till  thy  sphered  bias  cheek 

J  Out-swell  the  cholic  of  puff'd  Aquilon: 


a  (  i  rv. 


i  i;.»m  Win  l:i:    ill»\ 


( loir  toh  i  h)    ohest         il.it 

blood  , 
Thou  blow"  i  for  Hcrti ip  / 

.v    N .  >  truiiiiH 
/,/<//  i      but  < 

Agam,  I  -  not  fon  I  Homi  d,  m  il  h  < 

kerf 
/ '  /  rii  hi     I  ' 

I  [{    i ,  .     on  I  lie  tor     tli 
1  n  :i   pirn!  inn  lil'i  i  linn  from  I  In-  carl  h. 

/ ' .  t,  r  1  )h  i\i ,  1 1,   |   ,''/■■  i    u.1       i  I-  \ 
/  mm.    Ih  I  hi*  l  lie  lads    <  'iv  * id  ': 

l>n>.  i         ihe. 

i.  Mosl  dearlj  welcome  fcothi  Q 

la. In. 

\   ft.  Our  gonoral  doth  salute  you  with  a  k 

/  7yat,   \  i  '  is  1  be  kindness  bat  pari  icul  i 
Twere  bettor,  Bhe  wen  eneral 

\  tt.  An. I  rerj  oourtlj  counsel  .  I  'H  begin. — 
So  much  for  Nestor. 

./(•////.  1  'II  take  that  winter  from  your  lips,  Bur 
tad]  : 
Lchilles  bids  you  welcome. 

Mem,  1  had  ^«'<xl  argument  for 

Pair,  But  thai  *s  no  argument  for  kissing  uow: 
Por  thus  popp*d  Paris  in  his  hardiment  ; 
Ami  parted  thus  you  and  your  argument. 

/  7y*«.  ()  deadly  gall,  and  theme  of  ail  our  scorns  I 
Por  which  we  lo>c  our  heads,  to  gild  his  horns 

Pair.  The  Bret  was  Menelaus1  kiss ;   -this,  mine  : 
Patroclus  kisses  \on. 

Men.  0,  this  is  trim  ! 

Pair.   Paris,  and  I,  kiss  evermore  for  him. 
Men,    I'll    have    my   kiss,   sir: — Lady,   by   your 
Leave. 

Ores,  In  kissing,  do  you  render  or  receive  ? 
Pair,   Doth  take  and  giro. 

Ores.  I  '11  make  my  match  to  live, 

The  kiss  you  take  is  better  than  you  give; 
Therefore  DO  kiss. 

Men,  1  '11  give  you  hoot,  I'll  give  you  three  for 
one. 
,w  You  're  an  odd  man  ;   give   even,  or  give 
none. 
Men,  An  odd  man,  lady  ?  every  man  is  odd. 
(Yes-.    No,  Paris  is  not ;  tor  you  know,  'tis  true, 
That  \ou  are  odd,  and  he  is  even  with  you. 
Men.  You  fillip  me  o'  the  head. 
Crcs.  Xo,  I'll  be  sworn. 

I'/j/ss.  It  were  no  match,  your  nail  against   his 
horn. — 
May  I,  sweet  lady,  beg  a  kiss  of  you  ? 
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be  done 
To  him  that  \  ictory  commas     I  I  I 
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A  victor  shall  he  known  ?   will  you,  the  b 

shall  to  the  edge  of  all  extremity 
Pursue  each  other : 
By  am  i  ? 

Sector  bad-'  ask. 

Agam,  Which  way  would  Hector  hawe  it  ? 

JBne.   He  cares  not,  he  '11  obi 

Achil.  'Tie  done  like  11  •  ■■■  d  -  lone, 

A  little  proudly,  and  great  deal  misprizing 
The  knight  oppos'd. 

ASne.  If  not  Achilles,  sir, 

"What  is  your  nan. 

A  hiJ.  1  •'  -    t  Achilles,  notl 

e.  Therefore  Achilles:   But,  whate'er,  know 
this  ;— 
In  the  extremity  of  great  and  little, 
Valour  and  pride  excel  themselves  in  Hector; 
The  one  almost  as  infinite  as  all, 
The  other  blank  as  nothing.      Weigh  him  well, 
Ami  that,  which  looks  like  pride,  is  eourr 
This  Ajax  is  half  made  of  Hector's  blood  : 
In  love  whereof]  half  1 1  stays  at  home  ; 

Half  heart,  half  hand,  half  Hector  comes  to  seek 
This  blended  knight,  half  Trojan,  2nd  half  Greek.46 

483 


ACT  IV. 


TROILUS  AND  CKESSIDA. 


8CEJVE  V. 


Achil.  A  maiden  battle    then?-- O,  I  perceive 
you. 

Re-enter  Diomed. 

Agam.  Here  is  sir  Diomed : — Go,  gentle  knight, 
Stand  by  our  Ajax  :  as  you  and  lord  ./Eneas 
Consent  upon  the  order  of  their  fight, 
So  be  it ;  either  to  the  uttermost, 
Or  else  a  breath  :'"  the  combatants  being  kin, 
Half  stints  their  strife  before  their  strokes  begin. 
[Ajax  and  Hect.  enter  the  lists. 

lli/ss.  They  are  oppos'd  already. 

m.  What  Trojan  is  that  same  that  looks  so 
heavy  ? 

lli/ss.  The  youngest  son  of  Priam,  a  true  knight ; 
Not  yet  mature,  yet  matchless;  firm  of  word; 
Speaking  in  deeds,  and  deedless  in  his  tongue ; 
Not    soon    provok'd,   nor,    being   provok'd,    soon 

calm'd: 
His  heart  and  hand  both  open,  and  both  free ; 
For  what  he  has,  he  gives,  what  thinks,  he  shows ; 
Yet  gives  he  not  till  judgment  guide  his  bounty, 
Xor  dignifies  an  impair  thought  with  breath  :48 
Manly  as  Hector,  but  more  dangerous; 
For  Hector,  in  his  blaze  of  wrath,  subscribes 
To  tender  objects ;  but  he,  in  heat  of  action, 
Is  more  vindicative  than  jealous  love  : 
They  call  him  Troilus ;  and  on  him  erect 
A  second  hope,  as  fairly  built  as  Hector. 
Thus  says  ^Eneas  ;  one  that  knows  the  youth 
Even  to  his  inches,  and,  with  private  soul, 
Did  in  great  Ilion  thus  translate  him  to  me. 

[Alarum.     Hect.  and  AjAX.JigJU. 

Agam.  They  are  in  action. 

Nest.  Now,  Ajax,  hold  thine  own ! 

2Vo.  Hector,  thou  sleep' st ; 

Awake  thee ! 

Agam.  His  blows  are  well  dispos'd : — there,  Ajax  ! 

JJio.  You  must  no  more.  [Trumpets  cease. 

yEne.  Princes,  enough,  so  please  you. 

Ajax.  I  am  not  warm  yet,  let  us  fight  again. 

THo.  As  Hector  pleases. 

I  feet.  Why  then,  will  I  no  more  : — 

Thou  art,  great  lord,  my  father's  sister's  son, 
\  cousin-german  to  great  Priam's  seed: 
The  obligation  of  our  blood  forbids 
A  gory  emulation  'twixt  us  twain  : 
Were  thy  commixtion  Greek  and  Trojan  so, 
Thai  thoncould'st  say— "  This  hand  is  Grecian  all, 

\:id  this  is  Trojan  ;   the  sinews  ofthifl  leg 
All  Greek,  and  this  all  Troy;  my  mother's  blood 
Rom  on  the  dexter  cheek,  and  this  sinister 
Bonndt-in  my  father's;"  by  .love  multipotent, 
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Thou  should'st  not  bear  from  me  a  Greekish  member 
Wherein  my  sword  had  not  impressure  made 
Of  our  rank  feud :  But  the  just  gods  gainsay, 
That  any  drop  thou  borrow' st  from  thy  mother, 
My  sacred  aunt,  should  by  my  mortal  sword 
Be  drain'd !  Let  me  embrace  thee,  Ajax : 
By  him  that  thunders,  thou  hast  lusty  arms ; 
Hector  would  have  them  fall  upon  him  thus : 
Cousin,  all  honour  to  thee  ! 

Ajax.  I  thank  thee,  Hector  : 

Thou  art  too  gentle,  and  too  free  a  man : 
I  came  to  kill  thee,  cousin,  and  bear  hence 
A  great  addition  earned  in  thy  death. 

Hect.  Not  Neoptolemus  so  mirable 
(On  whose  bright  crest  Fame  with  her  loud'st  O 

yes 
Cries,  "  This  is  he,")  could  promise  to  himself 
A  thought  of  added  honour  torn  from  Hector. 

jEne.  There  is  expectance  here  from  both  the 
sides, 
What  further  you  will  do. 

Hect.  We  '11  answer  it ; 

The  issue  is  embracement: — Ajax,  farewell. 

Ajax.  If  1  might  in  entreaties  find  success, 
(As  seld  I  have  the  chance,)  I  would  desire 
My  famous  cousin  to  our  Grecian  tents. 

Dio.  'Tis  Agamemnon's  wish :  and  great  Achiiies 
Doth  long  to  see  unarm' d  the  valiant  Hector. 

Hect.  JEneas,  call  my  brother  Troilus  to  me : 
And  signify  this  loving  interview 
To  the  expectors  of  our  Trojan  part ; 
Desire  them  home. — Give  me  thy  hand,  my  cousin  ; 
I  will  go  eat  with  thee,  and  see  your  knights. 

Ajax.    Great    Agamemnon   comes    to    meet   us 
here. 

Hect.  The  worthiest  of  them  tell  me  name  by 
name ; 
But  for  Achilles,  my  own  searching  eyes 
Shall  find  him  by  his  large  and  portly  size. 

Agam.  Worthy  of  arms !  as  welcome  as  to  one 
That  would  be  rid  of  such  enemy  ; 
But  that's  no  welcome  :  Understand  more  clear, 
What 's  past,  and  what 's  to  come,  is  strew'd  with 

husks 
And  formless  ruin  of  oblivion  ; 
But  in  this  extant  moment,  faith  and  troth, 
Strain'd  purely  from  all  hollow  bias-drawing, 
Bids  thee,  with  most  divine  integrity, 
From  heart  of  very  heart,  great  Hector,  welcome. 
1 1  <et.   I   thank  thee,  most  imperious   Agamem- 


non 


r.) 


Agam.   My  vrell-fam'd  lord  of  Troy,  no  less  to 
you.  [To  Tno. 


IV. 


I  i; mi  i.i 


i »  i 


IM 


M,  //      I.,  i  infirm     i 

i 
You  I » i . i . .   of  rtui  [ike  ! 

II, ,/.     \\  Iniiii   inn    I    M  I 
1/  I  M 

//, ,■/.  ( I  j  ou,  m\   lord  I   b)    \\  i 

I  h;e 

M.kK  not,  I  li.i'   I  iiOim-I  I  lie  mil  r  ulml  oath  j 
\  our  quondam  w  ifi  -*!  ill  b)  \  enu  • 

Bho  *s  well,  I'M •  bad<   me  no!  commend  h<  r  I 

1/  Yime    bi  r    ii"l     m.«.  'h   a   di 

( beme. 

Ilr,!.  ( ),  pardon  .   I  oiVcnd 

\   ./.  I  have,  thou  gallant   rrojai 
I  labourin  \  for  desl  my .  make  cruel  n  aj 
Through   rank  .  of  I  treekish   \  oul  h  :    and    1    fa 
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An  hot  as  Perseus,  spur  i  h\    Phryj  ian  Bteod, 

Despising  main  forfeits  and  subduemenl 

When  thou  bast   hung  thj  advanced  sword  i1  the 

air, 
No!  lit  i  ing  it  decline  on  i  he  declin*d  ; 
That  1  have  said  to  some  in\  standers-by, 
u  Lo,  Jupiter  is  yonder,  dealing  life!" 
Ami  I  havi  seen  thee  pause,  and  take  thj  breath, 
When  that  a  ring  of  Qreeks  have  hemm'd  thee  in, 
Like  an  Olympian  wrestling:  This  have  I  seen; 
But  this  thy  countenance,  still  Lock'd  in  Bteel, 
1  never  saw  till  new.     1  knew  thy  grandsire, 
And.  onoe  fought  with  him:  he  was  i  soldier  good; 
But,  by  great  Mars,  the  captain  of  us  all, 
Never  Like  thee:  Lei  an  old  man  embrace  thee; 
Ami.  worthy  warrior,  welcome  to  our  tents. 

JEne,  'Tis  the  old  Nestor, 

licet.  Lei  me  embrace  thee,  good  old  chronicle, 
That  bast  so  long  walk'd  hand  in  hand  with  time: — 
Most  reverend  Nestor,  1  am  glad  to  clasp  thee. 

Nest,  I  would,   my  arms   could   match   thee  in 
contention, 
\m  they  contend  with  thee  in  courtesy. 

licet.  1  would  they  could. 
U.   lla! 
1>\  this  white  beard,  I'd  fight  with  thee  to-morrow. 

Well,  welcome,  welcome!      I  have  seen  the  time — 
lli/sn.  I  wonder  now  how  yonder  city  stands, 

When  we  have  here  her  base  and  pillar  by  us. 
Sect.   1  know  your  favour,  lord  Ulysses,  well. 

Ah,  sir,  there  *s  many  a  Greek  and  Trojan  dead, 

Since  first  I  saw  yourself  and  Diomed 

In  Ilion,  on  your  Greekish  embassy. 

Vhfss.  Sir,  I  foretold  you  then  what  would  ensue  : 

My  prophecy  is  but  half  his  journey  yet; 

For  yonder  walls,  that  pertly  front  your  town, 
't.  3  Q  2 


//  I 

1 

V  drop  of  (I  i 

W 

I  ' 
I 
I 

il     I  thee,    lord     I 

tfa 

r,   I   h;e 
I  .-with 

A  ml  quoted  joint  bj  joint . 

Ihrt.  |      •  | 

/    \U,    I   am  A<di 
//  ot.    Stand   fair,  I    | 

Aehil  Behold  thy  fill. 

Afhil.  Thou  art  too  brief ;  I  second  time, 

\  I   1   would  buy  t  •  imb  by  limb. 

lift,  t),  like  a  book  of  sport  thou 'It  read  dm 

•r  ; 

But  there's  more  In  me  than  thou  understand*^ 
Why  dost  thou  so  oppress  me  with  thin 
Aehil.  Tell  me,  you  heavens,  in  which 
hi.>  body 
shall  I  destroy  him?  whether  there,  then 

Thai   I  may  give  the  Local  wound  a  ns 

And  make  distinct  the  very  breach,  when 
Sector's  great  spirit  !'. 

llrct.  It  would  discredit  the  bleas'd  gods,  proud 
man, 
To  answer  such  a  question  :  Stand  again 
Think'st  thon  to  catch  my  life  so  pleasantly, 
As  to  prenominate  in  nice  conjecture. 
Where  thou  wilt  hit  me  de 

.  1  hit.  I  tell  the-  . 

licet.  AVert  thou  an  oracle  to  tell  me  - 
I  'd  not  believe  thee.     Henceforth  guard  thee  well ; 
For  I'll  not  kill  thee  there,  nor  there,  nor  then 
But,  by  th  thai  -  ithied  Mars  his  helm, 

I'll  kill  thee  every  where.  r  and  o'er. — 

You  wisest  Grecians,  pardon  me  this  br 
His  insolence  draws  folly  from  my  lips  ; 
But  I  'li  endeavour  deeds  to  match  these  words 

Or  may  I  never 

ix.  Do  not  chafe  thee,  cousin ; — 

And  you  Achilles,  let  these  threats  alone, 
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Till  accident,  or  purpose,  bring  you  to 't : 
You  may  have  every  day  enough  of  Hector, 
[fyou  have  stomach;  the  general  stale,  I  tear, 
Can  Bcarce  entreat  yon  to  be  odd  with  him. 

Hect.    1  pray  you,  let  us  sec  you  in  the  Held: 
We  have  had  pelting  wars,  siuce  you  refusal 
The  Grecians'  cause. 

v/7.  Dost  thou  entreat  me,  Hector? 

To-morrow,  do  I  meet  thee,  tell  as  death; 
To-night,  all  friends. 

Hect.  Thy  hand  upon  that  match. 

Arjam.  First,  all  you  peers  of  Greece,  go  to  my 
tent  ; 
There  in  the  full  convive  we:  afterwards, 
\-  Hector's  leisure  and  your  bounties  shall 
Concur  together,  severally  entreat  him. — 
Beat  loud  the  tabouriiies,  let  the  trumpets  blow, 
That  this  great  soldier  may  his  welcome  know. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Tko.  and  Ulyss. 


Tro.  My  lord  Ulysses,  tell  me,  I  beseech  you, 
In  what  place  of  the  field  doth  Calchas  keep  ? 

r///.v.v.   At  Menelaus'  tent,  most  princely  Troilus  : 
There  Diomed  doth  feast  wit!:  him  to-night; 
Who  neither  looks  upon  the  heaven,  nor  earth, 
But  gives  all  gaze  and  bent  of  amorous  view 
On  the  fair  Cressid. 

Tro.  Shall  I,  sweet  lord,  be  bound  to  you  so  much, 
After  we  part  from  Agamemnon's  tent, 
To  bring  me  thither  ? 

Ulyss.  You  shall  command  me,  sir. 

As  gentle  tell  me,  of  what  honour  was 
This  Cressida  in  Troy  ?   Had  she  no  lover  there 
That  wails  her  absence  ? 

Tro.  O,  sir,  to  such  as  boasting  show  their  scars, 
A  mock  is  due.     Will  you  walk  on,  my  lord  ? 
She  was  belov'd,  she  lov'd ;  she  is,  and  doth : 
But,  still,  sweet  love  is  food  for  fortune's  tooth. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I.— The  Grecian  Camp.     Before  Achilles'  } 

Tent.  I 

Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

Achil.   I'll  heat  his  blood  with   Greekish  wine  j 
to-night,  \ 

Which  with  my  scimitar  I'll  cool  to-morrow. — 
Patroclus,  let  us  feast  him  to  the  height. 

Pair.  Here  comes  Thersites. 

Enter  Tiieksites. 

.  U  hi/.  How  now,  thou  core  of  envy  ? 

Thou  crusty  batch  of  nature,  what's  the  news  ? 

Ther.  Why.  thou  picture  of  what  thou  seemeet, 
ami  idol  of  idiot-worshippers,  here's  a  letter  for 
thee. 

j.hii.   Prom  whence,  fragment ? 

Ther.  Why,  thou  full  dish  of  fool,  from  Troy, 

I'/'Ir.    Who  keeps  the  teut   now? 

I!.<r.  The  surgeon's  box,  or  the  patient's,  wound. 

I'ntr.  Well  said,  Adversity !  and  what  need 
these  t  rich    \ 

Ther.  Pr'ytbee  be  sihnt,  hoy;  I  profit  not  by 
thy  talk:  thou  art  thought  to  be  Achillea'  male 

let. 

I'rir.   Hale  varlet,  you  rogue!  what  'a  that 2 

Ther.  Why,  his  masculine  whore.  Now  the 
rotten  dia  »utb,  the  guts-griping,  rup- 
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tures,  catarrhs,  loads  o'  gravel  i1  the  back,  lethargies, 
cold  palsies,  raw  eyes,  dirt-rotten  livers,  wheezing 
lungs,  bladders  full  of  imposthume,  sciaticas,  lime- 
kilns i'  the  palm,  incurable  bone-ache,  and  the 
ri veiled  fee-simple  of  the  tetter,  take  and  take 
again  such  preposterous  discoveries  ! 

Eatr.  Why  thou  damnable  box  of  envy,  thou, 
what  meanest  thou  to  curse  thus  ? 
Ther.  Do  I  curse  thee  ? 

Eatr.  Why,  no,  you  ruinous  butt;  you  whore- 
son indistinguishable  cur,52  no. 

Ther.  No?  why  art  thou  then  exasperate,  thou 
idle  immaterial  skein  of  sleive  silk,  thou  green 
sarcenet  flap  for  a  sore  eye,  thou  tassel  of  a  prodi- 
gal's purse,  thou?  Ah,  how  the  poor  world  is 
pestered  with  such  water-Hies ;  diminutives  of 
nature ! 

r,i!r.   Out,  gall! 
Ther.  Pinch  egg! 

Achil.  My  sweet  Patroclus,  I  am  thwarted  quite 
From  my  great  purpose  in  to-morrow's  battle. 
Merc  is  a  letter  from  queen  Hecuba; 
A  token  from  her  daughter,  my  fair  low; 
Both  taxing  mo,  and  gaging  me  to  keep 
An  oath  that  I  have  sworn.      I  will  not  break  il  i 
Fall,  Greeks;   fail,  fame;  honour,  or  go,  or  stay; 

My  major  vow  lies  here,  this  I'll  obey. 

Come,  come,  Thersites,  help  to  trim  my  tent ; 


Ml       V. 


I'KOIIJ       \  »\ 


I  hi   'lil     'ii    I.  m.|ii.  I  I  ii,  ■    inn    !    .nl    |j 

\  •  ■    .  I'.ii  rocli  /.",,•/  Acini  i ' 

/  7/'  .■     Willi  too  iinn'li  lil I, 

i  In    i-   I  w \    inn   in  I- 1  ,    bul    if  with 

iii.l  boo  lit  1 1-  bl I,  i  b(  j  do,  I   li 

i.mIhh  n        Mil  \       ninui 

low  i  i -. > 1 1 •  ■  1 1 ,  .iii.l  one  I  li.ii  low  i  quail  i  .  bul  he 
t< >[   so   much   brain   n     •  tnd  tin 

1 1  .in  iformnl  ion  of  Jupiter  there,  hi  i  ho 

bull,     i  he  prim i I  ii  o  hI  a1  ui  .  and  < »1  > I i « | ia« 

of  <  uckoldn ;   a   i  lnii'i  \      b ig-horn    in   a   chain, 

han  his  brotl  to  w  hal   forni,  but 

i  'ui   b<  mid  \\  ii   larded  w  iili  malic 

lice  Fort  ed  with  vrit,  i  urn  him  to       I 

nothing :    ho  i     both  mi  and  oo  n   «>\  * 

not  hiug :  ho  is  bol  Ii  oi  and  n  1 1.     T<  >  I 

mule,    i  <  al .  d  Rtchew ,  ;i  •  oad,  b  lizard,  an       I 

puttock,  or  a  herring  with. mi  ;i  roe,   I   would  doI 

care  i  bul  to  bo  M onolau  i,     I  \\  ould  con  mire  n 

destini       Vsk  me  not  whal  I  would  bo,  if  I  were  not 

ThersitoB ;  for  I  oare  not  to  be  the  louse  of  a  tasar, 

so  [were not  Menelaua.     Hcy-daj '  ipiril  land  Ri 

Enter    Hiotob,    Teoilus,    A.iw,    \<,  wh  \i\..n. 
Ulysses,    Nesto*,    M  i  m  i  m  -.   tmd   Diqmjld, 

with  Lit/ hts. 

i  Htm.  We  go  wrong,  we  go  wrong. 

.  (  ((.v.  No,  3  onder  'tis ; 

There,  where  we  see  the  lights. 

Hot.  1  trouble  3  ou. 

. I  ■    •.    No,  not  a  p Int. 

lli/ss.  Here  comes  himself  to  guide  you. 

Entt  r  A*  ii  i  ii  i  n. 

Aclul.  Welcome,  braTe  Hector  j  welcome,  princes 
all. 

Atjani.   So  now.    fan-  prince  of  Troy,   L  bid    ! 
night. 
Ajav  commands  the  guard  to  tend  on  you. 

licet.  Thanks,  and  good  night,  to  the  Greeks' 
general. 

Men.  Good  night,  my  lord. 

licet.  Good  nighty  sweet  afenelans. 

Tker.  Sweet   draught :    Sweet,  quoth  *a !    sweet 
sink,  sweet  sewer. 

AehiL  Good  night, 
And  welcome,  both  to  those  that  go,  or  tarry. 

Agam.  Good  night.        KsewMl  Aovm.  tmd  M>:\. 

Achil.  Old  Nestor  tarries  j  and  you  too,  Diomed. 
Keep  Hector  company  an  hour  or  two. 

Dio.  I  cannot,  lord  j    1  have  important  business. 
The   tide   whereof  is   now.  —  Good   night,    great 
Hector. 


//     I     < . 

I      '  I 

/ 

/  I 

/  I 

\ .  1 1 1 1  ,  1 1 1  •  i      \ 

/  !  [J 

I 

he  I  I 

w  ill  ipend  hi  i  mo 
hound  ,   bul 
tell    it :     ii 

1  d      I  1 1 

t  han  n"i  to  dog  him  :  t  Ik 
drab,  and  naea  tin  I  I 

— Nothing  but  lechery  !  all  i 

/ 

m  i:\  i;  ii.    ,  i  /  m 

r.  '•  r  Dioi 

D         W      it  are  ynii  up  In 

Within.     \VI...  call 
l>n>.   Diomedv— Calehas,  I  think.—- When 
daughter ': 

'.    |  H'itltiii.]    She  |  u. 

Enter  Tboilub  and  \  lysses,  at  a  < 
them  Tuxaaj  i 

L'/<yxs.  Stand  where  the  torch  maj  u  •■ 

/.'  ter  Chessid \. 

Tro.  Cn  Bsid  come  forth  to  him! 

Dio.  1 1  •' 

r,   .Vow,  m\  Hark  ' 

with  you.  U'hUpers. 

Tro.  T<  .miliar! 

Ulyss.   She  will  si'  .  :nan  at  _'ht. 

Tker.  And  any  man  may  sing  her,  if  he  I 
her  v-litV  noted. 

Dio.   AVill  you  remembe: 

Ore*.  B  member 

Dio.  Naj  lo  then ; 

And  let  your  mind  be  coupled  with  your  words. 

Tro.   What  should  she  remember  ? 

l'!j/ss.   List  ! 

(      r.  8        •  honey  Greek,  tempt  me  no  more  to 
folk. 


T'  <  r.  Boeuerj  ! 
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Dio.  Nay,  then, 

('>■><■  I'll  tell  you  what: 

jDio.  Pho!   pho!  come,  tell  a  pin:    \~ou  are  for- 
sworn.  

I    fit.  Id  faith,  I  cannot:   What  would  you  have 
me  do  : 

Thcr.  A  juggling  trick,  to  be — secretly  open. 

Dio.  What  did  you  Bwear  you  would  bestow  on 
me  ? 

Crcs.  I  pr'ythee,  do  not  hold  me  to  mine  oath; 
Bid  me  do  any  thing  but  that,  sweet  Greek. 

Dio.  Good  night. 

Tro.  Hold,  patience ! 

I'lyss.  How  now,  Trojan  ? 

Crcs.  Diomed, 

Dio.  No,  no,  good  night :   I'  11  be  your  fool  no 
more. 

Tro.  Thy  better  must. 

Cres.  Hark  !  one  word  in  your  ear. 

Tro.  O  plague  and  madness  ! 

llj/ss.  You  are  mov'd,  prince ;  let  us  depart,  I 
pray  you, 
Lest  your  displeasure  should  enlarge  itself 
To  wrathful  terms  :  this  place  is  dangerous  ; 
The  time  right  deadly  ;  I  beseech  you,  go. 

Tro.  Behold,  I  pray  you ! 

I  ?ys8.  Now,  good  my  lord,  go  off: 

You  flow  to  great  destruction ;  come,  my  lord. 

Tro.  I  pr'ythee,  stay. 

l>  tyss>  You  have  not  patience ;  come. 

Tro.  I  pray  you,  stay  ;  by  hell,  and  all  hell's  tor- 
ments, 
1  will  not  speak  a  word. 

Dio.  And  so,  good  night. 

( 'rrs.  Nay,  but  you  part  in  anger. 

Tro.  Doth  that  grieve  thee  ? 

0  wither'd  truth ! 

t'/j/ss.  Why  how  now,  lord  ? 

T''°-  By  Jove, 

1  will  be  patient. 

Crew.  Guardian! — why,  Greek! 

I)io.   Pho,  pho!   adieu,  you  palter. 
(rrs.   In  faith,  I  do  not ;  come  hither  once  again. 
I   $89.   You  shake,  my  lord,  at  something;  will 
you  go? 
You  will  break  out. 

Tro.  She  strokes  his  cheek  ! 

I  ('/**•  ( Some,  come. 

Tro.   Nay,  staj  \   by  Jove,   I   will  not  speak  a 

word: 

There  ii  between  my  will  and  all  offeneef 
I      ianl  of  patience  :     stay  a  little  while. 
Ther.  Bow  the  devil  luxury,  with  his  fat  ramp, 

iss 


and  potato    finger,    tickles  these  together!     Fry, 
lechery,  fry  ! 

Dio.  But  will  you  then  ? 

Cres.  In  faith,  I  will,  la ;  never  trust  me  else. 

Dio.  Give  me  some  token  for  the  surety  of  it. 

Crcs.  I  '11  fetch  you  one.  [Exit, 

UIi/ss.  You  have  sworn  patience. 

Tro.  Fear  me  not,  my  lord  ; 

1  will  not  be  myself,  nor  have  cognition 
Of  what  I  feel ;  I  am  all  patience. 

He-enter  Cressida. 

Ther.  Now  the  pledge  ;  now,  now,  now  ! 

Cres.  Here,  Diomed,  keep  this  sleeve. 

Tro.  O  beauty  !  where  's  thy  faith  ? 

Tflyss.  My  lord, 

Tro.  I  will  be  patient;  outwardly  I  will. 

Ores.  You   look    upon   that    sleeve ;    Behold   it 
well. — 
He  loved  me — O  false  wench ! — Give  't  me  again. 

Dio.  Who  was 't  ? 

Cres.  No  matter,  now  I  have  't  again. 

I  will  not  meet  with  you  to-morrow  night : 
I  pr'ythee,  Diomed,  visit  me  no  more. 

Ther.  Now'  she  sharpens  ; — AVell  said,  whetstone. 

Dio.  I  shall  have  it. 

Cres.  "What,  this  ? 

Dio.  Ay,  that. 

Cres.  O,  all  you  gods  ! — 0  pretty  pretty  pledge ! 
Thy  master  now  lies  thinking  in  his  bed 
Of  thee,  and  me  ;  and  sighs,  and  takes  my  glove, 
And  gives  memorial  dainty  kisses  to  it, 
As  I  kiss  thee. — Nay,  do  not  snatch  it  from  me 
He,  that  takes  that,  must  take  my  heart  withal. 

Dio.  I  had  your  heart  before,  this  follows  it. 

Tro.  I  did  swear  patience. 

Cres.  You  shall  not  have  it,  Diomed ;  'faith  you 
shall  not ; 
I  '11  give  you  something  else. 

Dio.  I  will  have  this  ;  Whose  was  it  ? 

Cres.  'Tis  no  matter. 

Dio.  Come,  tell  me  whose  it  was. 

Crcs.  'Twas  one's  that  loved  me  better  than  you 
will. 
But,  now  you  have  it,  take  it. 

Dio.  "Whose  was  it  ? 

Cres.    By  all  Diana's  waiting-women  yonder, 
Ami  by  lurself,  I  will  not  tell  you  whose. 

Dio.  To-morrow  will  I  wear  it  on  my  helm  ; 
And  grieve  his  spirit,  that  dares  not  challenge  it. 

Tro.  Wert  thou  the  devil,  and  wor'st  it  ou  thy 
horn, 
It  should  be  challeng'd. 
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I ).»  corai  hall  he  plagu'd. 
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I  II  till  tl 

i  •  night.      I   |>r'\  lli'  I  ■ — 

/'    'I  >l<». 


Troilus,  farewell  !  one  i 

Bui  w ith  my  hearl  the  other  ej e  do1 

All !  p. mm-  our  tea  !  this  fault  in  us  I  find, 

The  error  of  our  ej  e  directs  our  mind  : 

W'li.ii  error  Leads,  musi  err;  i>  then  conclude, 

Minds,  sway'd  I  .  arc  lull  of  turpitude. 
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I  '     I  with  anoi 

A  proof  of  strength  she  could  nol  publish     The  IV 


more, 
Unless  Bhe  said.  M\  mind  is  now  turnd  whore. 
E77yat.  All 's  done,  my  lord. 

It   is. 

I'!  Why  stay  we  then  P 

/'    .  To  make  a  recordation  to  my  soul 
Of  i  rerj  syllable  that  here  was  Bpoke. 
But,  ii'  I  it'll  how  those  two  did  ec-a< 
Shall  I  nol  lie  in  publishing  a  truth? 
Sit h  yel  there  is  ■  credence  in  my  heart, 
At'  esperance  so  obstinately  Btrong, 
That  doth  invert  the  attest  of  eyes  and  ears; 
\-  if  those  organs  had  deceptions  functions, 
Created  only  to  calumniate. 
Was  ( Jressid  here  1- 

I  cannot  conjure,  Trojan. 
not  sure. 
Z7  Most  sure  she  was. 

.  Why,  my  negation  hath  no  taste  of  madness. 
UUfSS.  Nor  mine,  my  lord  :  Cressid  was  here  but 

now\ 
Tro.  Let  it  not  be  believ'd  for  womanhood ! 
Think,  we  had  mothers  ;  do  not  give  advantage 
To  stubborn  critics — apt,  without  a  theme. 
For  depravation, — to  square  the  general  sex 
By  Cressid's  rnle:  rather  think  this  not  Creesid. 
llyss.  What  hath  she  done,  prince,  that  can  soil 
our  mothers  F 

T.  3  R 


frag-mi 
( )f  her  >und  to  1 1 

/ 

With  that  which  lure  :  hS? 

k  ;  and  thai 
1  □  cbaracto  ed  as  Id  irt 

[nflam'd  *  ith  Venus  ■ 
With  s.i  eternal  and  so  fix'd  a  soul. 

Ls  mn        1 1        '  1  love, 

8    much  by  weigl  I  her  Dion 

That  sleeve  is  mine,  that  lie  '11  bear  on  his  helm ; 
Were  it  a  casque  -  Vn        '  -  -    11, 

Alv  sword  should  bite  it :  not  the  dreadful  spout, 
Which  shipmen  do  the  hurricano  call 
Constring'd  in  mass  by  the  ah  -un, 

Shall  dizzy  with  more  clamour  Xeptu: 
In  his  descent,  than  shall  my  prompted  sword 


Tailing  on  Diomed. 


Ther.  He'll  tickle  it  for  his  concupy. 

Tro.  OCressidl  0  false  Cressid!  : 
Let  all  untruths  stand  by  thy  stained  name, 
And  they  Ti  seem  glorious. 

ZTi  I  ».  contain  yourself; 

Your  passion  draws  ears  hither. 

/•  JE>*eas. 

/F.np.   I  have  been  seek:    _        i  this  hour,  my 
lord: 
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ACT  v. 


TKOILUS  AND  CEESSIDA. 


SCENE  III. 


Hector,  by  this,  is  aiming  him  in  Troy ; 
Ajax,  your  guard,  stays  to  conduct  you  home. 

Tro.    Have    with    you,    prince: — My  courteous 
lord  adieu  : — 
Farewell,  revolted  fair!  -and.  Diomed, 
Stand  fast,  and  wear  a  castle  on  thy  head ! 

Ulyss.  1  '11  bring  you  to  the  gates* 

TYo,  Accept  distracted  thanks. 

[Exeunt  Tbo.,  .Ene.,  and  Ulyss. 

Ther.  'Would,  1  could  meet  that  rogue  Diomed! 
I  would  croak  like  a  raven ;  I  would  bode,  I  would 
bode.  Patrocius  will  give  me  any  thing  for  the 
intelligence  of  tins  whore :  the  parrot  will  not  do 
more  for  an  almond,  than  he  for  a  commodious 
drab.  Lechery,  lechery ;  still,  Avars  and  lechery ; 
nothing  else  holds  fashion :  A  burning  devil  take 
them!  [Exit. 

SCENE  III.— Troy.     Before  Priam's  Palace. 

Enter  Hector  and  Axdromache. 

And.  When  was  my  lord  so  much  ungently  tem- 
per'd, 
To  stop  his  ears  against  admonishment  ? 
Unarm,  unarm,  and  do  not  fight  to-day. 

Hect.  You  train  me  to  offend  you ;  get  you  in : 
By  all  the  everlasting  gods,  I  '11  go. 

And.  My  dreams  will,  sure,  prove   ominous  to 

the  day. 
Hect.  No  more,  I  say. 

Enter  Cassandra. 

Cas.  Where  is  my  brother  Hector  ? 

And.  Here,  sister ;  arm'd,  and  bloody  in  intent : 
Consort  with  me  in  loud  and  dear  petition, 
Pursue  wo  him  on  knees  ;  for  I  have  dream'd 
Of  bloody  turbulence,  and  this  whole  night 
Hath  nothing  been  but  shapes  and  forms  of  slaugh- 
ter. 
i    i.  O,  it  is  true. 

Ih  ct.  Ho  !  bid  my  trumpet  sound ! 

(         No  notes  of  sally,  for  the  heavens,  sweet 

brother. 
Sect.   Begone,  I  say  !  the  gods  have  heard  me 
swear. 
The    gods   arc    deaf  to   hot   and   peevish 
von 
They  arc  polluted  offerings,  more  abhorr'd 
pot  ted  livers  in  the  sacrifice. 
;.  0!  I     persuaded:   Do  not  count  it  holy 
To  hurl  by  h  la    ful, 

.•  wo  would  give  much,  to  use  violent  thefts, 
I  rol)  in  the  behalf  of  charity. 


Cas.  It  is  the  purpose,  that  makes  strong  the 
vow  ; 
But  vows,  to  every  purpose,  must  not  hold : 
Unarm,  sweet  Hector. 

Hect.  Hold  you  still,  I  say ; 

Mine  honour  keeps  the  weather  of  my  fate  : 
Life  every  man  holds  dear ;  but  the  dear  man 
Holds  honour  far  more  precious-dear  than  life. — ■ 

Enter  Troilus. 

How  now,  young  man  ?  mean'st  thou  to  fight  to- 
day ? 

And.  Cassandra,  call  my  father  to  persuade. 

[Exit  Cas. 

Sect.  No,  'faith,  young  Troilus ;    doff  thy  har- 
ness, youth, 
I  am  to-day  i*  the  vein  of  chivalry : 
Let  grow  thy  sinews  till  their  knots  be  strong, 
And  tempt  not  yet  tbe  brushes  of  the  war. 
Unarm  thee,  go ;  and  doubt  thou  not,  brave  boy, 
I  '11  stand,  to-day,  for  thee,  and  me,  and  Troy. 

Tro.  Brother,  you  have  a  vice  of  mercy  in  you, 
"Which  better  fits  a  lion,  than  a  man. 

Hect.  What  vice  is  that,  good  Troilus  ?    chide 
me  for  it. 

Tro.  When  many  times  the  captive  Grecians  fall, 
Even  in  the  fan  and  wind  of  your  fair  sword, 
You  bid  them  rise,  and  live. 

Hect.  O,  'tis  fair  play. 

Tro.  Pool's  play,  by  heaven,  Hector. 

Hect.  How  now  ?  how  now  ? 

Tro.  Por  the  love  of  all  the  gods, 

Let 's  leave  the  hermit  pity  with  our  mother ; 
And  when  we  have  our  armours  buckled  on, 
The  venom' d  vengeance  ride  upon  our  swords ; 
Spur  them  to  ruthful  work,  rein  them  from  ruth. 

Hect.  Pye,  savage,  fye  ! 

Tro.  Hector,  then  'tis  wars. 

Hect.  Troilus,  I  would  not  have  you  fight  to-day. 

Tro.  Who  should  withhold  me  ? 
Not  fate,  obedience,  nor  the  hand  of  Mars 
Beckoning  with  fiery  truncheon  my  retire ; 
Not  Priamus  and  Hecuba  on  knees, 
Their  eyes  o'ergalled  with  recourse  of  tears; 
Nor  you,  my  brother,  with  your  true  sword  drawn, 
Oppos'd  to  hinder  me,  should  stop  my  way, 
But  by  my  ruin. 

Re-enter  Cassandra,  with  Priam. 

Cas.  Lay  hold  upon  him,  Priam,  hold  him  fast: 
He  is  thy  crutch  ;  now  if  thou  lose  thy  stay, 
Thou  on  him  leaning,  and  all  Troy  on  thee, 

Pall  all  together. 
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\  iii  like  i  prophet  suddenly  onrnpl , 

To  fcell  t  hec     •  Imt  i  in  -   . 
'I'lu  1 1  foi  o,  coiui    I  iek. 

Hi  ,!  I  l  lil  ; 

\  ml    I    do   l1  'Mill    <  1 1 ■ ' r I ■  ■   •  I    t()    III      i  '.    < 

I  \  iii  iii  i  lie  fail  li  of  i  all  .iii-.  to  api 
'I'll i    morning  to  thorn. 

/'  ■  But  thou  ihall  □ 

II,  <■/.   I  urn  t  not  break  013  fail  h. 
\  on  knovi  Hi.'  .hit  ii'ul  ;  t  hen  fore,  dear  iir, 
I, ci  in.-  ii.ii  ihairn  I  ;  bul  ■  ive 

To  take  thai  course  bj  your  consonl  and  roii 
Which  j  >mi  do  bore  foi  bid  me,  ro}  al  Priam. 

I        ( >  Priam,  j  ield  not  to  him. 

.  /'/</.  I  ><>  not,  dear  father 

fleet,    Lndromache,  I  am  offended  with  _\  <  >  u  : 
dpon  the  loTe  you  bear  me,  gei  you  in. 

ii  Am,. 

Tro.  This  foolish,  dreaming,  superstitious  L^i rl 
Ifakee  all  these  bodemente. 

C  ( )  farewell,  dear  1  ted 

[<ook,  how  tlu>u  diesl !  look,  how  thy  eye  turns  pale  I 
Look,  how  thy  wounds  do  bleed  nt  many  vents! 
II ark,  how  Troj  roars!  how  Efecuha  cries  out  ! 
How  poor  Andromache  shrills  her  dolours  forth! 
Behold,  destruction,  frenzy,  and  amazement, 
Like  witless  antics,  one  another  me< 
And  all  cry     Sector!    Hector's  dead!  0  Hector! 

/'  v.    Aw;l\  !       Awa\  !  — 

Cos,  Farewell.     let,  Boft  : — Sector,  Intake  my 
leave  1 
Thou  do.-t  thyself  and  all  our  Troy  deceive.    [JEr& 
Heel.  Vou  are  amaz*d,  my  hege,  at  her  exclaim  : 
Gc  in,  and  eheer  the  town:  we'll  forth,  and  fight; 
Do  deeds  worth  praise,  and  toll  vou  them  at  night. 
Pri.  Farewell:  the  gods  with  safety  stand  about 
thee  ! 
[Exeunt  severally  Pel  ami  Hect.     Alarums. 
Tro.  They  are  at   it  :  hark !  Proud  Diomed,  be- 
lieve. 
I  come  to  lose  my  arm,  or  win  my  sleeve. 

As  Troilvs  is  going  out,  enter,  from  the  other  side, 
Paxdaeus. 

Tan.  Do  you  hear,  my  lord?   do  you  hear? 
Tro.  What  now  r 

Pan.  Jfere  's  a  letter  from  yon'  poor  girl. 
Tro.  Let  me  read. 

Pan.   A  whoreson  phthisic,  a  whoreson  rascally 
phthisic  so  troubles  me,  and  tne  foolish  fortune  of 
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tell 
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therj   i 

varli      D  imed,  fa 

foolish  you  I 

helm  :   I  would 

young  I 

h  whon 
sleeve,  back  to  the  dissembli 
a  sleeveless  errand.     <  V  I 
of  those  crafb 
mouse-eaten  d 
dog-fox,   I 

berry  :     '1  me  up,  in 

cur,    Ajax,   against   that   dog 

Aehilles:    and  now  is  t hr  han  the 

cur  Achilles,  and  will  not  ar 
the   Grecians   begin   to  proclahi 
policy  grows  into  an  ill  opini 
sleeve,  and  t'  other. 

Enter  Di<  j. 

Tro.  Ply  not;  for,  Bhouldst  thou  take  t" 

I  would  swim  after. 

Dio.  Thou  dost  miscall  . 

I  do  not  fly;  but  advantag      is     ire 
Withdrew  me  from  the  odds  of  multitude  : 
Have  at  thee ! 

Ther.  Hold  thy  whore.  Grecian! — now  for  thy 
whore,  Trojan ! — now  the  sleeve,  now  the  sleet 

[Exeunt  Teo.  an  J Dio.,  fighting. 

Enter  IB. 

Hect.    What    art    thou,    Gi\  irt   thou  for 

Hector's  match  ? 
Art  thou  oi  blood,  and  honour  ? 


ACT   V. 


TE01LUS  AND  CRESSIDA. 


SCENE  V 


■VI. 


Thtr.   No,  DO: — 1  am  a  rascal;  a  scurvy  railing 
knave ;  a  very  filthy  rogue. 

ZZectf.  I  do  believe  thee; — live.  [Exit. 

Titer.  God-a-mcivy,  that  thou  wilt  believe  me; 
Bat  a  plague  break  thy  neck,  for  frighting  me! 
What's  become  of  the  wenching  rogues  ?  I  think, 
.  have  swallowed  one  another:  I  would  laugh  at 
thai  miracle.  Yet,  in  a  sort,  lechery  eats  itself. 
I'll  seek  them.  [Exit. 

SCENE  y.—T/ie  Same. 

Enter  Diomedes  and  a  Servant. 

Dio.    Go,   go,  my    servant,   take    thou    Troilus' 
horse ; 
Present  the  fair  steed  to  my  lady  Cressid : 
Fellow,  commend  my  service  to  her  beauty ; 
Tell  her,  I  have  chastis'd  the  amorous  Trojan, 
And  am  her  knight  by  proof. 

Serv.  I  go,  my  lord. 

\_Exit  Serv. 

Enter  Agamemnon. 

Acjam.  Kenew,  renew  !  The  fierce  Polydamus 
Hath  beat  down  Menon :   bastard  Margarelon 
Hath  Doreus  prisoner ; 
And  stands  colossus-wise,  waving  his  beam, 
Upon  the  pashed  corses  of  the  kings 
Epistrophus  and  Cedius  :  Polixenes  is  slain ; 
Amphimachus,  and  Thoas,  deadly  hurt; 
Patroclus  ta'en,  or  slain ;  and  Palamedes 
Sore  hurt  and  bruis'd:  the  dreadful  Sagittary 
Appals  our  numbers ;  haste  we,  Diomed, 
To  reinforcement,  or  we  perish  all. 

Enter  Nestor. 

Nestor.   Go,  bear  Patroclus'  body  to  Achilles ; 
And  bid  the  snail-pac'd  Ajax  arm  for  shame. — 
I      re  is  a  thousand  Hectors  in  the  field: 
here  he  fights  on  Galathe  his  horse, 
And  there  lacks  work ;  anon,  he  's  there  afoot, 
And  there  they  fly,  or  die,  like  scaled  sculls 
Before  the  belching  whale;  then  is  he  yonder, 
And  there  the  strawy  Greeks,  ripe  for  his  edge, 
Fall  down  before  him,  like  the  mower's  swath  : 
Here, there,  and  everywhere,  he  Leaves,  and  takes; 

'  .    10  obeying  appetite, 
Chat  what  lie  will,  be  docs  ;  and  does  so  much, 
That  proof  is  call'd  impossibility. 

Enter  D  ltssis. 

I  I1/S8.     O,    courage!     courage,     princes!     great 

Achilli 


Is  arming,  weeping,  cursing,  vowing  vengeance: 
Patroclus'  wounds,  have  rous'd  his  drowsy  blood, 
Together  with  his  mangled  Myrmidons, 
That  noseless,  handless,  hack'd  and  chipp'd,   come 

to  him, 
Crying  on  Hector.     Ajax  hath  lost  a  friend, 
And  foams  at  mouth,  and  he  is  arm'd,  and  at  it, 
Soaring  for  Troilus  ;  who  hath  done  to-day 
Mad  and  fantastic  execution  ; 
Engaging  and  redeeming  of  himself, 
With  such  a  careless  force,  and  forceless  care, 
As  if  that  luck,  in  very  spite  of  cunning, 
Bade  him  win  all. 

Enter  Ajax. 

Ajax.  Troilus  !  thou  coward  Troilus !  [Exit. 

Dio.  Ay,  there,  there. 

Nest.  So,  so,  we  draw  together. 

Enter  Achilles. 

Acliil.  Where  is  this  Hector? 

Come,  come,  thou  boy-queller,  show  thy  face ; 
l£now  what  it  is  to  meet  Achilles  angry. 
Hector !  where  's  Hector  ?  I  will  none  but  Hector. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI.— Another  Fart  of  the  Field, 

Enter  Ajax. 

Ajax.    Troilus,  thou  coward  Troilus,  show  thy 
head! 

Enter  Diomedes. 

Dio.  Troilus,  I  say  !  where 's  Troilus  ? 
Ajax.  What  would'st  thou  ? 

Dio.  I  would  correct  him. 

Ajax.  Were  I  the  general,  thou  should'st  have 
my  office. 
Ere  that  correction : — Troilus,  I  say !  what,  Troilus ! 

Enter  Troilus. 

Tro.    O   traitor  Diomed! — turn  thy  false   lace, 

thou  traitor, 
And  pay  thy  life  thou  ow'st  me  for  my  horse ! 
Dio.  Ha  !  art  thou  there  ? 

Ajax.  I'll  fight  with  him  alone:  stand,  Diomed. 
Dio.  He  is  my  prize,  I  will  not  look  upon. 
Tro.  Come  both,  you  cogging  Greeks;  have  at 

you  both.  [Exeunt,Ji(jlili,)(j. 

Enter  Hector. 

llect.  Yea,  Troilus?  O,  well  fought,  my  youngest 
brother ! 
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/  /  I  .'.ill 

I    »\  OH  111   li.i\  '•   In  .li    much    more  :i    In     hi  r  man, 
I  I  Hi]    I    CXpCCtl    I    I  '•'  '  II  "A    I'"".  ,   m\    l'i"!  li 

\ ].i\  bath  taVn  ,  Shall  it  I 

V>,  bj  i lie  Same  of  j  ondor  gloriou  i  bea?en, 

I  [e  shall  ii"t   r;irn    linn  ;    I  Ml   lie  taken  tOO, 

( )r  bring  bini  off:     Pate,  here  m6  n  hat  I 

I  reck  n*'!  though  I  end  mi  life  to*day.  //. 

Enter  one  in  sumptuous  Armour. 

II.  t.   Stand,  standi  thou  Greek  ;    thou   ai 

gOOdlj    mark  :  — 

No?  will  thou  im'I  P     1  like  thy  armour  well) 

1  '11  Crush  it,  and  unlock  the  rivets  all, 

Bui  1  '11  be  master  of  it  \ — Wilt  thou  not,  beast, 

abide  P 
Why  thru,  1 1  \  on,  1  '11  hunt  thee  for  thy  hide. 

Exeunt. 

SCENE  \  1 1. — v      i 

V.niir  A.CHILUES,  with  Myrmidons. 

Achil.  Come  here  aboul  mcynu  mj  Myrmidons  ; 
Mark  what  I  Bay.  -Attend  me  where  1  wheel: 
Strike  not  a  stroke,  but  keep  yourselves  in  breath; 

And  when  1  haw  the  bloody   I  loci  or  ton  ml. 

Empale  him  with  your  weapons  round  about ; 
In  fellest  manner  execute  your  arms. 
Follow  me,  -sirs,  and  my  proceedings  eye; — 
It  is  decreed — Sector  the  great  must  d 


ie, 


[Exeunt. 


SCEXE  Till.— The  Same. 


Enter  Meselavs  and  ¥x.-Ri$,flghting :  then 
Theesites. 

Titer.  The  cuckold,  and  the  cuckold-maker  are 
at  it:  Xow,  bull!  now,  dog!  'Loo,  Paris,  'loo! 
now  my  double-heimed  sparrow  !  'loo,  Paris,  'loo  ! 
The  bull  has  the  game : — 'ware  horns,  ho  ! 

[Exeunt  Pabis  and  aTex. 


'■ 


/ 

/ 
1/ 

I  I  I  ant 

I 

bo  I 

1/ 1       I 

/ 

/  !  ! 

//'  ct.    ->  itrified 

Thy  goodlj  armour  ti 

N  >rk  do:  ■       I 

I  !    thou  h.i 
/  '  II  ,,  Id 

\  ///». 

/.'.'•/■    \'  ii  :  i  :  '   '•! 

Arhil.   Look,  Sector, 
I  [ow  ugly  night  cook 

I       i  with  the  vail  and  dark's  ~un, 

To  close  the  day  up,  1 1-    I   ■  - 

Ih  ct.  1  am  unarm'd  ;  |  bis  rantagi  .  1 1 

Achil.  Strike,  fellon  I 

k.  fulU. 

So,  Dion,  fall  thou  next  !   i 
Here  lies  thy  heart,  thy  sinewi  u— 

On,  .Myrmidons  ;  and 
"  Achilles  hath  the  mighty  ..n.'' 

t  sounded. 
I  lark  !   I  at  upon  our  Grecian  p 

Jli/r.  The  Trojan  trumpets  sound  the  like, my  lord. 

Achil.  The  dragon  wing  of  nig!  ipreads  t 

earth, 
And,  stickler  like,  the  ar: 

My  half-supp'd  sword,  that  frankly  would  have  i 
Pleas'd  with  this  dainty  bit,  thus  goes  to  bed. — 

[.$' heaths  his  Sword. 
Come,  tie  his  body  to  my  hors 
Along  the  field  I  will  the  Trojan  trail.        [Exeunt. 


EXE  X. — The  same. 

Enter  Agamem>"0>~,   Ajax,   MxKMLAVB,   Xestob, 
Diomedes,  and  Others,  marching.     Shouts  within . 

:       Agam.  Hark!  hark!  what  shout  is  thai 




ACT  V 


TEOILUS  AND  CRESSIDA. 


3CEXE  XT. 


Jfest.  Peace,  drams. 

[Within.]  Achilles! 

Achilles !  Hector's  slain  1  Achillea! 

Dio.  The  bruit  is— Hector's  slain,  and  by  Achilles, 
Ajax.  It'  it  be  so,  \  <t  bragless  let  it  be  ; 
Ghreal  Hector  was  as  good  a  man  as  he. 

m.   March  patiently  along: — Let  one  be  sent 
To  pray  Achilles  see  us  at  our  tent. — 
If  in  his  death  the  gods  have  us  befriended, 
Great  Troy  is  ours,  and  our  sharp  wars  are  ended. 

[Exeunt,  marching. 

SCEXE  XL— Another  Part  of the  Field. 

Enter  iExEAS  and  Trojans. 

yEne.  Stand,  ho  !  yet  are  we  masters  of  the  field : 
Never  go  home  ;  here  starve  we  out  the  night. 

Enter  Teoilus. 

Tro.  Hector  is  slain. 

AU.  Hector  ?— The  gods  forbid  ! 

Tro.  He's  dead;  and  at  the  murderer's  horse's 
tail, 
In  beastly  sort,  dragg'd  through  the  shameful  field. — 
Frown  on,  you  heavens,  effect  your  rage  with  speed! 
Sit,  gods,  upon  your  thrones,  and  smile  at  Troy ! 
I  say,  at  once  let  your  brief  plagues  be  mercy, 
And  linger  not  our  sure  destructions  on! 

yEne.  My  lord,  you  do  discomfort  all  the  host. 
Tro.  Tou  understand  me  not,  that  tell  me  so  : 
I  do  not  speak  of  flight,  of  fear,  of  death  ; 
But  dare  all  imminence,  that  gods  and  men, 
Address  their  dangers  in.     Hector  is  gone  ! 
"Who  shall  tell  Priam  so,  or  Hecuba  ? 
Let  him,  that  will  a  screech-owl  aye  be  call'd, 
Go  in  to  Troy,  and  say  there — Hector's  dead : 
There  is  a  word  will  Priam  turn  to  stone ; 
Make  wells  and  Xiobes  of  the  maids  and  wives, 
Cold  statues  of  the  youth  ;  and,  in  a  word, 
Scare  Troy  out  of  itself.     But,  march,  away  : 
1 1  ector  is  dead  ;  there  is  no  more  to  say. 


Stay  yet ; — Tou  vile  abominable  tents, 

Thus  proudly  pight  upon  our  Phrygian  plains, 

Let  Titan  rise  as  early  as  he  dare, 

I  '11  through  and  through  you  I — And  thou,  great- 

siz'd  coward ! 
No  space  of  earth  shall  sunder  our  two  hates ; 
I  '11  haunt  thee  like  a  wicked  conscience  still, 
That  mouldeth  goblins  swift  as  frenzy  thoughts. — - 
Strike  a  free  march  to  Troy  ! — with  comfort  go  : 
Hope  of  revenge  shall  hide  our  inward  woe. 

[Exeunt  JEneas  and  Trojans. 

As  Teoilus  is  going  out,  enter,  from  the  other  side, 
Pandaeus. 

Fan.  But  hear  you,  hear  you  ! 
Tro.  Hence,  broker  lackey !   ignomy  and  shame 
Pursue  thy  life,  and  live  aye  with  thy  name ! 

[Exit  Tko. 
Pan.  A  goodly  med'eine  for  my  aching  bones ! — 
O  world !  world  !  world !  thus  is  the  poor  agent 
despised !  O  traitors  and  bawds,  how  earnestly  are 
you  set  a'  work,  and  how  ill  requited  1  Why  should 
our  endeavour  be  so  loved,  and  the  performance  so 
loathed  ?  what  verse  for  it  ?  what  instance  for  it  ?— 
Let  me  see  : — 

Pull  merrily  the  humble-bee  doth  sing, 
Till  he  hath  lost  his  honey,  and  his  sting ; 
And  being  once  subdued  in  armed  tail, 
Sweet  honey  and  sweet  notes  together  fail. — 
Good  traders  in  the  flesh,  set  this  in  your  painted 
cloths. 
As  many  as  be  here  of  pander's  hall, 
Your  eyes,  half  out,  weep  out  at  Pandar's  fall : 
Or,  if  you  cannot  weep,  yet  give  some  groans, 
Though  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  aching  bones. 
Brethren,  and  sisters,  of  the  hold-door  trade, 
Some  two  months  hence  my  will  shall  here  be  made : 
It  should  be  now,  but  that  my  fear  is  this, — 
Some  galled  goose  of  Winchester  would  hiss  : 
Till  then  I  '11  swreat,  and  seek  about  for  eases ; 
And,  at  that  time,  bequeath  you  my  diseases.    \_Exit. 


NOTES  TO  TROIL1  S    \M»  <  ItKSSIDA. 


I  0  proud,  •  il, 

I 

in  tin-  old  I  1  >prron, 

•  ihut  up  "i  defend  b)  ' 

■  '  And  hither  am  / 

Tin"  speaker  <»l  the  to  l>r    habiti  d  in 

:iiii!.mii,  not,    ij     D     Johi   "ii.  "  di  i<  «■, 

in  confidence  «>i  either  the  euthoi '■  or 
luit  1 1 n  1 1 •  1  \  in  a  character  suited  to  the  subject,  in  a 
dress  of  wax  befoi  e  ■  wei  like  pin) ." 

4   /./  njis  o'er  //c  lum/it. 

That  Is,  the  <u-ti>it,  i  li.it  went  I 

&/  /  .//  /<>  atay  behind  her  father. 

Calohas,  the  fathei  of  Cressida,  wee  a  priest  <>f  '■ 
who  being  sent  by  Priam  to  oonsult  the  oracle  at  Delphi, 
concerning  the  event  of  the  war,  and  finding  that  the 
ks  would  obtain  the  victory  he  deserted  to  them* 
and  never  returned  to  his  own  country, 

1    lntni  en  our  Hi  ion. 

Ilium  is  here  used  to  mean  the  royal  palace  of  P 
but  Mr.  Steevens  says  that  Ilium,  properly  speaking,  is 
the  name  of  the  city ;   Troy,  that  of  the  country. 

How  now,  prime  Troilutf  wherefore  not  afield? 
FrOfd  various  Unes  in  this  play  it   appears  that    Skak- 
Bpere  pronounced  Troilus  improperly  as  a  dissyllable* 

1    iJwu  sag  he  is  a  rent  man,  pi  : 

That  is,  paramount,  the  paragon  or  flower  of  men. 

9  Into  a  compassed  window. 

That  is,  a  circular  or  bow  window. 

10  Is  he  so  young  a  man,  and  so  old  a  Jit': 
Lifter  is  here  used  equivocally  to  mean  thief. 

II  Things  won  are  done,  jog's  soul  lies  in  the  doing. 

This  appears  a  contradiction,  and  the  following  lines 
express  a  meaning  entirely  opposite.  We  should  read, 
"joy's  soul  dies  in  the  doing ;"  which  means  that  the  fire 
of  passion  is  extinguished  by  enjoyment. 

1:   Bounding  between  the  tiro  moist  elements, 
Like  Perseus'  horse. 

Pegasus  is  the  only  Hying  horse  that  we  hear  of  in 
ancient  mythology,  and  he  did  not  belong;  to  Perseus, 
but  Bellerophon.  But  Shakspere  followed  the  author 
of  The  Destruction  of  'Troy,  in  which  he  found  the   fol- 


I 

.i«d  and 

■     a    ship 
\ 

overed  a  it). 

/    -  hec 

I 
centre  of  the  earth.      \  ; 

the  earth  li  I 

D  rp  by  tbt 

Par   ■      -  has  ii..  iid 

probably    read   f 

Who  in  this  dull  and  long 

Bhakspere  has  fallen  into  an  error  here.      In  the  ; 
vioua  BCene  the  Trojan  'prim  .rn- 

ing  home  from  that  day's  tight;  and  CresMda's  servant 
tells  her  that  Ajax  "yesterday  coped  M»ctor  in  the  battle, 
and  struck  him  dowi  a  of 

as  being  then  in  operation. 

x. 

Shakspere  appears  to  have  confounde  no- 

nius with  Ajax  Oileus.     Perhaps  he  was   led   inl 
error  by  the  author  of  I  -ruction  .  who,  in 

describing   these    two    persona,    improperly    ca 
Oileus,    simply    Ajax,    as    the    more    eminent    of    the 
two. 

-"'  Thepla*  i  thee. 

Probably  an  allusion  to  the  plague  supposed  tn  be 

sent  by  Apollo  on  the  Greek  army. 

-  lie  would  pun  thee  into  shivers. 

Pun.  says  IV.  Johnson,  is  in  the  midland  counties  the 
vulgar  and  colloquial  word  for  potmd. 

23  An  assincgo,  i.e.  an  ass. 

w  Ever},-  tithe  soul,  'nwngst  many  thousand  disines. 
Pisme  is  the  tithe    or   tenth.      Every  tenth  among 
many  thousand  tenths. 


NOTES  TO  TEOILTJS  AND  CEESSIDA. 


35  Aiid^  for  an  old  aunt. 

Priam's  sister,  Hesioue,  whom  Hercules  gave  to  Tela- 
mon,  who  by  her  had  Ajax. 

Ottrji re-brand  brother. 

Hecuba,  when  pregnant  with  Paris,  dreamed  she 
would  be  delivered  of  a  flaming  torch. 

27  The  soil  of  her  fair  rape. 
Rape  anciently  signified  the  carrying  away  of  a  female 
without  any  idea  of  personal  violence. 

26  Aristotle. 

stotle  Mas  not  born  until  382  years  before  Christ, 
and  Troy  was  taken  by  the  Greeks  1,184  years  before 
Christ;  so  that  the  poet  is  guilty  of  an  anachronism  of 
more  than  eight  hundred  years. 

28  Make  that  demand  of  the  prover. 

The  folio  somewhat  profanely  reads,  to  thy  Creator. 
The  quarto  has,  of  the  prover,  but  the  meaning  is,  I 
think,  the  same.  Make  that  demand  (i.e.  why  thou  art 
a  fool  ?)  to  thy  Creator  who  hath  made  thee  one. 

3,1  I'll  lay  my  life  with  my  disposer  Cressida. 

It  is  difficult  to  know  how  Cressida  can  be  the  disposer 
of  Paris;  Mr.  Malone  suggests  that  Shakspere  might 
have  written  despiser ;  and  adds  : — "  "What  Pandarus  says 
afterwards,  that  '  Paris  and  Cressida  are  twain,'  supports 
this  conjecture."  Mr.  Eitson  offers  a  different  solution  ; 
the  line  ought,  he  thinks,  to  be  spoken  by  Helen.  She 
cabs  Cressida  her  deposer,  because  she  had  deposed  her 
in  the  affections  of  Troilus,  whom  Pandarus  is  ready  to 
swear  she  loved  more  than  Paris. 

31  An  you  draw  backward,  we  HI  2nd  yon  V  the  Jills. 

That  is,  in  the  shafts.  Fills  is  a  word  used  in  some 
counties  for  thills,  the  shafts  of  a  cart  or  waggon. 

*  A  kiss  in  fee-farm. 

That  is,  a  prolonged  kiss,  a  kiss  of  unlimited  duration. 

33  As  true  as  steel,  as  plantage  to  the  moon. 

As  true  as  steel  is  an  old  proverbial  expression,  a 
sword  of  good  steel  being  a  weapon  on  which  its  owner 
could  rely.  Phudage  probably  means  vegetation,  plants 
of  any  kind,  and  the  allusion,  is  to  the  common  opinion 
of  the  influence  which  the  moon  wras  supposed  to  possess 
over  the  vegetable  kingdom. 

M  That  through  the  tight  I  bear  in  tilings,  to  Jove. 
This,  some  editors  have  altered  to— the  sight  1  bear 
in  things  to  come.  "The  word,"  says  Dr.  Johnson, 
"  is  so  printed,  that  nothing  but  the  sense  can  deter- 
mine whether  it  be  love  or  Jove.  I  believe  that  the 
i  it  as  fore,  and  therefore  made  the  alteration 
;<-  obtain  some  meaning." 

aj  That  man— how  dearly  ever  parted. 
However  excellently  endowed. 

Wlm,  in  his  circumstance. 
That  is,  in  the  detail  or  circumduction  of  his  argument. 


37  'Tis  known,  Achilles,  that  you  are  in  love 
With  one  of  Priam's  daughters. 

Polycena,  in  the  act  of  marrying  whom  he  was  after- 
wards killed  by  Paris. 

38  There  is  a  mystery  {with  whom  relation 
Durst  never  meddle)  in  the  soul  of  state. 

\       A  secret  administration  of  affairs,  a  sort  of  ubiquity, 
\  in  wise  governments,  which  no  historian  can  unveil. 

39  His  'purpose  meets  you. 

I  bring  you  his  meaning  and  his  orders. 

40  My  matter  is  so  rash. 

That  is,  my  business  is  so  hasty  and  abrupt. 

41 The  secrets  of  nature 

Have  not  more  gift  in  taciturnity. 

The  first  line  is  defective ;  Mr.  Theobald  would  read 
— the  secret  things  of  nature,  &c. 

42  What  wicked  deem,  i.e.  thought,  doubt,  or  judgment. 

43  The  port,  i.e.  the  gate. 
44  At  every  joint  and  motive  of  her  body. 

Motive  is  used  for  motion.  Her  wantonness  shews  in 
every  act  or  motion. 

45  That  give  a  coasting  welcome  ere  it  comes. 

A  coasting  welcome  has  been  surmised  to  be  an  amorous 
glance  of  invitation,  and,  ere  it  come,  to  imply  that  the 
lady  makes  the  first  advance,  and  intimates  by  her  man- 
ner that  familiarity  will  not  be  unwelcome. 

46  This  blended  knight,  half  Trojan,  and  half  Greek. 

Ajax  and  Hector  were  cousins,  Ajax  being  the  son  of 
Hesione,  the  sister  of  Priam  and  aunt  of  Hector. 

47   Or  else  a  breath. 
\       A  breathing,  a  friendly  encounter  just  sufficient  to 
make  the  combatants  pant  with  their  exertion. 

48  jyor  dignijies  an  impair  thought  with  breath. 
Does  not  utter  an  immature  or  unsuitable  thought. 

49  3fost  imperious  Agamemnon. 
Imperious  and  imperial  had  the  same  meaning. 
50  The  noble  Menelaus. 

Menelaus  would  scarcely  apply  the  epithet  noble,  to 
himself;  Mr.  Eitson  supposes  that  this  sentence  should 
be  spoken  by  vEneas. 

51  I  shall  forestall  thee,  lord  Ulysses,  thou. 

By  the  utterance  of  this  line  as  it  stands,  Achilles 
would  evidently  insult  Ulysses.  Should  we  not  read 
though  for  thou  f 

■■-  You  ruinous  butt :  you  ivhoreson  indistinguishable  cur. 

This  is  said  in  allusion  to  the  deformity  of  Thersites ;. 

he  is  called  a  ruinous  butt,  on  account  of  his  graceless 

and  lump-like  figure;  and  indistinguishable,  because  he 

is  of  an  unnatural  and  undeterminatc  shape. 

H.  T. 
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